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VITTORIA    COROMBONA, 


A  LADY  OF  VENICE. 


BT 


JOHN  WEBSTER. 


Jon  WcBSTXE^/fbtirttAetf  in  the  reign  of  King  James  the  Firtt,  He  was  clerk  of  the  parish  of 
St.  Andrew^  HiUbarn, '  and  a  member  of  the  Merchant-Taylori  Company.  The  times  of  his  birth 
mnd  demik  are  unknown.  From  the  following  verses,  he  appears  to  have  had  the  character  of  an  ilU 
matured  eritick,  but  whether  with  justice  or  not  cannot  now  be  determined,  as  none  of  his  works  of 
that  kifsd  are  come  down  to  posterity. 

*  "  But  h*8t  with  him  crabbed  (Websterio), 
The  play-wright,  cart-wright :  whether  ?  either  ho— 
No  rarther.    Looke  as  yee'd  bee  lookt  into : 
Sit  as  ye  woo'd  be  read  :  Lord !  who  woo'd  know  him? 
Was  ever  man  so  mangl'd  with  a  Poem  ? 
See  how  he  drawes  his  month  awry  of  late^ 
How  he  scrubs :  wrings  his  wrests :  scratches  his  pate ; 
A  midwife !  helpe  ?    By  his  hrainea  coitus 
Some  Centaure  strange :  some  huge  Bucephalus, 


«  GikloD's  Livesitfthe  Poete.  ^,        ^,  ^ 

*  Notes  from  Black-Fryers,  printed  in  certain  Elegies.    Done  by  sundrie  excellent  witi.    With 
Satyn  and  Epigraau.  16J0.  Ifmo. 
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2  THE  WHITE   DEVIL;    OR,  [Webster. 

• 

Or  Pallas  (sure)  ingendred  in  his  brainei 
Strike  Vulcan  with  thy  hammer  once  againe* 

This  is  the  crittick  that  (of  all  the  rest) 
I'de  not  have  view  mee,  yet  I  feare  him  least. 
Beer's  not  a  word  cursively  I  have  writt, 
But  heeUl  industriously  examine  it ; 
And  in  some  li  monthes  hence  (or  there  about) 
Set  in  a  shameful!  sheete  my  errors  out. 
But  what  care  I  ?  it  will  be  so  obscure, 
That  none  shall  understand  him  (I  am  sure)." 

Theobdld^' wh6  altered  the  Dutchess  of  Maffu,  says  of  him ' :  "  He  had  a  strong  and  impetuous 
geniuSy  but  withall  a  most  wild  and  indigested  one  :  he  sometimes  conceived  nobly,  but  did  not  al" 
ways  express  with  clearness  ;  and,  if  he  now  and  then  soars  handsomely,  he  as  often  rises  into  the 
regions  of  bombast :  his  conceptions  were  so  eccentric,  that  we  are  not  to  wonder  why  we  cannot 
trace  him.  As  for  rules,  he  either  knew  them  not,  or  thought  them  too  servile  a  restraint.  Hence 
it  is,  that  he  skips  over  years  and  kingdoms  with  an  equal  liberty.  (It  must  be  confossed,  the  unn 
ties  were  very  sparingly  observed  at  the  time  in  which  he  wrote ;  however,  when  any  poet  travels 
so  fast,  that  the  imagination  of  his  spectators  cannot  keep  pace  with  him,  probability  is  put  quite 
out  of  breath,)  Nor  has  Ite  been  less  licentious  in  another  respect :  he  makes  mentwn  o/'Galilleo 
and  Tasso,  neither  of  whom  were  born  till  near  half  a  century  after  the  Dutchess  qfmalfy  was 
tnurthered.*' 

Philip  Frowde,  Esq,  in  the  Prologue  to  the  same  play,  says  : 

*^  The  rude,  old  bard,  if  critick  laws  he  knew. 
From  a  too  warm  imagination  drew ; 
And  scorning  rule  should  his  free  soul  confine, 
Nor  time,  nor  place,  observ'd  in  his  design." 

He  was  the  Author  of  the  following  plays : 

(1.)  "  The  White  Devil;  or,  the  Tragedy  of  Paulo  Giordano  Ursini  Duke  of  Brachiano; 
with  the  Life  and  Death  of  Vittoria  Corombona,  the  famous  Venetian  Curtizan,  Acted  by  the 
Queens  Servants  at  the  I'hanix,  Drury-lMne,     Ato,  1612 ;  Ato,  1631 ;  Ato,  1665;  Ato,  1672.'' 

(2.)  "  The  Tragedy  of  the  Dutchesse  of  Malfy,    As  it  was  presented  privatly  at  the  Black-' 
Triers,  and  publiquely  at  the  Globe,  by  the  King*s  Majesties  Servants,     The  perfect  and  exact 
Coppy,  with  diverse  things  printed,  that  the  length  of  the  play  would  not  beare  in  the  presentments 
4to,  1623  ;  4/0.  1640;  4fo.  1678;  4to.  1708." 

(3.)  "  The  DeviPs  Lbpi-case ;  or.  When  WomengoetoLaw,theDevilisfullqfBtuinesse:A 
New  Trage-^omeedy,  The  true  and  perfect  Copiefrom  the  Originall.  As  it  was  approved  well 
acted  by  her  Majesties  Servants,   4to.  li523." 

(4.)  "  Appius  and  Virginia,  A  Tragedy,  4to,  1654;  4/o.  1655/'  It  was  revived  and 
printed  in  1679,  by  Betterton,  in  4to.  and  acted  at  the  Duke*s  Theatre,  under  the  title  of  The 
Roman  Virgin,  or  Unjust  Judge. 

(5.)  "  T/te  Thracian  Wonder,  A  Comical  History,  as  it  hath  been  several  times  acted  with 
great  applause.     Written  by  John  Webster  and  William  Rowley  ;  4to,  1661. 

(6.)  '*  A  Cure  for  a  Cuckold  :  A  Pleasant  Comedy.  As  it  hath  been  several  times  acted  with 
great  applause.     Written  by  John  Webster  and  William  Rowley ;  4to.  1661." 

He  also  wrote  The  Induction  toThe  Male  Content,  by  Marston,  1604. 

"  A  Monumental  Columne,  erected  to  the  living  Memory  of  the  ever-glorious  Henry,  late 
Prince  of  Wales ;  4to,  1613." 

•*  The  Monument  of  Honour,  at  the  confirmation  of  the  right  worthy  brother  John  Goare  in  the 
high  office  of  his  Majesty s  lieutenant  over  his  royal  chamber,  at  the  charge  and  expence  of  the 
right  worthy  and  worshipfull  fraternity  of  eminent  Merchant-Taylors,  Invented  and  written  by 
John  Webster,  Taylor;  4^o.*1624." 


5  Preface  to  The  Fatal  Secret,  12mo.  1735. 


Webster.]  VITTORIA    COROMBONA. 


TO  THE  READER- 

Iv  pnbHsliing  this  Tragedy,  I  do  but  challenge  to  myself  that  liberty  which  other  men  have 
taken  before  uie ;  not  that  I  affect  praise  by  it,  for  nos  hac  novimus  eue  nihil  :  only,  since  it  was 
acted  iu  so  open  and  ^  black  n  theatre,  that  it  wanted  (that  which  is  the  only  grace  and  setting-out 
of  u  tragedy)  a  full  and  untlerstanding  auditory;  and  chat,  since  that  time,  I  have  noted  most  of 
the  people  that  come  to  chat  play-house  resemble  those  ignorant  asses  (who,  visiting  stationers' 
shops,  tlieir  use  is  not  to  inquire  for  good  books,  but  new  books),  I  present  it  to  the  general  view 
with  this  confidence : 

Nee  rhoncos  metues  maUgnorum, 

Nee  scmnbris  tunuMB  dtdfis  moUstas, 

If  it  be  objected  this  is  no  true  dramacick  poem,  I  shall  easily  confess  it,  non  potes  in  nugtu 
dicere  plura  meas,  ipse  ego  quam  dixi;  wiUingly,  and  not  i&;iioraiitly,  have  I  faulted.  For  should  a 
man  present,  to  such  an  auditory,  the  most  sententious  tragedy  that  ever  was  written,  observing  all 
the  critical  laws,  as  lieight  of  stile,  and  gravity  of  person,  inrich  it  with  the  sententious  chorus,  and, 
as  it  were,  enliven  death,'  in  the  passionate  and  weighty  Nuntius ;  yet,  after  all  this  divine  rapture, 
O  dura  masorum  IliOf  the  breath  that  comes  from  the  uncapable  multitude  is  able  to  poison  it; 
and,  ere  it  be  acted,  let  the  author  resolve  to  fix  to  every  scene  this  of  Horace : 

— H<K  hodieporeis  comedenda  relin^ueM, 

To  those,  who  report  I  was  a  long  time. in  finishing  this  tragedy,  I  confess,  I  do  not  write  with  a 
goose-quUl  wmu*d  witli  two  feathers ;  and,  if  they  will  needs  make  it  my  fault,  I  must  answer  them 
with  that  of  Euripides  to  Alcestides,  a  tragick  writer :  Alcestides  objecting  that  Euripides  had 
only,  in  three  days,  composed  three  verses,  whereas  himself  had  written  three  hundred :  TIm>u  tell'st 
tnith  (qaoth  he)  ;  but  here's  the  difference,  thine  shall  only  be  read  for  three  days,  whereas  mine 
shall  continue  three  ages. 

Detraction  is  the  sworn  firiend  to  ignorance :  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  ever  truly  cherished  my 
good  opinion  of  other  men's  worthy  labours,  especially  of  that  full  and  heightened  stile  of  master 
Chapman,  the  laboured  and  understanding  works  of  master  Jonsou,  the  no  less  worthy  composures 
of  the  both  worthily  excellent  master  Beaumont  and  master  Fletcher  ;  and  lastly  (without  wrong 
last  to  be  named),  the  right  happy  and  copious  industry  of  master  Shakespeare,  master  Decker, 
and  master  Heywood,  wishing  what  I  write  may  be  read  by  their  light ;  pn)testing  that,  in  tlie 
strength  of  mine  own  judgment,  I  know  them  so  worthy,  that  though  I  rest  silent  in  my  own  work, 
yet  to  most  of  theirs  I  dare  (without  flattery)  fix  that  of  MarAal : 

norunt  hac  monwnetUa  nuri. 


DRAMATES  PERSONS. 


MovTTCELSO,  a  Cardinal;  afterwards  Pope 
Paul  IV.       ♦ 

Feakcisco  oe  Medicis,  Duke  of  Florence ;  in 
the  fifth  Act  disguised  for  a  Moor,  under  (he 
name  of  Mulinassar. 

Brachiano,  otherwise  Paulo  Giordano  Ur- 
siKi,  Duke  ofBrachianOf  Husband  to  Isa- 
bella, and  in  love  with  Vittoria. 

Giovanni,  Ail  SoM  fr^  Isabella. 

I/)Dovico,  an  Italian  Count,  but  decayed. 

Antomelli,  )   his  Friends,  and  Dependents  of 

Oasparo,      S       the  Duke  of' Florence. 

Cam illo.  Husband  to  Vittoria. 

HoRTENsio,  one  o^Brachiano's  Officers, 

Mabcei.lo,  an  Attendant  of  the  Duke  ofFlo- 
rence,  and  Brother  to  Vittoria. 


Flamineo,    his    Brother,  Secretary  to   Bra- 

CHIANO. 

Jaques,  a  Moor,  Servant  to  Giovanni. 

Isabella,  Sister  to  Francisco  de  Medicis, 
and  Wife  to  Brachiano. 

Vittoria  Corombona,  a  Venetian  Ladi/, first 
married  to  Camillo,  afterwards  to  Bra- 
chiano. 

Cornelia,  Mother  to  Vittoria,  Flamineo, 
and  xMarcello. 

Zancae,  a  Moor,  Servant  <o  Vittoria. 

Ambassadors,  Courtiers,  Lawyers,  Officers, 
Physicians,  Conjurer,  Armourer,  Attends 
ants. 


SCF^E— ITALY. 

In  mcntem  Authoris* 

Scire  velis  quid  sit  mulier  f  quo  percitet  astro  f 
En  tibi,  si  sapias,  cum  sale,  mille  sales. 


♦  ^2«cfc  a  theatre.—!  think  we  should  read  blank,  i.  e.  vacant,  ansupplied  with  articles  necess^ 
toward  theatrical  representation.      S. 


THE 


WHITE   DEVIL; 


OR, 


VITTORIA    COROMBONA. 


A    LADT    OF    VENICE. 


ACT   I. 


Enter  Count  LoDOvico,  Anton  elli,  and 

Gasparo. 

Lod.  Banisb'd  ! 

Ant,  It  griey'd  me  much  to  hear  the  sentence. 

Lod,  Ha,  ha,  O  Democritus,  thy  gods 
That  govern  the  whole  world  !  courtly  reward 
And  punishment.     Fortune's  a  right  whore ; 
It*  she  sive  out,  she  deals  it  in  small  parcels, 
That  she  may  take  away  all  at  one  '  swoop. 
This  'tis  to  have  great  enemies ;  Ood  quit  them. 
Your  wolf  no  longer  seems  to  be  a  wolf 
Than  when  she's  hungry. 

Gas.  You  term  those  enemies. 
Are  men  of  princely  rank. 

Lod,  Oh,  I  pray  for  them, 
The  violent  thumfer  is  ador'd  by  those 
Are  dash'd  in  pieces  by  it. 

Ant.  Come,  my  lord. 
You're  justly  doom'd;  look  but  a  little  back 
Into  your  former  life :  you  have  in  three  years 
Ruin  d  the  noblest  earldom. 

Cat.  Your  followers 
Have  swallowed  you  like  ^  mummy,  and  being 

sick 
With  such  unnatural  and  horrid  physick, 
Vomit  you  up  i'th'  kennel. 


Ant.  All  the  damnable  degrees 
Of  drinkings  have  you  stagger'd  through.    One 

citizen 
Is  lord  of  two  fair  manors,  call'd  you  master. 
Only  for  ^caviai'e. 

Gas,  Those  noblemen 
Which  were  invited  to  your  prodigal  feasts, 
(Wherein  the  phoenix  scarce  could  scape  your 

throats) 
Lau^h  at  your  misery,  as  fore-deeming  yon 
An  idfe  meteor,  which  drawn  forth,  the  earth 
Would  be  soon  lost  in  the  air. 

Ant,  Jest  upon  you. 
And  say  you  were  begotten  in  an  earthquake. 
You  have  ruiu'd  such  fair  lordships. 

Lod,  Very  g«»od. 
This  well  goes  with  two  buckets ;  I  must  tend 
The  pouring  out  of  either. 

Gas,  Worse  than  these. 
You  have  acted  certain  murders  here  in  Rome, 
Bloody  and  full  of  horror. 

Lod,  'Las,  they  were  flea-bitings : 
Why  took  they  not  my  head  then  f 

Gas,  O,  my  lord  ! 
The  law  doth  sometimes  mediate,  tliinks  it  good 
Not  ever  to  steep  violent  sins  in  blood : 


^  Swoop— The  technical  term  for  the  descent  of  a  hawk  oo  its' prey.    So,  in  Macbeth : 

" Oh  fell  kite,  aU  ? 

At  one  swoop.** 

See  Note  on  that  passage.  Vol.  FV.  of  Shakspeare,  p.  585,  edit.  1778.    S. 

6  Mummy,-— See  Note  StoTke  Bird  in  a  Cagey  Vol.  I.  p.  226. 

7  Cftrtore.— See  Note  19  to  Tke  Ordinafy,  postea. 


Wbbbteb.3 


THE  WHITE  DEVIL. 


This  igende  penance  may  both  end  your  crimes, 
And  11)  the  example  better  these  bad  tiroes. 
Lod,  So,  but  1  wonder  then  some  great  men 

•scape 
This  banishment :  there's  Paulo  Giordano  Ursini, 
The  duke  oi  Brachiauu,  now  lives  in  Rome, 
And  by  close  panderism  seeks  to  prostitute 
The  hunour  ot  Vittoria  Corouibona: 
Vittona,  she  tliat  might  have  got  my  pardon 
For  one  kiss  to  the  duke. 

Ant,  Have  a  tail  iiHin  within  vou : 
We  see  that  tret^s  bear  no  such  pleasant  fruit 
There  wiiere  tliey  grew  first,  as  wliere  they  are 

new  set. 
Peifiimes,  the  more  they  are  chafd,  the  more 

they  render 
Their  pleasing  scents ;  and  so  affliction 
Expresseth  virtue  lully,  whether  true. 
Or  else  adulterate. 

LmL  Leave  your  painted  comforts ; 
ni  make  Italian  cut-works  in  their  guts 
If  ever  I  return. 
Gat.  0  sir. 
Lod.  I  am  patient. 
I  have  seen  some  ready  to  be  executed. 
Give  pleasant   looks,   and  money,  and  grow 

familiar 
With  the  knave  hangman;  so  do  I;  I  thank 

them, 
And  would  account  them  nobly  merciful. 
Would  they  dispatch  me  quickly. 

Amt,  Fare  yon  well ; 
We  shall  find  time,  I  doubt  not,  to  repeal 
Your  banishment. 

Lod,  I  am  ever  bound  to  yoa. 
This  is  the  world's  alms;  pray  make  use  of  it. 
Great  men  sell  sheep,  thus  to  be  cut  in  pieces, 
When  first  they  have  shorn  them  bare,  and  sold 

their  fleeces.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Bbachiano,  Camillo,  Flamineo, 
Vittoria  Corom bona. 

Brack,  Your  best  of  rest. 
Vit,  Cor,  Unto  my  lord,  the  duke. 
The  best  of  welcome.     More  lights :  attend  the 
dnke.  [Exeunt  Camillo  and  Vit* 

TOR  I A  COROMBONA. 

Brack.  Flamineo. 
Flam,  My  lord. 
Brack,  Quite  lost,  Flamineo. 
Flam,  Pursue  your  noble  wishes,  I  am  prompt 
As  lightning  to  your  service.    O,  my  lord ! 


The  fair  Vittoria,  my  happy  sister, 

bhall  give  you  present  audience.     Gentlemen, 

[Wki$per» 
Let  the  caroch  go  on,  and  *tis  his  pleasure 
You  put  out  all  your  torches,  and  depart. 

Brack,  Are  we  so  liappy  ? 

Flam,  Can  it  be  otherwise  ^ 
Observed  you  not  to-night,  my  honour*d  lord. 
Which  way  soe'er  you  went,  she  threw  her  eyes. 
I  have  dealt  alreacty  wiih  her  chamber-maid, 
Ziriuche  tike  Moor ;  imd  she  ii»  wondrous  prond 
To  be  the  agent  for  so  hi^h  a  spirit. 

Brack,  We  are  happy  above  thought,  because 
'bove  merit. 

Flam,  *Bove  uierii !  we  may  now  talk  freely : 
'hove  merit !  what  is*t  you  doubt  ?  her  coyness ! 
that's  but  the  superficies  of  lust  most  women 
have ;  yet  why  should  ladies  blush  to  hear  that 
nam*d,  which  they  do  not  fear  to  hajidle  ?  O  thej 
are  politick ;  they  know  our  desire  is  increased 
by  the  difficulty  of  enjoying;  whereas  satiety  is 
a  blunt,  weary,  and  drowsy  passion.  If  the  but- 
tery-hatch at  court  stood  continually  open,  there 
would  be  nothing  so  passionate  crowding,  nor 
hot  suit  after  the  beverage. 

Brack,  O  but  her  jealous  husband— 

Flam,  Hung  him ;  a  gilder  that  hath  his  brains 

f>erish*d  with  quick-silver  is  not  more  cold  in  the 
iver.  ^The  great  barriers  moulted  not  more 
feathers,  than  he  hath  shed  hairs,  by  the  confi?s» 
sion  of  his  doctor.  ^  An  Irish  gamester  that 
will  play  himself  naked,  and  then  wage  all  down- 
wards, at  hazard,  is  not  more  venturous.  So 
unable  to  please  a  woman,  that,  like  a  Dutch 
doublet,  all  his  back  is  shrunk  into  his  breeches. 
Shrowd  ^ou  within  this  closet,  good  my  lord ; 
Some  trick  now  must  be  thought  on  to  divide 
My  brother-in-law  from  his  fair  bed-  fellow. 
Brack.  O  should  she  fail  to  come. 
Flam,  I  must  not  have  your  lordship  thus  vn- 
wisely  amorous:  I  myself  have  loved  a  la^y, 
and  pursued  her  with  a  g^eat  deal  of  undei^age 
protesUition,  whom  some  three  or  four  gallants 
that  have  enjoyed  would  with  all  their  hearts 
have  been  glad  to  have  been  rid  of:  *tis  just  like 
a  summer  bird-cage  in  a  gardeii,  the  birds  that 
are  without  despair  to  get  in,  and  the  birds  that 
are  within  despair,  and  are  in  a  consumption, 
for  fear  they  shall  never  get  out.  Away,  away, 
my  lord. 

Enter  Camillo. 

See  here  he  comes.    This  fellow  by  his  apparel 
Some  men  would  judge  a  politician ; 


Tkerreat  barriert  moulted  not  more  feathertj—i,  e.  more  feathers  were  not  dislodged  firooi  thefael- 
*KU  of  the  combatants  at  the  great  tilting  match.      S. 

'  Am  Iriekgameater  wiU  play  kinueif  naked,— Bumnhy  Rich,  in  his  New  Deeerifiion  rf  JWImd,  1610. 
P>  SB,  says,  ^  there  is  (i.  e.  in  Ireland)  a  certaine  brotherhood,  called  by  the  name  of  Karrowet,  and 
uioe  be  colnmon  ninsters,  that  do  only  exercise  playing  at  cards,  mmI  they  will  play  away  their 
muteU,  and  their  shirts  from  their  hacks,  and  when  they  have  nothing  left  them,  they  will  tmsse 
tbcBttehres  in  straw  -,  this  is  the  life  they  lead,  and  irom  this  they  will  not  be  recUteed." 


THE  WHITE  DEVIL ;  OR, 


[Websi 


But  call  his  wit  in  question,  you  shall  find  it 
Meeriy  an  ass  *°  in's  foot  cloth. 
How  now,  hrotber  ?  what,  travelling  to  bed  to 
your  kind  wife? 

Cam,  I  assure  you,  brother,  no ;  my  voyage 
lies 
More  northerly,  in  a  far  colder  clime ; 
I  do  not  well  remember,  I  protest, 
When  I  lay  last  with  her. 

Flam.  Strange  you  should  lose  your  count. 
*  Cam,  We  never  lay  together,  but  ere  morning 
There  grew  a  "  flaw  between  us. 

Flam,  Thad  been  your  part 
To  have  made  up  that  flaw. 

Cam,  True,  but  she  loaths  I  should  be  seen  in't. 

Flam,  Why,  sir,  what's  the  matter? 

Cam,  The  duke  your  master  visits  me,  I  thank 
him; 
And  I  perceive  how,  like  an  earnest  bowler. 
He  very  passionately  leans  that  way 
He  woula  have  his  bowl  run. 

Flam.  I  hope  you  do  not  think — 

Cam,  That  nobleman  bowl  booty?  '* faith, 
his  cheek 
Hath  a  most  excellent  bias,  it  would  fain  jump 
with  my  mistress. 

Flam,  Will  you  be  nn  ass, 
Despight  your  Aristotle  ?  or  a  cuckold, 
Contrary  to  you  Ephemerides, 
Which  shews  you  under  what  a  smiling  planet 
You  were  first  swaddled  ? 

Cam,  Pew  wew,  sir ;  tell  not  me 
Of  planets  nor  of  Ephemerides : 
A  man  may  be  made  a  cuckold  in  the  day-time, 
When  the  stars  eyes  are  out. 


Flam,  Sir,  good-bye  t'you ; 
I  do  commit  you  to  your  pitiful  pillow 
Stuft  with  horn-shavings. 

Cam,  Brother. 

Flam,  '^  God  refuse  me. 
Might  I  advise  you  now,  your  only  course 
Were  to  lock  up  your  wife. 

Cam,  Twere  very  good. 

Flam.  Bar  her  the  sight  of  revels. 

Cam,  Excellent. 

Flam,  Let  her  not  go  to  church,  but  ^*  1 
hound 
In  Leon,  at  your  heels. 

Cam.  Twere  for  her  honour. 

Flam,  And  so  you  should  be  certain  ir 
fortnight, 
Despight  her  chastity  or  innocence, 
To  be  cuckolded,  which  yet  is  in  suspence : 
This  is  my  counsel,  and  I  ask  no  fee  for*t. 

Cam,  Come,  you  know  not  where  my  i 
cap  wrm^s  me. 

Flam.  Wear  it  o'th*  old  fashion ;    let 
large  ears  come  through,  it  will  be  more 
Nay,  I  will  be  bitter ;  bar  your  wife  of  he 
tertainment.     Women  are  more  willingl} 
more  gloriously  chaste,  when  they  are  lea 
strained  of  their  liberty.     It  seems  you  i 
be  a  fine  capricious  mathematically  jealou! 
comb ;  take  the  height  of  your  own  horns 
a  Jacob's  staff,  afore  they  are  up.    These 
tick  inclosures  for  paltry  mutton,  make 
rebellion  in  the  flesh,  than  all  the  provoc 
electuaries  doctors  have  uttered  since  th< 
jubilee. 

Cam,  This  doth  not  physic  me. 


'°  In*$foot  elothn-i,  e.  in  his  housings,  his  accoutrements.    See  Note  to  King  Richard  IIL 
S.  4.     S. 
"  FUttc, — Flaw  anciently  signified  <a  gutty  or  blast.    It  here  means  a  quarrel.    So,  in  Pericles^ 


" 1  do  not  fear  theflmcy 

It  hath  done  to  me  the  worst" 


Arden  qf  Feveraham : 


€t 


-Were  I  nppon  the  sea 


As  oft  I  have  in  many  a  bitter  storme, 

And  saw  a  dreadiiill  suthemftaw  at  hand.  Sec,** 

» FaUhkUeheek 

,  Uatk  a  most  exaUerU  bias, — So,  in  Droilus  and  Cressida,  A.  4.  S.  5 : 

"  Blow,  villain,  till  thy  sphered  bias  cheek 
Ont  swell  the  cholic  of^puflTd  Aquilon." 

>3  God  refuse  im.— See  Note  1  to  TV  Match  at  Midmght,  Vol.  II.  p.  459.      * 

■♦ like  a  homnd 

In  Leony  at  four  heels, — I  know  not  that  the  custom  of  being  followed  by  a  dog  is  peculiar  t 
.  city  in  Spain,  but  rather  believe  we  should  read, 

like  a  hound  in  leom,  i.  e.  a  leash,  a  string. 


See  Note  on  King  Lear,  A.  3.  S.  6.  Shakspeare,  Vol.  IX.  p.  482.      S. 


Webster.] 


VITTORIA  COROMBONA'. 


Flam,  It  seems  you  are  jealous;  I'll  shew  you 
the  error  of  it  by  a  fauiiliar  example:  I  have 
ietn  a  pair  of  spectaclefi  fashioned  with  such 
perspective  art,  that  lay  down  but  one  twelve 
pence  o*th*board,  'twill  appear  as  if  there  were 
twenty ;  now  should  you  wear  a  pair  of  these 
spectacles,  and  see  your  wife  tyin^  her  shoe, 
joa  would  imagine  twenty  hands  were  taking 
op  of  your  wife's  clothes,  and  this  would  put 
jou  into  a  horrible  causeless  fury. 

Cam.  The  fault  there,  sir,  is  not  in  the  eye- 
light. 

IVoiR.  True,  but"  they  that  have  the  yellow 
jaundice  think  all  objects  they  look  on  to  be 
jellow.  Jealousy  is  worse;  her  fits  present  to 
a  man,  like  so  many  bobbles  in  a  bason  of  wa- 
ter, twenty  several  crabbed  faces,  many  times 
makes  his  own  shadow  his  cuckold-maker. 

Enter  Vittoria  Corombona. 

See,  she  comes;  what  reason  have  you  to  be 
jealous  of  this  creature  ?  what  an  ignorant  ass 
or  ilattering  knave  might  he  be  counted,  that 
should  write  sonnets  to  her  eyes;  or  call  her 
brow,  the  snow  of  Ida,  or  ivory  of  Corinth,  or 
compare  her  hair  to  the  black-bird's  bill,  when 
'tis  liker  the  black-bird's  feather  ?  this  is  all :  be 
wise,  I  will  make  you  friends :  and  you  shall  go 
to  bed  together.  Marry  look  you,  it  shall  not 
be  your  seeking.  Do  you  stand  upon  that  by 
any  means :  wtuk  you  aloof;  I  would  not  have 
you  seen  in't. — Sister,  my  lord  attends  you  in 
the  banquetting-house :  your  husband  is  won- 
drous discontented. 

Vit.  Car.  I  did  nothing  to  displease  him ;  I 
carved  to  him  at  supper-time. 

Flam.  You  need  not  have  carved  him,  in 
faith ;  they  say  he  is  a  capon  already.  I  roust 
DOW  seemjngly  fall  out  with  you.  S/tall  a  gen- 
tleman to  well  descended  as  Camillo— a  lousy 
slave,  that  within  this  twenty  years  rode  with 
the  black  guard  in  the  duke's  carriage,  'mongst 
spits  and  dripping-pans  ? 

Cam.  Now  he  begins  to  tickle  her. 

Flam.  An  excellent  scholar — one  that  hath  a 
head  fill'd  with  calves  brains  without  any  sage 
in  them, — come  troucMng  in  the  hams  to  you  for 


a  night's  lodging  f-^that  hath  an  itch  in's  hams, 
which  like  the  fire  at  the  glass-house  hath  not 
gone  out  this  seven  years — is  he  not  a  courtly 
gentleman? — when  he  wears  white  sattin,  one 
would  take  him  by  his  black  muzzle  to  be  no 
other  creature  than  a  maggot — you  are  a  goodly 
foil  I  confess  well  set  out — but  cover'd  with  a 
false  stone,  you  counterfeit  diamond. 

Cam,  He  will  make  her  know  what  is  in  me. 

Flam.  Come,  my  lord  attends  you;  thou  shalt 
go  to  bed  to  my  lord. 

Cam.  Now  he  comes  to't. 

Flam.  With  a  relish  as  curious  as  a  vintner 
going  to  taste  new  wine. — I  am  opening  your 
case  hard.  [2d  Camillo. 

Cam.  A  virtuous  brother,  on  my  credit ! 

Flam,  He  will  give  thee  a  ring  with  a  philoso- 
pher's stone  in  it. 

Cam.  Indeed,  I  am  studyiug  alchymy. 

Flam.  Thou  shalt  lie  in  a  bra  stun  with  turtle 
feathers ;  swoon  in  perfumed  linen,  like  the  fel* 
low  was  smothered  in  roses.  So  perfect  shall  be 
thy  happiness,  that  as  men  at  sea  think  land,  and 
trees,  and  ships,  go  that  way  they  go ;  so  both 
heaven  and  earth  shall  seem  to  go  your  voyaj^e. 
Shall't  meet  him,  'tis  fix'd,  with  nails  of  dia- 
monds to  inevitable  necessity.  MnV'^. 

Vit,  Cor,  How  shairs  rid  him  hence?  [Aside, 

Flam.  I  will  put  '^  tlie  brize  in's  tail  shall  set 
him  gadding  presently. — I  have  almost  wrought 
her  to  it,  I  find  her  coming ;  but,  mi^ht  I  advise 
you  now,  for  this  night  I  would  not  he  with  her, 
I  would  cross  her  humour  to  make  her  more 
humble. 

Cam.  Shall  I,  shall  I  ? 

Flam,  It  will  shew  in  you  a  supremacy  of 
judgment. 

Cam.  True,  and  a  mind  differing  from  the 
tumultuary  opinion;   for,  guse  negata,  grata. 

Flam,  Right :  you  are  the  '^  adamant  shall 
draw  her  to  you,  though  you  keep  distance  offl 

Cam.  A  philosophical  reason. 

Flam.  Walk  by  her  o'th'  nobleman's  fashion, 
and  tell  her  you  will  lie  with  her  at  the  end  of 
the  progress. 

Cam.  Vittoria,  I  cannot  be  induc*d,  or  as  a 
man  would  say,  incited. 


''  They  that  hace  the  yeUow  jaundice,  think  all  otjjects  they  look  onto  be  yellow.— This  thought  is 
adopted  by  Mr.  Pope : 

''  All  seems  infected  that  th'  infected  spy, 
As  all  looks  yellow  to  the  jaundic'd  eye."     S. 

'^  The  hrixe — i.  e.  the  fly  that  stings  cattle.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Poetaster,  A.  3.  S.  t : 

<'  This  brize  hath  prick'd  my  patience." 

TV  New  Inm,  A.  5,  S.  3 : 

Sheeleenien 


It 


Runs  like  a  heefer,  bitten  with  the  brize, 
About  the  court  crying  on  Fly,  and  cursing." 

See  also  Mr.  Steeveas's  Note  on  Troibu  and  Cressida,  A.  1.  S.  3.  and  to  ila^oay  and  Cleopaira,  A.  3.  S.  8* 
'7  Adunani — i.  e.  the  magnet      S.  P. 
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Vit.  Car.  To  do  what,  sir? 

Cam.  To  lie  with  yoa  to-night.  Your  silk- 
worm useth  to  fast  every  third  day,  and  the 
next  following  spiiis  the  better.  To-morrow  at 
nifht  I  am  for  you. 

yit.  Cor,  YuuMl  spin  a  fair  thread,  trust  to't. 

Flam,  But  do  you  hear,  I  shrill  have  you  steal 
to  her  chamber  about  midnight 

Cam,  Do  you  think  so  ?  why  look  yon,  bro- 
ther, because  yuu  shall  not  thiuk  I'll  gull  you, 
take  the  key,  lock  me  into  the  chamber^  and  SHy 
you  shall  be  sure  of  me. 

Flam,  III  troth  I  will;  I'll  be  your  jailor  once: 
But  have  you  neVr  a  false  door  ? 

Cam,  A  pox  on't,  as  I  am  a  Christiao;  tell 
me  to-morrow  how  scurvily  she  takes  my  un- 
lund  parting. 

Flam.  I  will. 

Cam.   Didst  thou  not  make  the  jest  of  the 
silk-worm  ? 
Good-night,  in  fiiith  I  will  use  this  trick  often. 

FUtm.  Do,  do,  do.  [Exit  Camillo. 

So,  DOW  you. are  safe.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  '^thou  in- 
tanglest  thyself  in  thine  own  work  like  a  silk* 
wonn. 

Enter  Brachiamo. 

Come,  sister,  darkness  hides  your  blush.  Wo- 
men are  like  curst  dogs ;  civility  keeps  them  tied 
all  day-time,  but  tliey  are  let  loose  at  midnieht, 
then  they  do  most  good^  or  most  mischief.  My 
lord,  my  lord. 

Zanche  brings  out  a  carpet^  spreads  it,  and  lays 
on  it  two  fair  cushions. 

Brack,  Give  credit :  I  could  wish  time  would 
stand  still. 
And  never  end  this  interview,  this  hour;. 
But  all  delight  doth  itself  soon'st  devour. 

Enter  Corkelia  listening. 

Let  me  into  your  bosom,  happy  lady, 
iJ'oor  out,  instead  of  eloquence,  my  vows. 
Loose  me  not,  madam,  for  if  you  forego  me, 
I  am  lost  eternally. 

Vit,  Cor,  Sir,  in  the  way  of  pity, 
I  wish  you  heart-whole. 

Brach.  You  are  a  sweet  physician. 

Vit.  Cor,  Sure»  sir,  a  loathed  cruelty  in  ladies 
Is  as  to  doctors  many  funerals : 
It  takes  away  their  credit. 

Brach.  Excellent  creature ! 
We  call  the  cruel,  fair ;  what  name  for  yon 
That  are  so  merciful  f 

Zan,  See  now  they  close. 

Flam.  Most  happy  union. 


Cor.  My  fears  are  fall'n  upon  me:  oh  my 
heart ! 
My  son  the  pander !  now  I  find  our  house 
Sinking  to  ruin.    Earthquakes  leave  behind, 
Where  they  have  tyrannized,  iron,  lead,  or  stone; 
But  woe  to  ruin,  violent  lost  leaves  none. 
Brack.  That  value  is  this  jewel  ? 
Vit,  Cor,  Tis  the  ornament  of  a  weak  fbr^ 

tune. 
Brach.  In  sooth  I'll  have  it;  nay,  I  will  but 
change 
Myjewel  for  your  jewel. 

Flam.  Excellent; 
His  jewel  for  her  jewel:  well  put  in,  duke. 
Brack.  Nay,  let  me  see  you  wear  it. 
Vit.  Cor.  Here,  sir. 
Brack.  Nay,  lower,  yon  shall  wear  myjewel 

lower. 
Flam.  That's  better,  she  must  wear  his  jewel 

lower. 
Vit.  Cor,  Tp  pass  a^ay  the  time,  I'U  tell  your 

frace 
had  last  night 

Brach,  Most  wishedly. 

Vit,  Cor,  A  foolish  idle  dream : 
Meihought  I  walk'd  about  the  mid  of  night 
Into  a  cburct>>yard,  where  a  goodly  yew-tree 
Spread  her  large  root  in  ground :  under  that  yew. 
As  I  sate  sadly  leaning  on  a  grave, 
Checquer*d  with  cross  sticks,  there  came  steat 

ing  in 
Your  dutchess  and  my  husband ;  one  of  them 
A  pick-ax  bore,  th*  other  a  rusty  spade. 
And  in  rough  terms  they  'gan  to  challenge  me 
About  thb  yew. 
•  Brack.  That  tree  ? 

Vit.  Cor,  This  harmless  yew; 
They  Cold  me  my  intent  was  to  root  up 
That  well-grown  yew,  and  plant  i*the  stead  of  it 
A  withered  black-thorn ;  and  for  that  they  vow'd 
To  bury  me  alive :  my  husband  straight 
With  pick-ax  'ean  to  dig,  and  your  fell  dutchess 
With  shovel,  like  a  fury,  voided  out 
The  earth,  aud  scatterd  bones :  lord,  how  me- 

thougbt 
I  trembled  I  and  yet  for  all  this  terror 
I  could  not  pray.  *  . 

Flam.  No ;  the  devil  was  in  your  dream. 

Vit..  Cor.  When  to  my  rescue  there  arose, 
methought, 
A  whirlwind,  which  let  fall  a  massy  arm 
From  that  strong  plant ; 

And  both  were  struck  dead  by  that  sacred  yew. 
In  that  base  shallow  grave  that  was  their  due. 

Flam.  Excellent  devil ! 
She  hath  taught  him  in  a  dream 
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Th9u  inttmglest  thfselfim  tkme  mm  work  like  m  silk-w^nm.'^TbnB  Pope : 

^  The  stlk-worm  thus  spins  fine  bis  little  stare. 
And  labours  till  he  clouds  hunself  ail  o'er,"     tL 
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To  make  away  his  dutchess  and  her  husband. 

JBracA.    Sweetly  shall  I  inteq)ret  this  your 
dream. 
Toa  are  iodg'd  within  his  arms  who  shall  pro- 
tect yoQ 
From  all  the  fevers  of  a  jealous  husband; 
From  the  poor  envy  of  our  flegmatick  dutchess. 
m  seat  you  above  law,  and  above  scandal ; 
Give  to  your  thoughts  the  invention  of  delight. 
And  the  fruition ;  nor  shall  government 
Divide  me  firom  you  longer,  than  a  care 
To  keep  you  great :  you  sliall  to  me  at  once, 
Be  dukedom,  health,  wife,  children,  fHends,  and 
all. 

Cor,  Woe  to  light  hearts,  they  still  fore-run 
our  fall.     [Cornelia  comet  forwards. 

Flam,  Wliat  fury  rab*d  thee  up  ?  away,  away. 

[Exit  2anche. 

Cor,   What  makes  vou  here,  my  lord,  this 
dead  of  night  r 
Never  dropt  mildew  on  a  flower  here  till  now* 

FUim,  I  pray,  will  you  go  to  bed  then. 
Lest  yoa  be  blasted  ? 

Cor,  O  that  this  fair  garden 
Had  all  with  poison'd  herbs  of  Thessaly 
/  c  first  been  planted ;  made  a  nursery 
For  witcb-craft,  rather  than  a  burial-ploC 
•For  both  your  honours. 

Vit,  Cor,  Dearest  mother,  hear  me. 

Cor,  O,  thou  dost  make  my  brow  bend  to  the 
earth, 
Sooner  than  nature.    See  the  curse  of  children ! 
In  life  they  keep  us  frequently  in  tears ; 
And  in  the  cold  grave  leave  us  in  pale  fears. 

Brack,  Come,  come,  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Vil,  Cor,  Dear,  my  lord. 

Cor,  Where  is  thy  dutchess  now,  adult'rous 
duke? 
Thou  little  drearo*st  this  night  she  is  come  to 
Rome* 

Flam,  How !  come  to  Rome  ? 

Vii.  Cor,  The  dutchess. 

Brack,  She  had  been  better 

Cor,  The  lives  of  princes  sliould  like  dials 
move. 
Whose  reiKolar  example  is  so  strong, 
Tbey  make  the  times  by  them  go  right,  or  wrong* 

Flam,  So,  have  you  done  ? 

Cor,  Unfortunate  CamiUo ! 

VU,  Cor,  I  do  protest,  if  any  chaste  denial. 
If  any  thing  but  blood  could  have  allay'd 
His  long  suit  to  me — 

Cor,  I  will  join  with  thee. 
To  the  most  woeful  end  ere  mother  kneelM : 
If  thou  dishonour  thus  thy  husband's  bed. 
Be  thy  life  short  as  are  tfaie  funeral  tears 
Iq  Kr<Nit  men's— 

orack,  Fy,  fy,  the  woman's  mad. 

Cor,  Be  thy  act  Judas  like,  betray  in  kissing. 
Mt/st  thou  lie  envy'd  during  his  short  breath. 
And  pitr'd  like  a  wretch  afUr  his  death. 

VU,  Cor.  O  me  accure'd !     [Exit  Vit.  Cob. 

FUm,  Are  you  oat  of  your  wits,  my  lord  f 

VOJU   III. 


I'll  fetch  her  back  again. 
Brack.  No,  1*11  to  bed. 
Send  doctor  Julio  to  me  presently. 
Uncharitable  woman  !  thy  rash  tongue 
Hath  rais'd  a  fearful  and  prodigious  stoitn; 
Be  thoo  the  cause  of  all  ensuing  harm. 

[Exit  Bracbiano. 
Flam,  Now,  you  that  stand  so  much  upon 
Your  honour ! 
Is  this  a  fitting  time  o'night,  think  yon. 
To  send  a  duke  home  without  e*er  a  man  ? 
I  would  fain  know  where  lies  the  mass  of  wealth 
Which  you  have  hoarded  for  my  maintenance, 
That  I  may  bear  my  beard  out  of  the  level 
Of  my  lord's  stirrup. 

OuTi  What !  because  we  are  poor. 
Shall  we  be  vicious? 

Flam,  Pray,  what  means  have  yon 
To  keep  me  from  the  gallies,  or  the  gallows? 
My  father  prov'd  himself  a  gentleman. 
Sold  all  his  land,  and,  like  a  fortunate  fellow, 
Died  ere  the  money  was  spenL    You  brought 

me  up 
At  Padua,  I  confess,  where  I  protest, 
For  want  of  means  (the  university  judge  roe) 
I  have  been  fain  to  heel  my  tutor's  stockings 
At  least  seven  years;  conspiring  with  a  beard 
Made  me  a  graduate ;  then  to  this  duke's  service* 
I  visited  the  court,  whence  I  retum'd 
More  courteous,  more  leacherons  by  far. 
But  not  a  suit  the  richer.    And  shall  I, 
Having  a  path  so  open,  and  so  free 
To  my  preferment,  still  retain  your  milk 
In  my  pale  forehead  ?  no,  this  (ttce  of  mine 
I'll  arm  and  fortify  with  lusty  wine, 
'Gainst  shame  and  blushins. 
Cor.  O  that  I  ne'er  had  borne  thee ! 
Flam,  So  would  I. 
I  would  the  common*8t  courtezan  in  Rome 
Had  been  my  mother,  rather  than  thyself. 
Nature  is  very  pitiful  to  whores, 
To  give  them  but  few  children,  yet  those  chil- 
dren 
Plurality  of  fathers;  tbey  are  sure 
They  smdl  not  want.    Uo,  go, 
Complain  unto  my  great  lord  cardinal ; 
It  may  be  he  will  justify  the  act. 
Lycurgus  wonder*d  much,  men  would  provide 
Good  stallions  for  their  mares,  and  yet  would 

suffer 
Their  fair  wives  to  be  barren. 

Cor,  Misery  of  miseries !    [Exit  Cornelia. 
Flam,  The  dutchess  comes  to  court !  I  like 
not  that. 
We  are  engae'd  to  mischief,  and  must  on, 
As  rivers  to  find  out  the  ocean 
Flow    with    crook   bendings   beneath    forced 

banks; 
Or  as  we  see,  to  aspire  some  mountain's  top^ 
The  way  ascends  not  straight,  but  imiutes 
The  subtile  foldings  of  a  winter  snake ; 
So  who  knows  poucy  and  her  true  aspect, 
Shall  find  her  ways  winding  and  indirect.  [Exit. 
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ACT  II. 


Enter  Francisco  de  Medicis,  CardinalMoS' 
xrcELSO,  Marcello,  Isabella,  young  Gio- 
vanni, toith  Utile  Jaques  the  Moor, 

T,  de  Med,  Have  you  not  seen  your  husband 
since  you  arrived  ? 

Isa,  Not  yet,  sir. 

F,  de  Med,  Surely  he  is  wonderful  kind ; 
If  I  had  such  a  dove-house  as  Camillo's, 
I  would  set  fire  ou't,  were*t  but  to  destroy 
The  pole-cats  that  haunt  to   it. — My    sweet 
cousin ! 

Gio.  Lord  uncle,    you  did    promise    me    a 
horse, 
And  armour.  i 

"F.  de  Med.  That  I  did,  my  pretty  cousin. 
Marcello,  see  it  fitted. 

Mar,  My  lord,  the  duke  is  here. 

JP,  de  Med,  Sister,  away ;  you  must  not  yet 
be  seen. 

Ita,  I  do  beseech  vou, 
Entreat  him  mildly,  let  not  your  rough  tongue 
Set  us  at  louder  variance ;  all  my  wrongs 
Are  freely  pardon'd ;  and  I  do  not  doubt. 
As  men,  to  try  the  *'  precious  unicorn*s  horn. 
Make  of  the  powder  a  preservative  circle. 
And  in  it  put  a  spider;  so  these  arms 
Shall  charm  his  poison,  force  it  to  obeying, 
And  keep  him  chaste  from  an  infected  straying. 

JP.  de  Med,  I  wish  they  may.    Be  gone. 

[Exeunt  Isabella  and  Giovanni,  &c. 

Enter  Brachiano  and  Flamineo. 

^Void  the  chamber : 

You  are  welcome,  will  you  sit?    I  pray,  my 
lord, 


Be  you  mv  onitor,  my  heart's  too  full, 
ril  second  you  anon. 

Mon,  Ere  I  begin. 
Let  me  entreat  your  grace  forego  all  passion, 
Which  may  be  raised  by  my  free  discourse. 

Brack,  As  silent  as  i'th*  church;  you  may 
proceed. 

Mon,  It  is  a  wonder  to  your  noble  friends, 
That  you  having  as  'twere  enter'd  the  world 
With  a  free  scepter  in  your  able  hand, 
And  have  to  the  use  of  nature  well  applied 
High  gifls  of  learning,  should  in  your  prime  age 
Neglect  your  awful  throne,  for  the  soft  down 
Of  an  insatiate  bed.     Oh,  my  lord. 
The  drunkard  after  all  his  lavish  cups 
Is  dry,  and  then  is  sober :  so  at  lenpth, 
^°  When  you  awake  from  this  lascivious  dream. 
Repentance  then  will  follow,  like  the  sting 
Plac'd    in    the  adder's  tail.      Wretched    are 

princes 
When  fortune  blasteth  but  a  petty  flower 
Of  their  unwieldy  crowns ;  or  ravisheth 
But  one  pearl  from  their  scepters :  but  alas ! 
When  they  thro'  wilful  shipwreck  lose  good 

fame. 
All  princely  titles  perish  with  their  name. 

Brack.  You  have  said,  ray  lord. 

A/on.  Enough  to  give  you  taste 
How  far  I  am  from  natt*ring  your  greatness. 

Brack.  Now  you  that  are  his  second,  what 
say  you  ? 
Do  not  like  young  hawks  fetch  a  course  about, 
Your  game  flies  fair,  and  for  you. 

F,  de  Med,  Do  not  fear  it : 
1*11  answer  you  in  your  own  hawking  phrase. 
Some  eagles  that  should  gaze  upon  the  sun 


'9  PrecUma  unieem^i  kom, — **  The  antients  held  the  Unicom*$  horn  to  be  a  counter  poison  ;  and 
that  the  animal  used  to  dip  it  in  the  water,  to  purihr  and  sweeten  it  ere  it  would  drink  :  it  is  added, 
that  for  the  same  reason  other  beasts  wait  to  see  it  arink  before  them. — ^Thence,  as  also  from  the  ra- 
rity  of  the  thing,  people  have  taken  occasion  to  attritrnte  divers  medicinal  virtues  thereto. 

**  But  Amb.  Pare  has  proved  it  a  mere  piece  of  charletanery,  and  all  the  virtues  attributed  to  it  to 
be  false :  and  yet  the  price  it  has  bore  is  almost  incredible.  Andrea  Racci,  a  physician  of  Florence, 
afllrms  the  pound  of  16  ounces  to  have  been  sold  in  the  Apothecaries  shops  for  1536  crowns,  when 
the  same  weight  of  gold  was  only  wortii  one  hundred  forty-eight  crowns.'*  Chambers's  Dictionary. 
See  also  Sir  Thomas  Brown's  Vutgor  Errors,  B.  3.  C.  «3. 


oo 


fVhen  y&u  awake  from  this  la»civum$  dreamy 
Repentance  then  wiU  follow,  like  the  sting 
Placed  in  the  adder's  taU, — So  Thomson  says : 

"  Even  present,  in  the  very  lap  of  love 
Inglorious  laid :  while  musick  flows  around. 
Perfumes,  and  oils,  and  wine ;  and  wanton  hoon ; 
Amid  the  roses  fierce  repentance  rears 
Her  snaky  crest :  a  quick  returning  pang 
Shoots  thro'  the  conscious  heart ;  wnere  honoor  still. 
And  great  desien,  against  th'  oppressive  load 
Ofluxoryi  by  fits,  impatient  heave. i^prtf^,  1.99!?. 
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Seldom  soar  liighy  but  take  their  lustful  ease ; 
Since  they  from  dunghill  birds  their  prey  can 

seize. 
Yoo  know  Vittoria  ? 
Brack.  Yes. 

F.  de  Med,  You  shift  your  shirt  there, 
When  vou  return  from  tennis  ? 
Brack.  Happily. 

F,  de  Med,  Her  husband  is  the  lord  of  a  poor 
fortune, 
Yet  she  wears  cloth  of  tissue. 

Brack,  What  of  this? 
Will  you  urge  that,  mv  good  lord  cardinal, 
As  part  of  her  confession  at  next  shrift, 
And  know  from  whence  it  sails  ? 
F.  de  Med.  She  is  your  strumpet. 
Brack,  Uncivil  sir,   there's  hemlock  in   thy 
breath, 
And  blackest  slander.      Were  she  whore  of 

mine, 
All  thy  loud  cannons,  and  thy  *"  borrowed  Swit- 

zers. 
Thy  gallies,  nor  thy  sworn  confederates, 
Durst  not  supplant  her. 

F.  de  Med,  Let*s  not  talk  on  thunder. 
Thou  hast  a  wife,  our  sister ;  would  I  had  given 
Both  her  white  hands  to  death,  bound  and  lock'd 

fast 
In  her  last  winding  sheet,  when  I  gave  thee 
But  one. 
Brack,  Thou  hadst  given  a  soul  to  God  then. 
F.de  Med.  True; 
Thy  ebostly  father,  with  all  his  absolution, 
SbaUne'er  do  so  by  thee. 
Brack,  Spit  thy  poison. 
F.  de  Med,  I  sliall  not  need,  lust  carries  her 
sharp  whip 
At  her  own  girdle ;  look  to*t,  for  our  anger 
Is  making  thunder-bohs. 

Brack,  Thunder  !  i'faith. 
They  are  but  crackers. 
F,  de  Med,  We'll  end  it  with  the  cannon. 
Brack,  Tbou'lt  get  nought  by  it,  but  iron  in 
thy  wounds, 
And  gunpowder  in  thy  nostrils. 

F.  de  Med,  Better  that. 
Than  change  perfumes  for  plaisters. 

hrack.  Pity  on  thee, 
Twere  good  you'd  shew  your  slaves,  or  men 

condemn*d. 
Your  new-plow'd  forehead-defiance.     1*11  meet 

thee, 
Even  in  a  thicket  of  thy  ablest  men. 
Mon,  My  lord,  you  shall  not  word  it  any 
farther 
^ithoQt  a  milder  limit. 
F.  de  Med.  WilUngly. 


Brack,  Have  you  proclaim^  a  triumph,  that 
you  bait 
A  lion  thus  ? 

Alon.  My  lord ! 

Brack.  I'm  tame,  Vm  tame,  sir. 

Flam,  We  send  unto  the  duke  for  conference 
'Bout  levies  'gainst  the  pirates  ;  my  lord  duke 
Is  not  at  home  :  we  come  ourself  in  persoii ; 
Still  my  lord  duke  is  busied.     But  we  fear 
When  Tyber  to  each  prouling  passenger 
Discovers  flocks  of  wild  ducks ;  then,  my  lord, 
'Bout  moulting  time  I  mean,  we  shall  be  certain 
To  find  you  sure  enough,  and  speak  with  you. 

L^rack,  Ha! 

Flam,  A  meer  tale  of  a  tub,  my  words  are 
idle; 
But  to  express  the  sonnet  by  natural  reason, 
When  stags  grow  melancholy,  you'll  fiud  the 
season. 

Enter  Giovanni. 

Mon,  No  more,    my  lord  ;    here  comes  a 
champion 
Shall  end  the  difference  between  you  both ; 
Your  son,  prince  Giovanni.     See,  my  lords. 
What  hopes  you  store  in  him ;  this  is  a  casket 
For  both  your  crowns,  and  should  be  held  like 

dear. 
Now  is  he  apt  for  knowledge ;  therefore  know 
It  is  a  more  direct  and  even  way. 
To  train  to  virtue  those  of  princely  blood, 
By  examples  than  by  precepts:  if  by  examples, 
Whom  should  he  rather  strive  to  imitate 
Than  his  own  father?  be  his  pattern  then, 
Leave  him  a  stock  of  virtue  that  may  last. 
Should  fortune  rend  his  sails,  and  split  his  mast. 

Brack.  Your  hand,  boy,  growing  to  a  soldier  ? 

Gio.  Give  me  a  pike. 

F.  de  Med.  What,  practising  your  pike  so 
young,  fair  cuz  ? 

Gio,  Suppose  me  one  of  Homer's  frogs,  my 
lord. 
Tossing  my  bull-rush  thus.    Pray,  sir,  tell  me, 
Might  not  a  child  of  good  discretion 
Be  leader  to  an  army  ? 

F.  de  Med,  Yes,  cousin,  a  young  prince 
Of  good  discretion  might. 

Gio,  Say  you  so  ? 
Indeed  I  have  heard,  'tis  fit  a  general 
Should  not  endanger  his  own  person  oft. 
So  that  he  makes  a  noise  when  he's  on  horse- 
back 
Like  a  Dantzick  drummer,  O,  'tis  excellent ! 
He  need  not  fight;  methinks  his  horse  as  well 
Might  lead  an  army  for  him.     If  1  live, 
1*11  charge  the  French  foe  in  the  very  front 
Of  all  my  troops,  the  foremost  man. 


J  Borrmifd  Switters. — Switzen,  in  our  antient  plays,  are  generally  spoken  of  as  the  |g;nards  particu- 

inces.    See  Tke  Nwle  Oentleman]  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  3. 


wly  belonging  to  the  persons  of  princes 
3. 1.  and  Hamlet,  A.  4.  S.  5. 
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F.  de  Med.  What !  What ! 

Gio.  And  will  not  bid  my  soldiere  up  and 
follow. 
But  bid  them  follow  me. 

Brack,  **  Forward  lap-wing  ! 
He  flies  with  the  shell  on's  head. 

F,  de  Med,  Pretty  cousin  ! 

Gio,  The  first  year,  uncle,  that  I  go  to  war. 
All  prisoners  that  I  take  I  will  set  free. 
Without  tlieir  ransom. 

F,  de  Med,  Ha  1  without  their  ransom  ! 
How  then  will  you  reward  yonr  soldiers, 
That  took  those  prisoners  lor  you  f 

Gio,  Thus,  my  lord  ; 
1*11  marry  them  to  all  the  wealthy  widows 
That  fall  that  year. 

F,  de  Med.  Why  then,  the  next  year  following, 
You*ll  have  no  men  to  go  with  you  to  war. 

Gio,  Why  then  1*11  press  the  women  to  the 
war. 
And  then  the  men  will  follow. 

Mon,  Witty  prince ! 

F,  de  Med.  See,  a  good  habit  makes  a  child 
a  man. 
Whereas  a  bad  one  make  a  man  a  beast. 
Come,  you  and  I  are  firiends. 

Brack,  Most  wishedly ; 
Like  bones  which,  broke  in  sunder,  and  well  set. 
Knit  the  more  strongly. 

F,  de  Med,  Call  Camillo  hither  t 
You  have  receiv'd  tlie  rumour,  how  count  Lodo- 

wick 
Is  tumM  a  pirate. 

Brack,  Yes. 

F.  de  Med,  We  are  now  preparing 
Some  ships  to  fetch  him  in.      Behold    your 

dutchcss. 
We  now  will  leave  you,  and  expect  from  you 
Nothing  but  kind  intreaty. 

[Exeunt  Fran.  Mon.  Giov; 

Enter  Isabella. 

Brack,  You  have  chnrm*d  me. 
You  are  in  health,  we  see. 

ha.  And  above  health, 
To  see  my  lord  well. 

Brack,  So,  I  wonder  much 
What  amorous  whirlwind  hurried  you  to  Rome  ? 

ha.  Devotion,  my  lord. 

Brack,  Devotion  ! 
Is  vour  soul  charg'd  with  any  grievous  sin  ? 

iia,  Tis  burthen^  with  too  many;  and  I 
think 


Tlie  ofl'ner  that  we  cast  oar  reckonings  up. 
Our  sleeps  will  be  the  sounder. 
Brack,  Take  your  chamber. 
Isa,  Nay,  my  dear  lord,  I  will  not  have  you 
angry ; 
Doth  not  my  absence  from  you,  now  two  months, 
Merit  one  kiss  ? 

Brack,  I  do  not  use  to  kiss : 
If  that  will  dispossess  your  jealousy, 
I'll  swear  it  to  you. 

Isa,  O  my  lov'd  lord, 
I  do  not  come  to  chide :  my  jealousy  ! 
I  am  to  learn  what  that  Italian  means. 
You  are  as  welcome  to  these  longing  arms, 
As  I  to  vou  a  virgiu. 

Brack.  O  your  breath ! 
Out  upon  sweet-meats  and  continued  physick. 
The  plague  is  in  them. 

ha.  You  have  oft,  for  these  two  lips. 
Neglected  cassia,  or  the  natural  sweets 
Of  tlie  sprtng*violet :   they  are  not  yet  much 

wither*d. 
My  lord,  I  should  be  merry :  these  yo  ir  frowns 
Shew  in  a  helmet  lovely ;  but  on  me. 
In  such  a  peaceful  interview,  methinks 
They  are  too  roughly  knit. 
Brack,  O  dissemblance ! 
Do  yon  bandy  factions  *gainst  me  ?  have  you  learnt 
The  trick  of  impudent  baseness  to  complain 
Unto  your  kindred  f 

ha.  Never,  my  dear  lord. 
Brack,  Must  I  be  hunted  out  ?  or  was't  your 
trick 
To  meet  some  amorous  gallant  here  in  Rome, 
That  must  supply  our  discontinuance  ? 

J$a,  I  pray,  sir,  burst  my  heart;  and  in  my 
death 
Turn  to  your  antient  pity,  tho*  not  love. 

Brack,  Because  your  brother  is  the  corpulent 
duke. 
That  is,  the  great  dukex  'sdeath,  I  shall  not 

shortly 
Racket  away  Ave  hundred  crowns  at  tennis. 
But  it  shall  rest  upon  record  !  I  scorn  him 
Like  a  ^^  shavM  rolack ;  all  his  reverend  wit 
Des  in  liis  wardrobe :  he*s  a  discreet  fellow. 
When  he's  made  up  in  his  robes  of  state. 
Your  brother,   the   great  duke,  because  h'as 

gallies. 
And  now  and  then  ransacks  a  Turkish  fly-boat, 
(Now  all  the  hellish  furies  rack  his  soul) 

I  First  made  this  match ;  accursed  be  the  priest 
That  sang  the  wedding-mass,  and  even  my  issue  i 


**  Fttrwardlap-wnig! 

HeftieB  with  ike  aheU  mfs  head.-^So  Horatio  says  in  Hwmkt,  A.  5.  8.  2.  **  This  lap-wmg  runs 
away  with  the  shell  on  his  head."    See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  thereon. 

^1  Shax^d  Polack — i.  e.  Polander.  See  the  Notes  of  Mr  Pope,  Dr  Johnson,  and  Mr  Steevens,  on 
Hamlet^  A.  1.  S.  1.  In  Moryson's  Itinerary,  1617,  p.  3,  p.  170,  it  is  said,  **  Tlie  Polonians  dutte  all 
their  heads  close,  excepting  the  haire  of  the  forehead,  which  tiicy  nourish  very  long,  and  cast  backe 
to  the  hinder  part  of  the  head.* 
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Jm.  O,  too  too  far  you  have  curst. 
Brack.  Your  hand  I'll  kiss ; 
This  is  the  laust  ceremony  of  my  love. 
Hencetbnh  Y\\  never  lie  with  thee :  by  this. 
This  wedding-ring,  I'll  ne'er  more  lie  with  thee. 
And  this  divorce  sh  lU  be  as  truly  kept. 
As  it'  the  judge  had  doomM  it.     Fare  you  well ; 
Our  sleepb  are  sever'd. 

ha.  Forbid  it  the  sweet  union 
or  all  chiogs  blessed !  why,  the  saints  in  heaven 
Will  knit  Uieir  brows  at  that. 

Brack,  Let  not  thy  love 
Make  thee  aa  unbtrliever;  this  my  vow 
Shall  ueVer,  on  my  soul,  be  satisfied 
Witii  uiy  repentance  :  let  thy  brother  rage 
Beyond  a  horrid  tempest,  or  sea-fight, 
My  vow  is  tix*d. 

I$a,  O  my  winding-sheet ! 
Now  shall  I  need  thee  shortly.    Dear,  my  lord. 
Let  me  bear  once  more,  what  I  would  not  bear. 
Never? 

Brack.  Never. 

Isa.  O  my  unkind  lord !  may  your  sins  find 
As  I  upon  a  woful  widowM  bed  [mercy, 

Shall  pray  for  you,  if  not  to  turn  your  eyes 
Upon  your  wretched  wife  and  hopefiil  son. 
Yet  that  in  time  you'll  fix  them  upon  heaven. 
Brack.  No  more;  go,  go,  complain  to  the 

great  duke. 
Xm.  No,  my  dear  lord,  you  shall  have  present 
witness 
How  ril  work  peace  between  you.    I  will  make 
Mvself  the  author  of  your  cursed  vow, 
I  nave  some  cause  to  do  it,  you  have  none ; 
Conceal  it,  I  beseech  you,  lor  tbe  weal 
Of  both  your  dukedoms,  that  vou  wrousht  the 
Of  such  a  separation :  let  the  mult         {means 
Remain  with  my  supposed  jealousy, 
And  think  with  what  a  piteous  and  rent  heart 
I  shall  perform  this  sad  ensuing  part. 

Enter  FaAVcisco  db    Medicis,    Flamineo, 
MovTiCELSO,  Marcello,  Cam illo. 

Brack,  Well,  take  your  course.    My  honour- 
able brother ! 

F,  de  Med.  Sister !  this  is  not  well,  my  lord. 
Why,  sister ! 
She  merits  not  this  welcome. 

Brack.  Welcome,  say  ? 
She  hath  ipven  me  a  sharp  welcome. 

¥.  de  Med,  Are  you  foolish  ? 
Come,  dry  your  tears :  is  tliis  a  modish  course, 
To  better  what  is  naught,  to  rail  and  weep  ? 
Gr«w  to  a  reconcilement,  or,  by  heaven, 
ru  ne'er  more  deal  between  you. 

ha.  Sir,  you  shaU  not; 
No,  tho'  Vittoria,  upon  that  condition. 
Would  become  honest. 


"F.  de  Med.  Was  your  husband  loud 
Since  we  departed  ? 

Ita.  By  my  life,  sir,  no ;    . 
I  sw^ar  by  that  I  do  not  care  to  lose. 
Are  ail  these  ruins  of  my  former  beau^ 
Laid  out  for  a  whore's  triumph? 

F.  de  Med.  Do  you  hear  r 
Look  upon  other  women,  with  what  patience 
They  suffer  these  slight  wrongs,  and  with  what 

justice 
They  study  to  requite  them  :  take  that  course. 

Iw.  O  that  I  were  a  man  !  that  I  had  power 
To  execute  my  apprehended  wishes, 
I  would  whip  some  with  scorpions. 

F.  de  Med.  What,  tum'd  fury  ? 

Im,  To  dig  the  strumpet's  eyes  out ;  let  her  lie 
Some  twenty  months  a  dyiuKf  to  cut  off 
Her  nose  and  lips,  pull  out  ner  rotten  teeth. 
Preserve  her  flesii  like  mummy,  for  trophies 
Of  my  just  anger!  Hell  to  my  a£Biction 
Is  mere  snow-water.    By  your  favoiur,  sir; 
Brother,  draw  near,  and  my  lord  cardinal: 
Sir,  let  me  borrow  of  you  but  one  kiss ;  ^ 
Henceforth  I'll  never  ue  with  you,  by  this, 
This  wedding-ring. 

F.  de  Med.  How,  ne'er  more  lie  with  him  } 

ha.  And  this  divorce  shall  be  as  truly  kepC 
As  if  in  thronged  court  a  thousand  ears 
Had  heard  it,  and  a  thousand  lawyers'  hands 
Seal*d  to  the  separation. 

Brack.  Ne'er  lie  with  me  ? 

Im.  Let  not  my  former  dotage 
Make  thee  an  unbeliever ;  this  my  voir 
Shall  never  on  my  soul  be  satisfied. 
With  my  repentance ;  manei  alta  menttrepmium. 

F.  de  Med.  Now,  by  my  birth,  you  are  a 
And  jealous  woman.  [foolish,  mad. 

Brack.  You  see  'tis  not  my  seekins. 

F.  de  Med,  Was  this  your  circle  of  pure  imi* 
corn's  horn, 
You  said  sliould  charm  your  lord !  now  borat 

upon  thee, 
Forjealousy  deserves  them :  keep  your  tow. 
And  take  your  chamber. 

Isa.  No,  sir,  I'll  presently  to  Padua; 
I  will  not  stay  a  mmute. 

Mon,  O  good  madam  !— 

Brack,  Twere  best  to  let  her  have  her  ho* 


mour; 


Some  half  day's  journey  will  bring  down  her 
And  then  she'll  turn  in  post.  [stomach, 

F.  de  Med.  To  see  her  come 
To  my  lord  cardinal  for  a  dispensation 
Of  her  rash  vow,  will  beget  excellent  laughter. 
lia.  Unkindness,  do  thy  office;  poor  heart, 
break: 
^  Those  are  the  killing  griefs,  which  dare  not 

speak.  [£4ri^« 


^  Time  are  the  IdUhiggrirfe,  wkick  dart  woi  ipeak.—So^  in  Maebeihy  A.  4.  S.  3 : 

'<  Give  sorrow  words :  the  grief  that  does  not  speak. 
Whispers  the  o'er-firanght  hwt,  and  bids  it  break." 
C«r«  kvet  UpuuUwr,  ingeiUei  itvpeni,      S. 
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Enter  Camillo. 

Mat\  Camillo's  come,  my  lord. 

JP.  de  Med,  Where's  the  commission  ? 

Mar.  Tis  here. 

F.  de  Med,  Give  me  the  signet. 

Fiam,  My  lord,  do  you  mark  their  whisper- 
ing ?  I  will  compound  a  medicine,  out  of  their 
two  heads,  stronger  than  garlick,  deadlier  than 
^^  stibium :  the  cantharides,  which  are  scarce 
seen  to  stick  upon  the  flesh,  when  they  work  to 
the  heart,  shall  not  do  it  with  more  silence  or 
invisible  cunning. 

Enter  Doctor. 

Brack,  About  the  murder? 

Flam,  They  are  sending  him  to  Naples,  but 
I'll  send  him  to  Candy.  Here's  another  pro- 
perty too. 

Brack.  O,  the  doctor  ! 

Flam,  A  poor  quack-salving  knave,  my  lord  ; 
one  that  should  have  been  lash'd  for's  leachery, 
but  that  he  confest  a  judgment,  had  an  execu- 
tion laid  upon  him,  and  so  put  the  whip  to  a 
non  plu$. 

Doc.  And  was  cozen'd,  my  lord,  by  an  amm- 
ter  knave  than  myself,  and  made  pay  all  tlie 
colourable  execution. 

Flam,  He  will  shoot  pills  into  a  man's  guts 
shall  make  them  have  more  ventages  than  a  cor- 
net or  a  lamprey :  he  will  poison  in  a  kiss ;  and 
was  once  minded  for  his  master-piece,  ^^  because 
Ireland  breeds  no  poison,  to  have  prepared  a 
deadly  vapour  in  a  Spaniard's  fart,  that  should 
have  poisoned  all  Dublin. 

Brack.  O,  saint  Anthony's  fire ! 

Doc,  Your  secretary  is  merry,  my  lord. 

Flam.  O  thou  curs'd  antipathy  to  nature ! 
look,  his  eye's  bloodshed,  like  a  needle  a  chi- 
rurgeon  stitcheth  a  wound  with :  let  me  embrace 
thee,  toad,  and  love  thee :  O  thou  abominable 
loathsome  gargarism,  that  will  fetch  up  lungs, 
lights,  heart,  and  liver,  by  scruples. 

Brack.  No  more:  I  must  employ  thee,  honest 
doctor. 
Yon  must  to  Padoa,  and,  by  the  way, 
Use  some  of  your  skill  for  us. 

Doc,  Sir,  I  shall. 

Brack.  But  for  Camillo  ? 

Flam.  He  dies  this  night,  by  such  a  politick 
strain. 
Men  shall  suppose  him  by's  own  engine  slain. 
But  for  your  dutchess'  death. 

Doc,  I'll  make  her  sure. 

Brack.  Small  mischiefs  are  by  greater  made 
secure. 

Flam,  Remember  this,  you  slave;  when 
knaves  come  to  preferment,  they  rise  as  gallowses  I 


are  rais'd  in  the  Low  Countries,  one  upon  an* 
other's  shoulders.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Monticelso,  Camillo,  and  Francisco 

DE  Medicis. 

Mon.  Here  is  an  emblem,  nephew,  pray  per* 
use  it; 
Twas  thrown  in  at  your  window. 

Cam.  At  my  window  f 
Here  is  a  stag,  my  lord,  hath  shed  his  horns. 
And,  for  the  loss  of  them,  the  poor  beast  weeps : 
The  word,  Inopem  me  copia  fecit, 

Mon,  That  is, 
Plenty  of  horns  hath  made  him  poor  of  horns. 

Cam,  What  should  this  mean  ? 

Mon,  I'll  tell  you ;  'tis  given  out  you  are  a 
cuckold. 

Cam,  It  is  given  out  so. 
I  had  rather  such  a  report  as  that,  my  lord^ 
Should  keep  within  doors. 

JP.  de  Med.  Have  you  any  children  ? 

Cam.  None,  my  lord. 

F,  de  Med.  You  are  the  happier ; 
I'll  tell  you  a  tale. 

Cam.  Pray,  my  lord. 

F.  de  Med.  An  old  tale : 
Upon  a  time  Phcebus,  the  god  of  light, 
Or  him  we  call  the  sun,  would  needs  be  married: . 
The  gods  gave  their  consent,  and  Mercury 
Was  sent  to  voice  it  to  the  general  world. 
But  what  a  piteous  cry  there  straight  arose 
Amongst  smiths  and  felt-makers,  brewers  and 

cooks, 
Reapers  and  butter-women,  amongst  fishmon- 
gers. 
And  thousand  other  trades,  which  are  annoy'd 
By  his  excessive  heat ;  'twas  lamentable  : 
They  come  to  Jupiter  all  in  a  sweat, 
And  do  forbid  the  banes.     A  great  fat  cook 
Was  made  their  speaker,  who  intreats  of  Jove, 
That  Phcebus  might  be  gelded;  for  if  now. 
When  there  was  but  one  sun,  so  many  men 
Were  like  to  perish  by  his  violent  heat. 
What  should  they  do  if  he  were  married. 
And  should  beget  more,  and  those  children 
Make  fire-works  like  their  father?  So  say  I ; 
Only  I  will  apply  it  to  your  wife. 
Her  issue,  should  not  providence  prevent  it. 
Would  make  both  nature,  time,  and  man  re- 
pent it. 

Mon,  Look  you,  cousin, 
Go,  change  the  air  for  shame;  see  if  your  absence 
Will  blast  your  cornucopia.     Marcello 
Is  chosen  with  you  joint-commissioner, 
For  the  relieving  our  Italian  coast 
From  pirates. 

Mar.  I  am  much  honour'd  iu't. 


**  Stibium — An  ancient  name  for  antimony,  now  seldom  used.    Chambers's  Dictionary. 

**  BecauMC  Ireland  Irreeda  no  p9ia(m, — See  Note  ti4  to  the  Second  Part  of  The  Honest  Hhore,  Vol,  I, 
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Id 


m.  Bat,  sir, 

return,  the  stag's  horos  may  be  sprouted 
t^r  than  those  are  shed. 
oil.  Do  not  fear  it ; 
e  your  ranger. 

m.  You  must  watch  i'th'  nights ; 
^8  the  most  danger. 
de  Med,  Farewel,  good  Marcello ; 
be  best  fortunes  of  a  soldier's  wish 
;  you  on  ship-board. 

m.  Were  I  not  best,  now  I  am  turn'd  soldier^ 
hat  I  leave  my  wife,  sell  all  she  hath, 
then  take  leave  of  her  ? 
7H.  I  expect  good  from  you, 

parting  is  so  merry. 
m.  Merry,  my  lord !  o*tli'  captains  humour 

resolved  to  be  drunk  this  night.        [Exit. 
de  Med.   So,  'twas  well  fitted  :  now  shall 

we  discern 
his  wish'd  absence  will  give  violent  way 
uke  Brachiano*s  lust. 
cm.  Why  that  was  it ; 
rbat  scoro*d  purpose  else  should  we  make 

choice 
m  for  a  sea-captain }  and,  besides, 
\t  Lodowick,  which  was  rumour*d  for  a  pirate, 
w  iu  Padua. 
deMed.  Is'ttrue? 
om.  Most  certain. 

e  letters  from  him,  which  are  suppliant 
'ork  his  quick  repeal  from  banishment : 
leans  to  address  himself  for  pension 
» our  sister  dutchess. 
de  Med.  O  'twas  well, 
(ball  not  want  his  absence  past  six  days : 
1  would  have  the  duke  Brachiano  run 
notorious  scandal ;  for  there's  nought, 
ich  curst  dotage,  to  repair  his  name, 
the  deep  sense  of  some  deathless  shame. 
on.  It  may  be  objected,  I  am  dishonourable 
lay  thus  with  my  kinsman;  but  I  answer, 
ny  revenge  I'd  stake  a  brother's  life, 
,  beine  wrong'd,  durst  not  avenge  himself. 
de  Med,  Come,  to  observe  this  strumpet, 
on.  Curse  of  greatness ! 
he^ll  not  leave  her } 
de  Med.  There's  small  pity  in't ; 
misaletue  on  sear  elms  spent  by  weather, 
tiim  cleave  to  her,  and  both  rot  together. 

[Exeunt. 

tr  BaACHiAVO  with  one  in  the  habit  of  a 
Conjurer. 

rach.  Now,  sir,  I  claim  your  promise ;  'tis 

dead  midnight, 
time  prefix'd  to  shew  me,  by  your  art, 


How  the  intended  murder  of  Camiilo 
And  our  loath'd  dutchess  grow  to  action,   [deed 
Con.  You  have  won  me,  by  your  bounty,  to  a 
I  do  not  often  practise :  some  there  are, 
Which,  by  sophistick  tricks,  aspire  that  name 
Which  I  would  gladly  lose,  of  necromancer; 
As  some  that  use  to  juggle  upon  cards, 
Seeming  to  conjure,  when  indeed  they  cheat. 
Others  that  raise  up  their  confederate  spirits 
'Bout  wind-mills,  and  endanger  their  own  necks 
For  making  of  a  squib  :  and  some  there  are 
*^  Will  keep  a  curtal  to  shew  juggling  tricks. 
And  give  out  'tis  a  spirit.    Besides  these. 
Such  a  whole  ream  of  almanack-makers,  figure* 

flingers, 
Fellows,  indeed,  that  only  live  by  stealth. 
Since  they  do  merely  lie  about  stol'n  goods. 
They'd  make  men  think  the  devil  were  fast  and 

loose, 
With  speaking  fustian  Latin.    Pray  sit  down ; 
Put  on  this  night-cap,  sir,  'tis  charm'd ;  and  now 
I'll  shew  you,  by  my  strong  commanding  art. 
The  circumstance  that  breaks  your  dutchess' 

heart. 

A  dumb  Show* 

Enter  tu»piciou$ly  Julio  and  Christophero; 
they  draw  a  curtain  where  Brachiano's  ptc- 
ture  it.  They  put  on  spectacles  ofglasi,  which 
cover  their  eyes  and  nosesy  and  then  bumper- 
fumes  before  the  picture,  and  nosh  the  lips  of 
the  picture ;  that  done,  quenching  the  fire, 
and  nutting  off  their  spectacles,  they  depart 
laughing. 

Enter  Isabella  tn  her  night-gown,  as  to  bed- 
wardy  with  light  after  her :  Q>unt  Lodovico, 
Giovanni,  Guid-antonio,  and  others  wait- 
ing  on  her :  she  kneels  down  as  to  prayers, 
then  draws  the  curtain  of  the  picture,  does 
three  reverences  to  it,  and  kisses  it  thrice:  she 
faints,  and  will  not  suffer  t)^em  to  come  near 
it;  dies:  sorrow  exprest  tn  Giovanni,  and 
in  Count  Lodovico.  She*s  conveyed  out  so- 
lemnly. 

Brach.  Excellent !  then  she's  dead. 

Con.  She's  poison'd 
By  the  fum'd  picture :  'twas  her  custom  nightly. 
Before  she  went  to  bed,  to  go  and  visit 
Your  picture,  and  to  feed  her  eyes  and  lips 
On  the  dead  shadow.    Doctor  Julio, 
Observing  this,  infects  it  with  an  oil. 
And  other  poison'd  stuff,  which  presently 
Did  suffocate  her  spirits. 

Brach.  Methought  I  saw 
Count  Lodovico  there. 

Con.  He  was;  and,  by  my  art, 
I  find  he  did  most  passionately  doat 


wai  keepneurUd,  &c.— This  was  said  of  Banks's  celebrated  horse  so  often  mentioned  in  ancient 
en.    See  Digby  mi  Bodies. 
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Upon  ^oar  datchess.    Now  turn  another  way. 
And  view  CamiUo's  far  more  politick  face. 
Strike  louder,  musicky  from  this  charmed  ground, 
To  yield,  as  fits  the  act,  a  tragick  sound. 

The  ucond  dumb  Show. 

Enter  Flamineo,  Marcello,  Camillo,  with 
four  more  at  Captains :  they  drink  healths^ 
and  dance :  a  vaulting  horse  is  brought  into 
the  room :  Marcello  and  two  more  whispered 
out  of  the  room^  while  Flamineo  and  Ca- 
KtLLo  stript  themselves  into  their  shirts,  as  to 
vault ;  they  compliment  who  shall  begin :  as 
Camfllo  is  about  to  vault ,  Flamineo  pitch- 
€^h  him  upon  his  neck,  and  with  the  help  of 
the  rest,  wriths  his  neck  about ;  seems  to  see  if 
it  be  broke,  and  lays  him  folded  double,  as 
*twere  under  the  horse :  makes  shew  to  call 
for  help:  Marcello  comes  in,  laments; 
tends  for  the  Cardinal  and  Duke,  who  come 
forth  with  armed  men ;  wonders  at  the  act  ; 
commands  the  body  to  be  carried  home  ;  apprC" 
kends  Flamineo,  Marcello,  and  the  rest ; 
mnd  goes,  asUwere,  to  apprehend  yiTToni a. 

Brach.  Twas  quaintly  done;  but  yet  each 
circumstance 
I  taste  not  fully. 

Con,  O  'twas  most  apparent ; 
You  saw  them  enter  ctiarg*d  with  their  deep 

healths 
To  their  boon  voyage ;  and,  to  second  that, 
Flamineo  calls  to  have  a  vaulting  horse 
Maintain  their  sport.    The  virtuous  Marcello 
Is  innocently  plotted  forth  the  room. 
Whilst  your  eye  saw  the  rest,  and  can  inform 

you 
The  engine  of  all. 

Brach,  It  seems  Marcello  and  Flamineo 
Are  both  committed. 

Con.  yes,  you  saw  them  yarded, 
And  now  they  are  come  with  purpose  to  ap- 
prehend 
Your  mistress,  fair  Vittoria;  we  are  now 
Beneath  her  roof.    Twere  fit  we  instantly 
Make  out  by  some  back  postern. 

Brach.  Noble  friend, 
You  bind  me  ever  to  you ;  this  shall  stand 
As  the  firm  seal  annexed  to  my  hand. 
It  shall  inforce  a  payment.    [Exit  Bracbiavo, 

Con.  Sir,  I  thank  you. 
Both  flowers  and  wc«ds  spring  when  the  sun  is 

wann. 
And  great  men  do  great  good,  or  else  great 
harm.  [Exit  Coi^urer. 


Enter  Francisco  de  Medicis,  and  Monti- 
CELso,  their  Chancellor  and  Register. 

F.  de  Med,  You  have  dealt  discreetly,  to  ob- 
tain the  presence 
Of  all  the  ^rave  ^^  leiger  ambassadors. 
To  hear  Vittoria's  trial. 
MoH,  Twas  not  ill ; 
For,  sir,  you  know  we  have  nought  but  circum- 

stances 
To  charge  her  with,  about  her  liuslmnd's  death; 
Their  approbation,  therefore,  to  the  proofs 
Of  her  black  lust  shall  make  her  infamous 
To  all  our  neighbouring  kingdoms.    I  wonder 
If  Brachiano  will  be  here  ? 
F.  de  Med.  O  fy !  'twere  impudence  too  pal> 
pable.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Flamineo  and  Marcello  guarded,  and 

a  Lawyer. 

Law,  *'  What,  are  you  in  by  the  week  ?  so, 
I  will  try  now  whether  tliy  wit  be  close  prisoner : 
raethinks  none  should  sit  upon  thy  sister,  bat 
old  wliore-inasters. 

Flam.  Or  cuckolds ;  fi)r  your  cuckold  is  the 
most  terrible  tickler  of  leachery.  Whore-mas- 
ters would  serve,  for  none  are  judges  at  tilting, 
but  those  that  have  been  old  tilters. 

Law.  My  lord  duke  and  she  have  been  very 
private. 

Flam,  You  are  a  dull  ass ;  'tis  threaten'd  they 
have  been  very  publick. 

Law,  If  it  can  be  proved  they  have  but  kiss*d 
one  onother. 

Flam,  What  then  ? 

Law.  My  lord  cardinal  will  ferret  them. 

Flam.  A  cardinal,  I  liope,  will  not  catch  co» 
neys. 

Law.  For  to  sow  kisses  (mark  what  I  say)  to 
sow  kisses  is  to  reap  leachery ;  and,  I  am  sure, 
a  woman  that  will  endure  kissing  is  half  won. 

Flam.  True,  her  upper  part ;  by  that  rule,  if 
you  will  win  her  nether  part  too,  you  know  what 
follows. 

Law,  Heark,  the  ambassadors  are  lighted. 

FUim,  I  do  put  on  this  feigned  garb  of  mirth. 
To  gall  suspicion. 

Mar.  O  my  unfortunate  sister ! 
I  would  my  dagger-point  had  cleft  lier  heart 
When  she  first  saw  Brachiano :  you,  'tis  said, 
Were  made  his  engine,  and  his  stalking  borM, 
To  undo  my  sister. 

Flam,  I  am  a  kind  of  path 
To  her,  and  mine  own  preferment* 

Mar,  Yourruin. 


**  Leiger  tmAumdors.ySee  Dodsle^r's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  VI.  p.  5f .  edit  1780. 
*9  fVlmt,  tare  you  in  bff  the  weelc?— This  phrase  appears  to  signify  an  engagement  for  a  timt  fimited' 
It  occurs  in  Loim^s  Labour  Lsit,  A.  5.  S«  9.    See  Note  thereon,  edit.  1778.      S« 
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Flam.  Hum  !  thou  art  a  soldier, 
Foliowest  the  great  duke,  feedest  his  victories, 
As  witches  do  their  serviceable  spirits, 
Even  with  thj  prodigal  blood  :  what  hast  got  ? 
Bat,  like  the  wealth  uf  captains,  a  poor  handful, 
^^  Which  iu  thy  palm  thou  bear'st,  as  men  bold 

water; 
Seeking  to  gripe  it  fkst,  the  frail  reward 
Steals  thro*  thy  fingers. 

Mar.  Sir! 

Flam.  Thou  hast  scarce  maintenance 
To  keep  tbee  in  firesh  "  shamois. 

Mar.  Brother! 

Fimm.  Hear  me : 
And  thus,  when  we  have  even  pour*d  ourselves 
Into  gre^t  sights,  for  their  ambition. 
Or  idle  spleen,  how  shall  we  find  reward  ? 
But  as  we  seldom  find  the  miasletoe 
Sacred  to  physick,  or  the  builder  oak. 
Without  a  mandrake  by  it ;  so  in  our  quest  of 

gain. 
Alas,  the  poorest  of  their  forc*d  dislikes 
At  a  limb  proffers,  but  at  heart  it  strikes. 
This  is  lamented  doctrine. 

Mar.  Come,  come. 

Flam.  When  a^e  shall  turn  thee 
White  as  a  blooming  hawthorn ] 

Mar.  1*11  interrupt  you. 
Tor  love  of  virtue  bear  an  honest  heart, 
And  stride  o'er  every  politick  respect, 


Which,  where  they  most  advance,  they  most  in- 
fect. 
Were  I  your  father,  as  I  am  your  brother, 
I  should  not  be  ambitious  to  leave  you 
A  better  patrimony. 
Flam.  1*11  think  on*t. 

Enter  Savoy. 

The  lord  ambassadors. 

[Here  there  is  a  passage  of  the  lieger  ambas- 
sadors aver  the  stage  severalljf. 

Enter  French  Ambassador, 

Law.  O  my  sprightly  Frenchman !  Do  you 
know  him  ?  he*s  an  admirable  tilter. 

Flam^  I  saw  him  at  last  tilting ;  '^  he  shewM 
like  a  pewter  candlestick,  fashion'd  like  a  man 
in  armour,  holding  a  tilting  staff  in  his  hand, 
little  bigger  than  a  candle  of  twelve  i'th'  pound. 

Law.  O,  but  he  is  an  excellent  horseman. 

Flam,  A  lame  one  in  his  lofty  tricks; -he 
sleeps  a  horseback  '^  like  a  poulter. 

Enter  English  and  Spanish. 

Law.  Lo*  you  my  Spaniard. 
>  Flam.  He  carries  his  face  in's  ruff,  as  I  have 
seen  a  serving-man  carry  glasses  in  a  cypress 
hat-ban(^  monstrous  steady,  for  fear  of  breaking : 
he  looks  Tike  the  claw  of  a  black-bird,  first  salted, 
and  then  broil'd  in  a  candle.  [Exeunt. 


^  Whkk  in  f% ^olfli  ik»u  heat'sty  as  mat  hM  water; 
Seeking  to  gripe  it/asiy  tkefraU  reward 

Steals  thro'  thy  fingers. — Dry  den  has  borrowed  this  thought  in  AU/or  Love;  or,  The  World  well 
Ust,A.5: 

<*  O  that  I  less  could  fear  to  lose  this  beings 
Which,  Uke  a  snow-ball  in  my  coward  hand. 
The  more  *tis  grasp^dy  the/aster  melts  away** 

3'  Shamois — i.  e.  shoes  made  of  the  wild  goafs  skin.    Chamois^  Fr.      8. 

'^  He  Aenfd  Ukeapewter  camUestieky  ^pc— So  Shakspeare,  in  King  Henry  V,  A.  4.  S.  S :       ^ 

**  Their  horsemen  sit  like  fixed  candlesticks. 
With  torch  slaves  in  their  hand  :*' 

Mr  Steevens  observes,  that  the  ancient  candlesticks  ireqacntly  represented  homan  figures  holding 
the  sockets  for  the  lights  in  their  extended  hands. 

''  Like  a  poiiifer.— Poulterers  do  not  at  present  attend  markets  at  earlier  hours  than  men  of  other 
trades,  so  that  this  comparison  in  our  times  seems  to  want  force.      S. 

In  the  former  edition  of  this  collection,  the  word  poulter  was  changed  to  the  more  modem  term  poul- 
Urer;  the  former,  however,  was  that  which  anciently  was  in  constant  use.  The  Company  ofPoulters 
were  incorporated  by  that  name  19  Henry  YIII.  and  again  renewed  SOth  Queen  £ltsabeth.  See 
Stowe'r  Survey,  1729,  Vol.  II.  p.  il6,  B  5. 
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ACT  III. 


The  Arraignment  o/' Vittorta. 


Enter  Francisco  de  Medicis,  Monticelso, 
the  ^\four  lieger  Ambassadort,  Bracuiano, 
ViTTORiA  CoROUBONA,  ISABELLA,  Lawyer^ 
and  a  guard. 

Mon,  Ft^rbear,  my  lord,  here  is  no  place  tOr- 
si^ii'd  you : 
This  busineto,  by  his  holiuess,  is  left 
To  our  examination. 

Brack,  May  it  thrive  with  you. 

[Lays  a  rich  gown  under  him. 

F.  de  Med.  A  chair  there  for  his  lordship. 

Brach.  Forbear  your  kindness ;  an  unbidden 
guest 
Should  travel  as  Dutch  viromen  go  to  church, 
Bear  their  stool  vrith  them. 

Mon.  At  your  pleasure,  sir. 
Stand  to  the  table,  gentlewoman.    Now,  signior. 
Fall  to  your  plea. 

Law.  Domine  judex  converte  ocuh$  in  hanc 
pestem  mulierum  corrupt  issimam, 

Vit.  Cor.  What's  he  ? 

F.  de  Med,  A  lawyer,  that  pleads  against  you. 

Vit,  Cor.   Pray,  ray  lord,  let  him  speak  his 
usual  tongue, 
I'll  make  no  answer  else. 

F.  de  Med.  Why,  you  understand  Latin. 

Vit,  Cor,  I  do,  sir,  but  amongst  this  auditory 
Which  come  to  hear  my  cause,  the  half  or  more 
May  be  ignorant  in't. 

Mon.  Go  on,  sir. 

Vit,  Cor.  By  your  favour, 
I  will  not  have  my  accusation  clouded 
In  a  strange  tongue :  all  this  assembly 
Shall  hear  what  ^ou  can  charge  me  with. 

F,  de  Mid.  Signior, 
You  need  not  stand  on*t  much;  pray,  trhange 

Jour  language, 
h,  for  God's  sake !  gentlewoman,  your 
credit 
Shall  be  more  famous  by  it. 
Law,  Well  then  have  at  you. 
Vit,  Cor,  I  am  the  mark,  sir,  ^^  1*11  give  aim 
to  you, 
And  tell  you  how  near  you  shoot.  [ships 

Law,  Most  literated  judges,  please  your  lord- 
So  to  connive  your  judgments  to  the  view 
Of  this  debauched  and  diversivolent  woman; 


Who  such  a  concatenation 
Of  mischief  hath  effected,  that  to  extirp 
The  memory  oft,  must  be  the  consummation 
Of  her,  and  her  projections. 
Vit.  Cor,  What's  all  this? 
Law.  Hold  your  peace ! 
Exorbitant  sins  must  have  exulceration. 

Vit.  Cor,  Surely,  my  lords,  this  lawyer  hath 
swallowed 
Some  apothecaries  bills,  or  proclamations : 
And  now  the  hard  and  undigestable  words 
Come  up  like  stones  we  use  give  hawks  for 

physick. 
Why,  this  is  Welch  to  Latin. 

Law,  My  lords,  the  woman 
Knows  not  her  tropes,  nor  is  perfect 
In  the  academick  derivation 
Of  granmiatical  elocution. 

F4  de  Med,  Sir,  your  pains 
Shall  be  well  spared,  and  your  deep  eloquence 
Be  worthily  applauded  among  those 
Which  understand  you. 
Law.  My  good  lord. 
F,  de  Med,  Sir, 
Put  up  your  papers  in  your  fustian  bag, 

[^Francisco  speaks  this  as  in  scorn. 
Cry  mercy,  sir,  'tis  buckeram,  and  accept 
My  notion  of  your  leam'd  verbosity. 

Law.  I  most  graduatically  thank  your  lord- 
ship; 
I  shaU  have  use  for  them  elsewhere. 

Mon.  I  shall  be  plainer  with  you,  and  paint 
out 
Your  follies  in  more  natural  red  and  white,    * 
Than  that  upon  your  cheek. 
Vit.  Cor,  O  you  mbtake. 
You  raise  a  blood  as  noble  in  this  cheek 
As  ever  was  your  mother's. 
Mon,  I  must  spare  you,  till  proof  cry  wtiore 
to  that : 
Observe  this  creature  here,  my  honoured  lords, 
A  woman  of  a  most  prodigious  spirit, 
Ii^  her  effected. 

Vit,  Cor,  My  honourable  lord. 
It  doth  not  suit  a  reverend  cardinal 
To  play  the  Lawyer  thus. 

Mon,  Oh,  your  trade  instrticts  your  language ! 
You  see,  my  lords^  what  goodly  fruit  she  seems ; 
^^  Yet  like  those  apples  travellers  report 


3*  Four— The  quartos  read  eix;  fouTy  however,  are  only  mentioned. 

3s  rUgioeaim  to  yoiu— See  Note  23  to  Cornelia,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  II.  p.  277.  edit.  1780. 

3^  Yet  like  those  applet,  tfc, — ^This  account  is  taken  from  IVUundeville's  Travels,  See  edition  1795, 
p.  19?.  *<  And  also  the  Cytees  there  weren  lost,  because  of  Synne.  And  there  besyden  growen 
trees,  that  bercn  fuUe  /aire  Apples,  and  /aire  qf  colour  to  btholde;  hut  whoso  brekethe  hem,  or  cuitetks 
hem  in  two,  he  sckaUefynde  witkin  hem  Coles  and  Cyndres  ;  in  tokene  that,  be  Wratlie  of  God,  the  Cy- 
te€»  and  the  Lond  weren  brente  and  sonken  in  to  Helle.  Snm  men  clepen  that  See,  the  Lake  Dal- 
fetidee ;  snniine,  the  Flom  of  Develes ;  and  sume  that  Flom  that  is  ever  stynkynge.  And  in  to  that 
See,  sonkqn  the  5  Cytees,  be  Wrathe  of  God;  thit  is  to  seyne,  Sodtm^  Gomorre,  Aldama,  Sebovm, 
and  S^^^.** 
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To  ^row  where  Sodbiil  and  Oomornh  stood, 

I  will  but  touch  her,  and  you  straight  shall  see 

She'll  fall  to  soot  and  ashes.  [do't. 

Vit.  Car.  Your  inveuom'd  apothecary  should 
Man,  I  am  resolved, 

Were  there  a  second  paradise  to  lose, 

This  devil  would  betray  it. 
Fit.  Car.  O  poor  charity ! 

Thou  art  seldom  found  in  scarlet. 

Mom,  Who  knows  not  how,  when  several  night 
by  night 

Her  gales  were  choakM  with  coaches,  and  her 
rooms 

Ootbrav'd  the  stars  with  several  kinds  of  lights; 

When  she  did  counterfeit  a  prince's  court 

In  musick,  banquets,  and  most  riotous  surfeits; 

Tilts  whore  forsooth  was  holy. 

Ft/.  Cor.  Ha?  whore?  what's  that? 
Mam,  Shall  I  expound  whore  to  you?  sure  I 
shaU! 

rU  give  their  perfect  character.    They  are  first, 

Sweet  meats  which  rot  the  eater :  in  man's  nos- 
trils 

Poison'd  perfumes.  They  are  coz'ning  alchymy ; 

Shipwrecks    in  calmest  weather.      What  are 
whores? 

Cold  Russian  winters,  tliat  appear  so  barren, 

Ab  if  that  natore  had  forjgot  the  spring. 

They  «re  the  true  material  fire  of  hell. 

Worse  than  those  tributes  i'th  Low-countries 


Exactions  upon  meat,  drink,  garments,  sleep ; 

Ay  even  on  man's  perdition,  nis  sin. 

Tbcy  are  those  brittle  evidences  of  law. 

Which  forfeit  all  a  wretched  man's  estate 

For  lesving  oot  one  sjrllable.  What  are  whores  ? 

They  are  those  flattering  bells  have  all  one  tune, 

At  weddings  ami  at  funerals.    Your  rich  whores 

Are  only  treasuries  bv  extortion  fiU'd, 

And  empty'd  by  curs  d  riot.    They  are  worse, 

Worse  than  dead  bodies,  wliich  are  begg'd  at  th' 

gallows. 
And  wrought  upon  hj  surgeons,  to  teach  man 
Wherein  he  is  imperfect.    What's  a  whore  ? 
She  is  like  the  gilt  counterfeited  coin, 
Which,    whosoe'er  first  stamps  it,    brings  in 

trouble 
All  that  receive  it. 

Vii.  Car,  This  character  'scapes  me. 

3f(tMu  You,  gentlewoman? 
Take  from  all  ^sts  and  from  all  minerals 
Their  deadly  poison— 

Vit.  Com.  WeU,  what  then  ? 

Mom.  ni  tell  thee; 
I*U  find  in  thee  an  apothecary's  shop. 
To  sample  tliem  all. 


F.  Amh,  She  hath  lived  ill. 

E.  Amh.  True,  but  the  cardinal's  too  bitter. 
Man.  You  know  what  whore  is.    Next  the 

devil  adul'try. 
Enters  the  devil  murcfer. 

F,  de  Med,  Your  unhappy  husband 
Is  dead. 

Vit,  Car.  O  he's  a  happy  husband; 
Now  he  owes  nature  nothing. 

F.  de  Med,  And  by  a  vaulting  engine. 

Mon.  An  active  plot ; 
He Jumpt  into  his  grave. 

JP.  de  Med,  What  a  prodigy  was't. 
That  from  some  two  yards  high,  a  slender  man 
Should  break  his  neck  ? 

Mon,  I'th' rushes! 

F.  de  Med.  And  what's  more, 
Upon  the  instant  lose  all  use  of  speech, 
All  vital  motion,'  like  a  man  had  lain 
Wound  up  three  days.    Now  mark  each  cir- 
cumstance. 

Mon,  And  look   upon    this  creature  as  his 
wife. 
She  comes  not  like  a  widow :  she  comes  arm'd 
With  scorn  and  impudence :  is  this  a  mourning- 
habit  ? 

Vit.  Cor.  Had  I  foreknown  his  death,  as  you 
suggest, 
I  would  have  bespoke  my  mourning. 

Mon.  O  you  are  cunning ! 

Vit.  Cor.  You  shame  your  wit  and  judgment 
To  call  it  so ;  what  1   is  my  Just  defence 
By  him  that  is  my  judge  calT'd  impudence? 
Let  me  appeal  then  from  this  '^  Christiao  court 
To  the  uncivil  Tartar. 

Mon,  See,  my  lords. 
She  scandals  our  proceedings. 

Vit,  Car,  Humbly  thus. 
Thus  low,  to  the  most  worthy  and  respected 
Leieer  embassadors,  my.  modesty 
And  woman-hood  I  tender ;  but  withal. 
So  in  tangled  in  a  cursed  accusation, 
That  my  defence,  of  force,  like  Perseus, 
Must  personate  masculine  virtue.  To  the  point; 
Find  me  but  guilty,  sever  head  from  body, 
We'll  part  good  firiends :  I  scorn  to  hold  my  life 
At  yours,  or  any  man's  intreaty,  sir. 

E,  Amb,  She  hath  a  brave  spirit. 

Mon,  Well,  well,  such  counterfeit  jewels 
Make  true  ones  oft  suspected. 

Vit,  Car.  You  are  deceived ; 
For  know,  that  all  your  strict  combined  heads. 
Which  strike  against  this  mine  of  diamonds, 
Shall  prove  but  glassen  hammers,   they  shall 

break; 
These  are  but  feigned  shadows  of  my  evils. 


''  CkTi9ixaM  etmrt, — We  have  here  an  instance  of  the  introdnction  of  terms  into  one  country,  which 
pcmjiaHy  belong  to  another.  The  practice  ha»  been  already  mentioned.  In  England,  the  Ecclesi- 
ttttcal  Coarts,  where  causes  of  adultery  are  cognizable,  arc  called  Court*  Cluistian, 
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'•  Terrify  babes,  my  lord,  with  painted  devils, 
I  am  past  such  needless  palsy.   For  your  names 
Of  whore  and  inurdress,  they  proceed  from  you, 
As  li  a  man  should  spit  against  the  wind; 
Tiie  hlili  returns  m*s  fuce. 

Man.  Prny  you,    mistress,    satisfy  me    one 
question: 
Who  lodgM  beneath  your  roof  that  fatal  night 
Your  husoanrl  brake  his  neck? 

Brarh,    Ihut  question 
Int'orceih  me  break  silence;  I  was  there. 

Mon.  Your  business? 

Brack    W  by,  I  came  to  comfort  her. 
And  Utke  some  course  for  settling  her  estate, 
Bec.iu*«e  I  neard  her  husband  was  in  debt 
To  yi)u,  iny  lord. 

AJon.  He  was. 

Brack   And  'twas  strangely  feared. 
That  you  would  cozen  her. 

I^ian.  Who  made  you  overseer? 

Brack,  Why,  my  charity,  my  charity,  which 
should  flow 
From  every  generous  and  noble  spirit. 
To  orphans  and  to  widows. 

Moa,  Your  lusL 

Brack,  Cowardly  dogs  bark  loudest !  sirrah, 
priest, 
111  talk  with  you  hereafter. — Do  you  hear  ? 
The  sword  you  frame  of  such  an  excellent  tem- 
per, 
ni  sheathe  in  your  own  bowels. 
There  are  a  number  of  thy  coat  resemble 
Your  common  post-boys. 

Mon.  Ha? 

Brack.  Your  mercenary  post-boys ; 
Your  letters  carry  truth,  but  'tis  your  guise 
To  till  your  moutlis  with  gross  and  impudent  lies. 

Serv.  My  lord,  your  gown. 

Brack,  i  hou  liest,  *twas  my  stool. 
Bestow't  upon  thy  master,  that  will  challenge 
The  rest  o*th'  household-stuff;  for  Brachiano 
Was  ne'er  so  beggarly  to  take  a  stool 
Out  of  another's  lodging :  let  him  make 
Vallunce  for  his  bed  oii't,  or  demy  foot-cloth 
^^  For  his  most  reverend  moile.     Monticelso, 
Netno  tne  impune  lacemt.      [Exit  Baacuiavo. 

Mon.  Your  champion's  gone. 

Vit.  Cor.  The  wolf  may  prey  the  better. 

F,  de  Med,  My  lord,  there's  great  suspicion 
of  the  murder: 
But  no  sound  proof  who  did  it.    For  my  part 


I  do  not  think  she  hatli  a  soul  so  black 

To  act  a  deed  so  bloody :  if  she  have. 

As  in  cold  countries  husband-men  plant  vines. 

And  wiU)  warm  blood  manure  tliem :  even  so 

One  summer  she  will  bear  unsavory  fruit. 

And  ere  next  spring  wither  both  branch  and 

root. 
The  act  of  blood  let  pass,  only  descend 
To  matter  of  incontinence. 

Vit.  Cor.  I  discern  poison 
Under  your  gilded  pills. 

Mon,  Now  the  duke's  gone,  I  will  prpduce  a 
letter. 
Wherein  'twas  plotted,  he  and  you  shoold  meet 
At  an  apothecary's  summer-house, 
Down  by  the  river  Tvber.    View't,  my  lords : 
Where  after  wanton  bathing  and  the  heat 
Of  a  lascivious  banquet — ^I  pray  read  it, 
I  shame  to  speak  the  rest. 

Vit.  Cor.  Grant  I  was  tempted ; 
Temptation  to  lust  proves  not  the  act : 
Casta  est  quam  nemo  rttgavit. 
You  read  his  hot  love  to  me,  but  yon  want 
My  frosty  answer.  ^ 

Mon.  Frost  i'th'  dog-days !  strange! 

Vit.  Cor.  Condemn  you  me  for  that  the  duke 
did  love  me  ? 
So  may  you  blame  some  fair  and  crystal  river. 
For  that  some  melancholick  distracted  man 
Hath  drown'd  himself  in't. 

Mon.  Truly  drown'd  indeed. 

Vit,  Cor,  Sum  up  my  feults,  I  pmy,  and  you 
shall  6nd, 
That  beauty  and  gny  cloaths,  a  merry  heart. 
And  a  good  stomach  to  a  feast,  are  all. 
All  the  poor  crimes  that  you  can  charge  me 

with. 
In  faith,  my  lord,  you  might  go  pistol  flies, 
The  sport  would  be  more  noble. 

Mon.  Very  good. 

Vit.  Cor.  But  take  you  your  course,  it  seems 
you  h-ave  beggared  me  first. 
And  now  would  fain  undo  me.    I  have  houses. 
Jewels,  and  a  poor  remnant  of  ^  crusadoes ; 
Would  those  would  make  you  charitable  ! 

Mon.  If  the  devil 
Did  ever  take  good  shape,  behold  his  picture. 

Vit.  Cor.  You  have  one  virtue  left. 
You  will  not  flatter  me. 

F.  de  Med.  Who  brought  this^  letter  ? 

Vit.  Cor.  I  am  not  compell'd  to  tell  you. 


3*  Terriff  babes,  my  lord,  witk  painted  devils.— So,  in  Macbeth,  A.  2.  S.  2 : 

** 'tis  the  eye  ofckildhood 

That  fears  a  painted  dmi." 

'•  For  his  most  rererend  moile. — Cardinals  rode  on  mules.  See  Fiddes's  Life  <if  Cordinal  fVolsetf,  in 
Collections,  p.  87,  et  seq.      S.  P. 

A  moile  was  the  old  term  for  a  mule.  So,  in  Erasmus's  Praise  of  Folie,  Sign.  H.  '*  For  one  that  is 
sand  blynd  v^ouldc  take  an  asse  for  a  moylc,  or  another  prayse,  a  rime  of  Kobyn  Hode,  for  as  excellent 
a  making  as  Troylus  of  Chaucer,  yet  shouldc  they  not  straight  waics  be  counted  madde  therefore." 

***  Cmwdow.— Sec  Note  48  to  The  Honest  Whore,  Vol  I.  p.  539. 


Webster.] 


VITTQRIA  COROMBONA. 


81 


Jlim.  My  lord  duke  sent  to  you  a  thousand 
dacatf, 
The  twelfUi  of  Augast. 

Vit,  Car,  'Twas  to  keep  your  cousin 
From  prison,  I  paid  use  for  t. 

Mam.  I  rather  think, 
Twas  interest  for  his  lust. 

Vii,  Cor,  Who  says  so  bat  yourself?  if  you 
be  my  accuser, 
Pray  cease  to  be  my  judge;   come  from  the 

bench; 
Gfre  in  your  evidence  against  me,  and  let  these 
Be  moderators.    My  lord  cardinal, 
Were  your  intelliceocine  ears  as  loving 
As  to  my  thoughts ;  had  you  an  honest  tongue, 
I  would  uot  care  though  you  proclaimed  them  all. 

Mom.  Go  to,  go  to. 
After  your  goodly  and  vain-glorious  banquet, 
ni  five  you  a  choak-pear. 

vii.  Cor.  Of  your  own  grafting  ? 

Man.  You  were  born  in  Venice,  honourably 
desceuded 
From  the  Vittelii ;  'twas  my  cousin's  fate, 
ni  may  I  name  the  hour,  to  marry  you ; 
He  boueht  you  of  your  father. 

Fit.  Cor.  Ha  ? 

Man.  He  spent  there  in  six  months 
Twelve  thousand  ducats,  and  (to  my  knowledge) 
Receiv'd  in  dowry  with  you  not  one  ^'  julio. 
^was  a  hard  penny-wortli,  the  ware  being  so 

lit^ht. 
I  yet  but  draw  the  curtain ;  now  to  your  picture  t 
You  came  from  thence  a  most  notorious  strum- 
And  so  you  have  continued.  [p^t, 

VU.  Cor.  My  lord ! 

Man.  Nay.  bear  me,  [ano— 

You  shall  have  time  to  prate.    My  lord  Brachi- 
Alas !  I  make  but  repetition, 
Of  what  is  ordinary,  and  Ryalto  talk,. 
And  balleted,  and  would  be  plaid  o'th'  stajge. 
But  that  vice  many  times  finds  such  loud  friends, 
That  preachers  are  charm'd  silent. 
You  i^tlemen,  Flamiueo  and  Marcello, 
The  court  hath  nothing  now  to  charge  ][ou  with. 
Only  you  must  remain  upon  your  sureties 
For  your  appearance. 

F.  de  Med,  I  stand  for  Marcello. 

Flam.  And  my  lord  duke  for  me. 

Mom.  For  you,  Vittoria,  your  publick  faulty 
Joio'd  to  th'  condition  of  the  present  time. 
Takes  from  you  all  the  fruits  of  noble  pity, 
Soch  a  corrupted  trial  have  you  made 
Bodi  of  your  hfe  and  beauty,  and  been  styPd 
No  less  an  ominous  fate,  tlian  blazing  stars 
ToPrioces.  Hear  your  sentence;  you  are  confin*d 

Unto  a  bouse  of  converts,  and  your  baud — 


Flam.  Who,  I  ? 

Mon.  The  Moor. 

Flam,  0, 1  am  a  sound  man  asain. 

VU.  Cor,  A  house  of  converts !  what's  that  ? 

Mon.  A  house  of  penitent  wliores. 

VU,  Cor.  Do  the  noblemen  in  Rome 
Erect  it  for  tlicir  wives,  that  I  ain  sent 
To  lodge  there  ? 

F.  de  Med.  You  must  have  patience. 

VU.  Cor,  I  must  first  have  vengeance. 
I  fain  would  know  if  you  have  your  salvation 
By  patent,  thnt  you  proceed  tlius. 

Alon.  Away  with  her. 
Take  her  hence. 

VU.  Cor.  A  rape !  a  rape ! 

Mon.  How? 

VU.  Cor.  Yes,  you  have  ravished  justice; 
Forc'd  her  to  do  your  pleasure. 

Mon.  Fie,  she's  road  ! 

Vit.  Cor.  Die  with  those  pills  in  your  most 
cursed  maw. 
Should  brini:  you  health  !  or  while  you  sit  o*th' 

bench,  « 

Xet  your  own  spittle  choak  you ! 

Mon,  she's  turn*d  fury. 

VU,  Cor.  That  the  last  day  of  judgment  may  ' 
so  find  you. 
And  leave  you  the  same  devil  you  were  before ! 
Instruct  me,  some  good  horse-leach,  to  speak 

treason ; 
For  since  you  cannot  take  my  life  for  deeds, 
Take  it  for  words :  O  woman  s  poor  revenge ! 
Which  dwells  but  in  the  tongue.  I  will  not  weep. 
No  ;  I  do  scorn  to  call  up  one  poor  tear 
To  fawn  on  your  injustice :  bear  me  hence 
Unto  this  house  of---what's  your  mitigating  title? 

Mon.  Of  converts. 

VU.  Cor.  It  shall  not  be  a  house  of  converts; 
My  mind  shall  make  it  honester  to  me 
Than  the  Pope's  palace,  and  more  peaceable 
Than  my  soul.    Though  thou  art  a  cardinal, 
Know  this,  and  let  it  somewhat  raise  your  spicht, 
Through  darkness  diamonds  spread  their  ncaett 
light.        [ExU  VlTTOKIA  CoBOMBoirA. 

Enter  Bbachiano. 

Brack,  Now  you  and  I  are  friends,  sir,  well 
shake  bands 
III  a  friend's  grave  tosether ;  a  fit  place, 
Being  the  emblem  of  soft  peace,  ^t'atone  our 
hatred.' 
F.  de  Med.  Sir,  what's  the  matter? 
Brack.  I  will  not  chase  more  blood  from  thai 
lov'd  cheek ; 
You  have  lost  too  much  already;  fare  you  well. 

[Exit, 


*'  JiiM.— A  coin  of  about  six-pence  value.    Moryson,  in  the  Table  prefixed  to  his  Itmerary,  calls 
it  a  Gtviio  or  Pooto. 
*^  Tatone—i.  e.  reconcile.    See  Note  on  Cymbeline,  Shakspeare,  Vol.  IX.  p.  191.  edit  1778.    S* 
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F,  de  Med,  How  strange  these  words  sound ! 
what's  the  interpretation? 

FUtm.  Good ;  this  is  a  preface  to  the  discovery 
of  the  datchess*8  death :  he  carries  it  well ;  be- 
cause now  I  cannot  counterfeit  a  whining  passion 
for  the  death  of  m j  lady,  I  will  feign  a  mad  hu- 
mour for  the  disgrace  of  my  sister;  and  that 
will  keep  off  idle  questions.  Treason's  tongue 
bath  a  villainous  palsy  in't;  I  will  talk  to  any 
man,  hear  no  man,  and  for  a  time  appear  a  po- 
litic madman.  [Exit, 

Enter  Giovanni  and  Count  Lodovico. 

F.  de  Med,  How  now,  my  noble  cousin  ?  what 
in  black ! 

Gio,  Yes,  uncle,  I  was  taught  to  imitate  you 
In  virtue,  and  you  must  imitate  me 
In  colors  of  your  garments.    My  sweet  mother 
Is 

F,de  Med,  How?  where? 

Gio,  Is  there ;  no,  yonder :  indeed,  sir,  I'll 
not  tell  you. 
For  I  shall  make  you  weep. 

F,de  Med,  Is  dead? 

Gio*  Do  not  blame  me  now,  ' 
I  did  not  tell  you  so. 

Lod,  She's  dead,  my  lord. 

F.  de  Med.  Dead  ! 

Mon,  Blessed  lady ! 
Thou  art  now  above  thy  woes. 
Wilt  please  your  lordships  to  withdraw  a  little  ? 

Gio,  What  do  the  dead  do,  uncle  f  do  they  eat. 
Hear  musick,  go  a  hunting,  and  be  merry, 
Ab  we  that  live  ? 

F,  de  Med,  No,  cnz ;  they  sleep. 

Gio,  Lord,  lord,  that  I  were  dead ; 
I  have  not  slept  these  six  nights.    When  do 
they  wake? 

F,  de  Med,  When  God  shall  please, 

Gio,  Good  God;  let  her  sleep  ever ! 
For  I  have  known  her  wake  an  hundred  nights. 
When  all  the  pillow  wliere  she  laid  her  head 
Was  brine- wet  with  her  tears.     I  am  to  com- 
plain to  you,  sir; 
1*11  tell  you  how  they  have  used  her  now  she's 

dead; 
They  wrapped  her  in  a  cruel  fold  of  lead, 
And  would  not  let  me  kiss  her. 

F,  de  Med,  Thou  did*st  love  her. 

Gio,  I  have  oflen  heard  her  say  she  gave  me 

•  suck, 

And  it  should  seem  by  that  she  dearly  lov'd  me. 
Since  princes  seldom  do  it. 

jP.  de  Med,  O,  all  of  my  poor  sister  that  re- 
mains ! 
Take  him  away  for  God's  sake !  [Exit  Giovan. 


Mon,  How  now,  my  lord  ? 

F,  de  Med,  BeUeve  me,  I  am  nothing 
her  grave ; 
And  I  shall  keep  her  blessed  memory 
Longer  than  thousand  epitaphs. 

Enter  Flamineo  a$  distracted. 

Flam,  We  endure  tlie  strokes  like  anvil 
hard  steel, 
Till  pain  itself  make  us  no  pain  to  feel. 
Who  shall  do  me  right  now  ?  is  this  the  en 
service  ?  I'd  rather  go  weed  garlick ;  ti 
through  France,  and  be  mine  own  ostler;  ^ 
sheep-skin  linings,  or  shoes  that  stink  of  bl 
ing,  be  enter'd  into  the  list  of  the  forty  thou: 
pilars  of  Poland. 

Enter  Savoy, 

Would  I  had  rotted  in  some  surgeon's  hous 
Venice,  built  upon  the  pox  as  well  as  on  { 
ere  I  had  serv'd  Brachiano. 

Sav,  You  must  have  comfort. 

Flam,  You  r  com  fortable  words  are  like  ho 
They  relish  in  your  mouth  that's  whole  ;  bi 
mine  thafs  wounded,  they  go  down  as  if 
sting  of  the  bee  were  in  them.  Oh,  they  I 
wrought  their  purpose  cunningly,  as  if 
would  not  seem  to  do  it  of  malice.  In  tfa 
politician  imitates  the  devil,  as  tiie  devil 
tates  a  cannon.  Wheresoe'er  he  comes  tc 
mischief,  he  comes  with  his  backside  tow 
you. 

Enter  the  French, 

Fr,  The  proofs  are  evident. 

Flam,  Proof  1  'twas  corruption.  O  g< 
what  a  god  art  thou  !  and  O  roan,  what  a< 
art  thou  to  be  tempted  by  that  cursed  mine 
You  diversivolent  lawyer,  mark  him ;  km 
turn  informers,  as  maggots  turn  to  flies,  you  i 
catch  gudgeons  with  either.  A  cardinal 
would  he  would  hear  mc,  there's  nothing 
holy  but  money  will  corrupt  and  putrify  it, 
victuals  ^^  under  the  line.  You  are  happj 
England,  my  lord;  here  they  sell  justice  ^ 
those  weights  they  press  men  to  death  with, 
horrible  salary  I 

Eng.  Fy,  fy,  Flamineo. 

Flaw,  Bells  ne'er  hnt;  well,  till  they  arc 
their  full  pitch ;  and  I  hope  yon  cardinal  s 
never  have  the  grace  to  pray  well,  till  he  c( 
to  the  scaffold.  If  they  were  rack'd  novv 
know  the  confederacy  ;  but  your  noblemen 

{>riviieg'd  from  the  rack ;  and  well  may,  fa 
ittle  thing  would  pull  some  of  them  o'pic 
afore  they  came  to  their  arraignment.  Relig 
oh  how  it  is  ^  commedled  with  policy. 


^3  Under  the  line — i.  e.  the  equinoctial  line.      S. 

^  Commedled  wiih  policy — i.  e.  co-mingled.    To  meddle  antiently  signified  to  miXy  or  mingU, 
Note  on  The  Tempest,  Shakspeare,  Vol.  L  p.  10.  edit.  1778.      S. 

So,  inThePersone*  TaU,  Tyrwhitrs  edition  of  Chaucer,  Vol.  III.  p.  146:  «  For  sothly,  the 
nothing  that  savoureth  so  sote  to  a  child,  as  the  milke  of  his  norice,  ne  nothing  is  to  him  more  abho 
nable  than  that  milke,  when  it  is  medted  with  other  mete." 
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first  Uood  abed  io  the  world  happen'd  about  re* 
ligion.     Would  I  were  a  Jew  ! 

Mar.  O,  there  are  too  many. 

Flam.  You  are  deceived ;  there  are  not  Jews 
enooi^h,  priests  enough^  nor  gentlemen  enough. 

Mar.  How? 

Fiam.  VU  prove  it ;  for  if  there  be  Jews 
enough,  so  many  Christians  would  not  turn 
usurers ;  if  priests  enough,  one  should  not  have 
six  benefices;  and  if  gentlemen  enough,  so 
many  eaiiy  mushrooms,  whose  best  growth 
sprang  from  a  dunghill,  should  not  aspire  to 
gentility.  Farewel,  let  others  live  by  beKging, 
be  thou  one  of  them  :  practise^'  the  art  ofWol- 
nor  in  England,  to  swallow  all's  given  thee ;  and 
yet  let  one  purgation  make  thee  as  hungry  again 
as  fellows  tnat  work  in  a  saw-pit.  I'll  go  hear 
the  screech-owl.  [Exit. 

LchL  This  was  6rachiano*s  pander;  and ^tis 
strance 
That  m  such  open,  and  apparent  guilt 
Of  his  adulterous  sister,  he  dare  utter 
So  scaadalous  a  passion.    I  must  wind  him. 

Enter  Flamineo. 

Ham.  How  dares  this  banish'd  count  return 
to  Rome, 
His  pardon  not  yet  purchased  ?  I  have  heard 
The  deceased  dutchess  gave  him  pension. 
And  that  he  came  along  from  Padua 
I*th'  train  of  the  young  prince.    There's  some- 
what in  t. 
Physicians,  that  cure  poisons,  still  do  work 
With  counter-poisons. 

Mar.  Mark  this  strange  encounter. 

Flam.  The  god  of  melancholy  turn  thy  gall  to 
poison. 
And  let  tne  ^  stigmatick  wrinkles  in  thy  &ce, 
Like  to  the  boist'rous  waves  in  a  rough  tide, 
One  still  overtake  another. 


Lod.  I  do  thank  thee, 
And  I  do  wish  ingeniously  for  thy  sake, 
The  dog-days  all  year  long. 

Flam.  How  croaks  the  raven  f 
Is  our  good  dutchess  dead  f 

Lod.  Dead. 

Flam.  O  fate ! 
Misfortune  comes  like  the  coroner's  business. 
Huddle  upon  huddle. 

Lod.  Shall  thou  and  I  join  house-keeping  ? 

Flam,  Yes,  content. 
Let's  be  unsociably  sociable. 

Lod.  Sit  some  three  days  together,  and  dis- 
course? 

Flam.  Only  with  making  faces ; 
Lie  in  our  cloaths. 

Lod.  With  faggots  for  our  pillows. 

Flam.  And  be  lousy. 

Lod.  In  ta£feta  linings,  that's  genteel  melan- 
choly. 
Sleep  all  day. 

Fiam.  Yes ;  and  ^'  like  your  melancholy  hare 
Feed  after  midnight. 
We  are  observ'd :  see  how  yon  couple  grieve. 

Lod,  What  a  strange  creature  is  a  Uughing 
fool! 
As  if  man  were  created  to  no  use 
But  only  to  shew  his  teeth. 

Flam.  I'll  tell  thee  what. 
It  would  do  well  instead  of  looking-glasses. 
To  set  one's  face  each  morning  by  a  saucer 
Of  a  witch's  congeal'd  blood. 

Lod.  Precious  rogue ! 
We'll  never  part. 

Flam.  Never,  till  the  beggary  of  courtiers. 
The  discontent  of  churchmen,  want  of  soldiers. 
And  all  the  creatures  that  hang  manacl'd, 
Worse  than  strappado'd,  on  the  lowest  felly 
Of  fortune's  wheel,  be  taught,  in  our  two  lives, 
To  scorn  that  world  which  life  of  means  deprives. 


^  The  art  ^Wolnor  m  Englmid.—Tht  exploits  of  this  glutton,  and  the  manner  of  his  death,  are 
Mentioned  by  Dr  Moffet,  who  wrote  n?  Queen  Elisabeth's  time.    See  his  Treatise,  entitled  "  HeaUh't 
LmmMmmt:  or,  Rukt  eomprixmg  and  discovering  the  nature,  method,  and  manner  iff  preparing  all  mtrtt 
^fmdM  used  in  tki$  naiwn."    Republished  by  Oldys  and  Dr  James,  l$mo.  1746.    <<  Neither  was  our 
eoontry  always  void  of  a  fVootmar,  who  Uving  in  my  memory  in  the  court  seemed  like  another  Pandareus, 
of  whom  Antonios  Liberalis  writeth  thus  much,  that  he  had  obtained  this  gift  of  the  Goddess  Ceres, 
to  fat  iron,  glass,  oyster-shells,  raw  fish,  raw  flesh,  raw  fruit,  and  whatsoever  else  he  would  put  into 
kis  stomach,  without  offence."    P.  376.    "  Other  fish  being  eaten  raw,  is  harder  of  digestion  than 
nw  beef;  for  Diogenes  died  with  eating  of  raw  fish ;  and  Wolmer  (our  English  Pandareus)  digesting 
iron,  glass,  and  oyster-shells,  by  eating  a  raw  eel  was  overnnastered."    P.  125.    He  is  also  mentioned 
by  Tavlor  the  Water  Poet,  in  his  account  of  The  Great  Eater  qf  Kent,  p.  145.    <'  Milo  the  Crotonian 
coald  hardly  be  his  equall :  and  fVoolner  of  Windsor  was  not  worthy  to  bee  his  foot-man." 
^  Stigamtiek — i.  e.  marked  as  with  a  brand  of  infamy.      S. 
lUce  aanr  wtetanchoty  hare 
Feed  after  mUtmghk.—Yit  Johnson  observes  (Note  to  FvrH  Part  qf  King  Henry  IV.  A.  1.  S.  f ), 
tibst  '*  a  hmre  may  be  considered  as  melancholvy  because  she  is  upon  her  form  always  solitary,  and,  ac- 
tonUng  to  the  physic  of  the  times,  the  flkesh  otit  wajs  supposed  to  generate  melancholy." 

hi  PofmeVCi  translation  oi  Regimen  Amtlalts  SaUmi,  1575,  p.  22,  it  is  said,  «  The  eysfat  thinge  is 
^  flcsbe,  whiche  likewise  engendreth  melancholy  bloudde,  as  Anns  sayeth  in  the  place  atore  alegate : 
tUi  fleshe  engendreth  more  melancholy  than  any  other,  as  Galen  saythe.  And  of  this  Isaac,  ta  Uii^ 
^ntertaWmMy  saythe,  that  hares  fleshe  shoujde  not  bee  eaten  as  meate,  but  onely  used  in  medicenes." 
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EnUr  Antonclli. 

AnL  My  lord,  I  bring  good  news.  The  pope, 
OD*s  death-bed, 
At  the  earnest  suit  of  the  great  duke  of  Flo- 
rence, 
Hath  sign'd  your  pardon,   and   restored  unto 
you 

Lod,  I  thank  you  for  your  news.    Look  up 
again, 
Flamineo  see  my  pardon. 

Fiam,  Why  do  you  lauph  ? 
There  was  no  such  condition  in  our  covenant. 

Lod.  Why? 

Flam,  You  shall  not  seem  a  happier  man 
than  I, 
YoQ  know  our  TOW,  sir,  if  you  will  be  merry. 
Do  it  i'th'  like  posture,  as  if  some  great  man 
Sate  while  his  enemv  were  executed ; 
Tho'  it  be  very  leacliery  unto  thee, 
Do%  with  a  crabbed  politician's  face. 

Lod.  Your  sister  is  a  damnable  whore. 

Flam.  Ha? 

Lod.  Look  you,  I  spake  that  laughing. 

Jtam,  Dost  ever  think  to  speak  again  ? 

Lod.  Do  you  hear  ? 
Will'st  sell  me  forty  ounces  of  her  blood. 
To  water  a  mandrake  ? 

Flam.  Poor  lord,  you  did  vow 
To  live  a  lousy  creature. 

Lod.  Yes. 

Flam.  Like  one 
That  had  for  ever  forfeited  the  day-light. 
By  being  in  debt. 

Lod.  HnyhAl    . 

Flam.  I  do  not  greatlj  wonder  yon  do  break, 
Your  lordship  leani'd  it  long  since.    But  I'll 
tell  you. 

Lod.  What? 

Flam.  And*t  shall  stick  by  you. 

Lod,  I  long  for  it. 

Flam,  This  laughter  scurvily  becomes  your 
face  : 
Jf  you  will  not  be  melancholy,  be  angr^. 

[Stnkes  him. 
See  now  I  lau|i(h  too. 

Mar.  You  are  to  blame,  I'll  force  you  hence. 

Lod.  Unhand  me. 

[Exeunt  Marcello  and  Flamineo. 
That  e'er  I  should  be  forc*d  to  right  myself, 
Upon  a  pander ! 

Ant.  My  lord. 


Lod.  He  had  as  good  met  with  his  fist  a  thun- 
derbolt. 
Gas.  How  this  shews ! 

Lod.  Uds*death  !    how  did  my  sword  miss 
him? 
These  rogues  that  are  roost  weary  of  their  lives 
Still  'scape  the  greatest  dangers. 
A  pox  upon  him  !  all  his  reputation, 
Nay,  all  the  goodness  of  his  family. 
Is  not  worth  half  this  earthquake ; 
I  learn 'd  it  of  no  fencer  to  shake  thus ; 
Come,  I'll  forget  him,  and  go  drink  some  wine. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Frakgjsco  and  Monticelso. 

Mon,  Come,  come,  my  lord,  ^  untie  your 

folded  thoughts. 
And  let  them  dangle  loose,  as  a  bride's  hair. 
Your  sister's  poison'd. 

F.  de  Med,  Far  be  it  from  my  thoughts 
To  seek  fevenge. 

Mon.  What,  are  you  tum'd  all  marble  ? 

F.  de  Med,  Shall  I  defy  him,  and  impose  a 

war 
Most  burthensome  on  my  poor  subjects'  necks. 
Which  at  niy  will  I  have  not  power  to  end  ? 
You  know,  for  all  the  murders,  rapes,  and  thefts, 
Committed  in  the  horrid  lust  of  war. 
He  that  unjustly  caus*d  it  first  proceed, 
Shall  find  it  in  his  grave,  and  in  his  seed. 
Mon.  That's  not  the  course  I'd  wish  you; 

pray  observe  me. 
We  see  that  undermining  more  prevails 
Than  doth  the  cannon.    Bear  your  wrongs  con- 

ceal'd. 
And,  patient  as  the  tortoise,  let  this  camel 
Stalk  o'er  your  back  unbruis'd :  sleep  with  the 

lion. 
And  let  this  brood  of  secure  foolish  mice 
Play  with  your  nostrils,  till  the  time  be  ripe 
For  th'  bloody  audit,  and  the  fatal  gripe : 
Aim  like  a  cunning  fowler,  close  one  eye. 
That  you  the  better  may  your  |pme  espy. 
F.  de  Med.  Free  me,  my  moocence,  finom 

treacherous  acts ! 
I  know  there's  thunder  yonder :  and  I'll  stand, 
Like  a  safe  valley,  which  low  bends  the  knee 
To  some  aspirin)^  mountain :  since  I  know 
Treason,  like  spiders,  weaving  nets  for  flies. 
By  her  foul  work  is  found,  and  in  it  dies. 
To  pass  away  these  thoughts,  my  honour'd  lord, 
It  is  reported  you  possess  a  book. 


^  -^wttie  ffour  folded  th^ugkU^ 

And  let  them  dmgie  looee^  at  a  kridfa  hair. — Brides  formeriy  vralked  to  dmrch  with  their  hair 
ing  loose  behind.    Anne  Ballen's  was  thus  dishevelled  when  she  went  to  the  altar  with  King 


Henry  the  Eighth. 

Tate  has  mserted  these  lines  in  his  Cruel  Hutband.    I  was  led  to  tfacm  by  a  quotation  of  Fieldiog'i 
in  his  Notes  on  Tte  TftinN6.      S. 
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Wherein  you  have*'  quoted,  hy  intelligence, 
The  names  of  all  notorious  offenders 
Larking  about  the  city. 

Man.  Sir,  I  do ; 
And  some  there  are  which  call  it  my  black-book : 
Well  may  the  title  hold ;  for  tho'  it  teach  not 
The  art  of  conjuring,  yet  in  it  lurk 
Tlie  names  of  many  devils. 

F.  de  Med,  Pray  let's  see  it. 

Man,  I'U  fetch  it  to  your  lordship. 

[Exit  MONTICELSO. 

¥.  de  Med,  Monticelso, 
i  will  not  trust  thee,  but  in  all  my  plots 
rn  rest  as  jealous  as  a  town  besieg'd. 
Thou  canst  not  reach  what  I  intend  to  act. 
Your  flax  soon  kindles,  soon  is  out  agaiti : 
But  gold  slow  heats,  and  long  will  hot  remain. 

Enter  Momticelso,  presentt  Framcisco  de 
Medic  rs  with  a  book, 

Man,  Tis  here,  my  lord. 
F.  de.  Med.  First,  your  intelligencers,  pray 
let's  see ; 
Their  number  rises  strangely. 

Mon.  And  some  of  them 
Yoa*d   take  for  honest  men.      The  next  are 

panders ; 
These  are  your  pirates;  and  these  following 
leaves, 


For  base  rogues,  '®that  undo  young  gentlemen. 
By  taking  up  commodities ;  for  politick  bank- 
rupts; 
For  fellows  that  are  bawds  to  their  own  wives ; 
Only  to  out  off  horses,  and  slight  jewels, 
Clocks,  defac'd  plate,  and  such  commodities, 
At  birth  of  their  first  children. 

F.  de  Med.  Are  there  such  ? 

Mon,  These  are  for  impudent  bawds, 
That  go  in  men's  apparel ;  for  usurers        [asre ; 
That  share  with  scriveners  for  their  goo'l  n  porL- 
For  lawyers  that  will  antedate  their  Hee<l>, ; 
And  some  divines  you  might  find  ftjided  there, 
But  that  I  slip  them  o'er  for  conscience  ^akc. 
Here  is  a  general  catalogue  of  knaves  : 
A  man  might  study  all  the  prisons  o'er. 
Yet  never  attain  this  knowledge. 

F.  de  Med.  Murderers  ? 
Fold  down  the  leaf,  I  pray  ;  [trine. 

Good,  my  lord,  let  me  borrow  this  strange  doc- 

Moti,  Pray  use't,  my  lord. 

JP.  de  Med.  I  do  assure  your  lordship, 
You  are  a  worthy  member  of  the  state. 
And  have  done  infinite  good  in  your  discovery 
Of  these  offenders. 

Mon,  Somewhat,  sir. 

F.  de  Med,  O  God  ! 
"  Better  than  tribute  of  wolves  paid  in  England ; 
Twill  hang  their  skins  o'the  hedge. 


^  Qwied — i.  e.  noted.    So,  in  Ben  Jon  son's  Fox,  A.  2.  S.  1 : 


tt 


-to  observe, 


To  quote^  to  learn  the  language,  and  so  forth." 


A.  4.  S.  1 


a. 


Sir,  I  do  slip 


No  action  of  my  life  thus,  but  I  quote  it." 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Hamlet ,  A.  2.  S.  1. 

'® •  that  undo  young  gentlemen^ 

By  tmking  up  commodities. — It  was  the  practice  of  usurers  formerly,  and  has  been  continued  by 
their  successors  even  to  the  present  times,  to  defraud  the  necessitous  whd  borrow  money  by  furnish- 
ing them  with  goods  and  wares,  to  be  converted  into  cash  at  a  great  loss  to  the  borrower.  This  was 
done  to  avoid  me  penal  Statutes  against  Usury.  It  was  called  taking  up  commodities,  and  is  often 
noticed  in  our  ancient  writers.  See  several  instances  in  the  Notes  of  Mr  Steevcns  and  Dr  Farmer 
to  Measure  for  Measure,  A.  4.  S.  4. 

Again,  Wilson's  Discourse  upon  Usury,  1572,  p.  99.  **  I  have  neede  of  money,  and  deale  vryth  a 
breaker,  hee  aunswereth  me  tnat  hee  cannot  helpe  me  with  moneye,  bntyf  I  list  to  have  wares  I  shall 
speede.  Well !  my  necessitte  is  great,  he  bryngeth  mee  blotting  paper,  pak-threed,  fustians,  chamlets, 
banks,  bek^  and  hoodes,  or  I  wote  not  what :  i  desire  hym  to  make  sale  for  mine  advantage,  askyng 
what  be  thmketh  will  be  my  losse,  he  aunswereth  not  past  twelve  pounde  in  the  hundred*  When  I 
eome  to  receive,  I  do  finde  that  I  lose  more  than  twen^e  in  the  hundred." 

Dekkar's  Seacen  deadly  Sinnes  of  London,  1606,  p.  35, — ''  these  are  Usurers,  who  for  a  little  money 
•ad  a  greate  deale  of  trash  (as  fire-shoveli,  broume  paper,  motley  cloake  bags,  &c.)  bring  yong  Novices 
into  a  Foole's  Paradice  till  they  have  sealed  the  morgage  of  their  landes,  and  then  like  pedlers  goe 
tkcy  (or  some  familiar  spirit  for  them  raizde  by  the  Usurer^  up  and  do¥me  to  cry  Commodities,  wmch 
scarce  yeeld  the  third  part  of  the  sum  for  which  they  take  them  up." 

'*  Better  than  tribute,  &c.— This  tribute  was  imposed  on  the  Welsh  by  King  Edgar,  in  order  that 
the  nation  might  be  fireed  from  these  ravenous  and  destructive  beasts.  Drayton,  in  Poly^lbum,  Song 
Wi,  says : 

"  Thrice  famous  Saxon  King,  on  whom  time  ne'er  shall  prey, 
O  Edgar !  who  compeldst  our  Ludwal  hence  to  pay 
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Mon,  I  must  make  bold 
To  leave  your  lordship. 

F.  de  Med,  Dear  sir,  I  thank  you,  * 

If  any  ask  fur  roe  Ht  court,  report 
You  have  left  me  in  the  company  of  knaves. 

[Exit  MONTICELSO. 

I  gather  now  by  this,  some  cunning  fellovir 
That's  ray  lord's  ofticer,  one  that  lately  skipp'd 
From  a  clerk's  desk  up  to  a  justice's  chair. 
Hath  made  this  knavish  summons,  and  intends, 
As  the  Irish  rebels  were  wont  to  sell  heads. 
So  to  make  prize  of  these.    And  thus  it  happens : 
Your  poor  rogues  pay  for't  which  have  not  means 
To  present  bribes  in  6st ;  the  rest  o*the  band 
Are  raz'd  out  ot  the  knaves  record  ;  or  else 
My  lord  he  winks  at  them  with  easy  will. 
His  man  grows  rich,  the  knaves  are  the  knaves  still. 
But  to  the  use  I'll  make  of  it ;  it  shall  serve 
To  point  me  out  a  list  of  murderers, 
Agents  for  any  villainy.     Did  I  want 
Ten  '*  leash  of  courtezans,  it  would  furnish  me ; 
Nay  laundress  three  armies.  That  in  so  little  paper 
Should  lie  the  undoing  of  so  many  men ! 
'Tis  not  so  big  as  twenty  declarations. 
See  the  corrupted  use  some  make  of  books : 
Divinity,  wrested  by  some  factious  blood. 
Draws  swords,  swells  battles,  and  o'ertbrows  all 

good: 
To  fashion  my  revenge  more  seriously. 
Let  me  remember  my  dead  sister's  face  : 
Call  for  her  picture  ?  no,  I'll  close  mine  eyes. 
And  in  a  melancholy  thought  I'll  frame 

Enter  Isabella's  ghost. 

Her  figure  'fore  me.  Now  I  have  it — how  strong 
Imagination  works !  how  she  can  frame  [me, 
Thines  which  are  not !  methinks  she  stands  aifbre 
And  Dy  the  quick  idea  of  my  mind. 


Were  my  skill  pregnant,  I  could  draw  her  picture. 
Thought,  as  a  subtle  jug^^ler,  makes  us  deem 
Things  supernatural,  which  yet  have  cause, 
Common  as  sickness.     Tis  my  melancholy. 
How  cam'st  thou  by  thy  death  ? — how  idle  am  I 
To  question  my  own  idleness ! — did  ever 
Man  dream  awake  till  now  ? — remove  this  object: 
Out  of  my  brain  with't :  what  have  I  to  do 
With  tombs,  or  death-beds,  funerals,  or  tears. 
That  have  to  meditate  upon  revenge  ? 
So,  now  'tis  ended,  like  an  old  wife's  story : 
Statesmen  think  often  they  see  stranger  sights 
Than  madmen.    Come,  to  this  weighty  business : 
My  tragedy  must  have  some  idle  mirth  in't.        '' 
Else  it  will  never  pass.    I  am  in  love. 
In  love  with  Corombona ;  and  my  suit 
Thus  halts  to  her  in  verse. — 
I  have  done  it  rarely :  O  the  fate  of  princes  ! 
I  am  so  used  to  frequent  flattery,      [He  writef. 
That,  being  alone,  I  now  flatter  myself ! 
But  it  will  serve. — Tis  seal'd ;  bear  this 

Enter  Servant, 

To  the  house  of  converts,  and  watch  your  leisure 

To  give  it  to  the  hands  of  Corombona, 

Or  to  the  matron,  when  some  followers 

Of  Brachiano  may  be  by.  Away.  [Exit  Servant. 

He  that  deals  all  by  strength,  his  wit  is  shallow : 

When  a  man's  head  goes  thro',  each  limb  will 

follow. 
The  engine  for  my  business,  boldCount  Lodowick ; 
Tis  gold  must  such  an  instrument  procure. 
With  empty  fist  no  men  do  falcons  lure. 
Brachiano,  I  am  now  fit  for  thy  encounter :    ^ 
Like  the  wild  Irish,  I'll  ne'er  think  thee  dead 
Till  I  can  play  at  football  with  thy  head. 
'^  Flectere  n  nequeosuperos^Acheronta  matebo. 

[Exit  MONTICELSO. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  the  Matnm,  and  Flamineo. 

Mat,  Should  it  be  known  the  duke  hath  soch 
recourse 
To  your  imprison'd  sister,  I  were  like 
To  mcur  much  damage  by  iL 

Flam.  Not  a  scruple. 
The  pope  lies  on  his  deatl»-bed,  and  their  heads 
Are  troubled  now  with  other  business 
Than  guarding  of  a  lady. 


Enter  Servant, 

Sen  Yonder*s  Flamineo  in  conference 
With  the  matron. — Let  me  speak  with  you ; 
I  would  entreat  you  to  deliver  for  me 
This  letter  to  the  fair  Vittoria. 

Mat.  I  shall,  sir, 

Ser,  With  all  care  and  secresy  ; 
Hereafter  you  shall  know  me,  and  receive 
Thanks  for  this  courtesy.  [Exit, 


Three  hundred  wolves  a  year  for  tribute  unto  thee : 
And  for  that  tribute  paid,  as  famous  may'st  thou  be, 
O  conquered  British  King,  by  whom  was  first  destroy*d 
The  multitude  of  wolves,  that  long  this  land  annoy'd." 


^*  Ten  laaiik.—- Ten  leash  is  ten  times  three. 
"  FUetere^Scc. — ^A  line  from  VirgiL 
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Flam,  How  now  ?  ^  bat's  that  ? 

Mat,  A  letter. 

Fiam,  To  mjr  sister  ?  Til  see  it  delivered. 

Enter  Bracqiano. 

Brach,  What's  that  you  read,  Flamineo  ? 

Flam.  Look. 

Brack.   Ha!    To  the  most  unfortuaatey  his 
best  respected  Vittoria. 
Who  was  tlie  messenger  ? 

Ftam.  I  know  not* 

Brack,  No  !  who  sent  it  ? 

Flam,  Uds'foot !  you  speak,  as  if  a  man 
Should  know  what  fowl  is  coffiu'd  in  a  bak'd  meat 
Afore  you  cut  it  up. 

Brack.  I'll  open't,  were't  her  heart.    What's 
here  subscrib'd  !    Florence  ! 
This  juggling  is  gross  and  palpable. 
I  tiave  found  out  the  conveyance.      Read  it, 
read  it. 

Flam.  Your  tears  Pll  turn  to  triumpk,  be  but 
mine : 
Tour  prop  iifaWn  :  I  pity^  that  a  vine, 
Whick  princes  heretofore  have  long'd  to  gather, 
Wanting  supporters,  note  should  Jade  and  wither. 
'Wine,  i'fuiti)  my  lord,  with  lees  would  serve  his 

turn. 
Tomr  sad  imprisonment  Til  soon  uncharm, 
And  vi'k  a  princely  uncontrolled  arm 
Lead  you  to  Florence,  where  my  love  and  care 
Shall  hang  your  wishes  in  my  silver  hair, 
A  baiter  on  his  strange  equivocation  ! 
Nor  for  my  years  return  me  the  sad  willow. 
Who  prefer  blossoms  before  fruit  thaVs  mellow  f 
Rotten,  on  my  knowledge,  with  lying  too  long 

i'th'  bed-straw. 
And  all  the  lines  of  age  this  line  convinces  : 
The  gods  never  wax  old,  no  more  do  princes. 


A  pox  on't,  tear  it ;  let's  have  no  atheists,  for 
God*s  sake. 
Brack.  Uds'death.     I'll  cut  her  into  atoms  * 
And  let  the  irregular  nortFi-wind  sweep  her  up, 
And  blow  her  into  his  nostrils:   where's  this 
whore  ? 
Flam.  What  ?  who  do  you  call  her  ? 
Brack.  Oh,  I  could  be  mad  ; 
^*  Prevent  the  curs'd  disease  sheMl  bring  me  to. 
And  tear  my  hair  off. — Where's  this  changeable 
stuff?  [yo"» 

Flam.  O'er  he^d  and  ears  in  water,  I  assure 
She  is  not  for  your  wearing. 
Brack.  No,  you  pander  ! 
Flam,  What  me,  my  lord  ?  am  I  your  dog  ? 
Brack.  A  blood-hound :  do  you  brave,  do  you 
stand,  me  ?  [eases,  run ; 

Flam,  Stand  you  |  let  tlu>se  that  have  dis« 
I  need  no  plaister. 

Brack,  Would  ^ou  be  kick'd  ? 
Flam.  Would  you  have  your  neck  broke? 
I  tell  you  duke,  '^  I  am  not  in  Russia; 
My  shins  must  be  kept  whole. 
Brack.  Do  you  know  me  ? 
Flam.  O  my  lord  !  methodically. 
As  in  this  wOrld  there  ore  decrees  of  evils; 
So  in  this  world  there  are  degrees  of  devils. 
YouVe  a  great  duke,  I  your  poor  secretwry. 
I  do  look  now  for  ^^  a  Spanish  fig,  or  an  Italian 
sallet,  daily. 
Brack,  Pander,  ply  your  convoy  and  leave 

your  prating. 
Flam,  All  your  kindness  to  me  is  like  that 
miserable  courtesy  of  Polyphemus  to  Ulysses : 
you  reserve  me  to  be  devoured  last ;  you  would 
dig  turfs  out  of  my  grave  to  feed  your  larks; 
that  would  be  musick  to  you.  Come,  I'll  lead 
you  to  her. 


^  Precent  tke  cursi'd  ditease  she'll  bring  me  to, 

And  tear  my  hair  off. — Meaning  the  lues  venerea,  which  makes  the  hair  come  off,  and  gave  occa« 
tion,  as  commonly  is  thought,  for  the  modem  use  of  the  peruke.      S.  P. 

^'  /  am  not  in  Russia ; 

My  d^M  must  be  kept  whAle.— It  appears  from  Giles  Fletcher's  Russe  Commonwealth,  1591,  p.  51, 
that,  on  determining  an  action  of  debt  m  that  country,  <<  the  partie  convicted  is  delivered  to  die  Ser- 
jeant, who  hath  a  writtc  for  his  warrant  ont  of  the  omce,  to  carry  him  to  the  Praveuslt,  or  Righter  of 
Justice,  if  presently  hee  pay  not  tlie  monie,  or  content  not  the  partie.  This  Praveush,  or  Kighter,  i» 
t  place  neare  to  the  office  :  where  such  as  have  sentence  passed  against  them,  and  refuse  to  pav  that 
which  is  adjudged,  are  beaten  with  great  cudgels  on  the  shinnes,  and  calves  of  their  Icgees.  Every 
tbrrnoone  from  ei^t  to  eleven  they  are  set  on  the  Praveush,  and  beate  in  this  sort  till  the  monie  be 
pajd.  The  afternoone  and  night  time  they  are  kepte  in  chaines  by  the  Serjeant :  except  they  put  la 
totkient  saerties  for  tiieir  appearance  at  the  Praveush  at  the  hower  appointed.  You  shall  see  fortie 
*f  fiftie  stand  tosether  on  the  Praveush  all  on  a  rowe,  and  their  shinnes  thvs  becudgelled  and  bebasted 
etery  morning  with  a  piteous  crie.  If  after  a  yearc's  standing  on  the  Praveush,  the  partie  will  not, 
«r  lacke  wherewithal!  to  satisfie  his  creditonr,  it  is  lavirfull  for  him  to  sell  his  wife  and  children,  eyther 
•Btright,  or  for  a  certaine  terme  of  yeares.  And  if  the  price  of  them  doo  not  amount  to  the  tiill  pay- 
■KBt,  tfaecretonr  may  take  them  to  bee  his  bondslaves,  for  yeares  or  for  ever,  according  as  the  value 
•f  the  debt  reqoircth." 

'*  A  S/MfniAA/g-.— Referring  to  tlic  custom  of  giving  poison'd  figs  to  tliose  who  were  the  objects 
otht/  01  the  Spanish  or  Italian  revenge.    See  Mr  Stecvens's  Note  on  King  Henry  V,  A.  3.  S.  6. 
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Brack,  Do  you  face  me  ? 

FLim,  O,  sir,  I  would  not  go  before  a  politick 
enemy  with  niy  back  towards  bim,  tho*  there 
were  behind  me  a  whirlpool. 

Enter  Vittoria  Corombona. 

Brack,  Can  you  read,  mistress  ?  look  upon 
that  letter : 
There  are  no  characters,  nor  hierogly plucks. 
You  need  no  comment,  lam  grown  your  receiver. 
God's  precious  !  you  shall  be  a  brave  great  lady, 
A  stately  and  advanced  whore. 

Vit.  Cor.  Say,  sir? 

Brack.  Come,  come,  let's  see  your  cabinet, 
discover 
Your  treasury  of  love-letters.    Death  and  furies ! 
ril  see  them  all. 

Vit,  Cor,  Sir,  upon  my  soul, 
I  have  not  any.     Whence  was  this  directed  ? 

Brack.  Confusion  on  your  politick  ignorance ! 
*^You  are  reclaim*d,  are  you?  TU  give  you 
And  let  you  fly  to  the  devil.  [the  bells, 

Flam,  Ware  hawk,  my  lord ! 

Vit,  Cor.  Florence !  this  is  some  treacherous 
plot,  my  lord ; 
To  me  he  ne'er  was  lovely  I  protest, 
So  much  as  in  mv  sleep. 

Brack,  Right !  they  are  plots. 
Your  beauty  !  O  ten  thousand  curses  o'nt ! 
'^  How  long  have  I  beheld  the  devil  in  crystal  ? 
Thou  hast  led  me,  like  an  heathen  sacriGce, 
With  musick,  and  with  fatal  yokes  of  floweirs, 
To  mv  eternal  ruin.    Woman  to  man 
Is  either  a  god,  or  a  wolf. 

Vit.  Cor.  My  lord. 

Brack.  Away! 
WeMl  be  as  dinering  as  two  adamants. 
The  one  shall  shun  the  other.   What !  dost  weep  ? 
Procure  but  ten  of  thv  dissembling  trade. 
We'll  furnish  all  the  Irish  funerals 
With  howling,  past  wild  Irish. 

Ffam.  Fie,  my  lord  ! 

Brack.  That  hand,  that  cursed  hand !  which 
I  have  wearied 
With  doating  kisses !  O  my  sweetest  dutchess  ! 
IIow  lovely  art  thou  now  !  thy  loose  thoughts 
Scatter  like  quicksilver:  I  was  bewitch'd ; 
For  all  the  world  speaks  ill  of  thee* 

Vit,  Cor.  No  matter, 
I'll  live  so  now,  I'll  make  that  world  recant. 
And  change  her  speeches.    You  did  name  your 
dutchess. 

Brack,  Whose  death  God  pardon  ! 

Vit.  Cor,  Whose  death  God  revenge 
On  thee,  most  godless  duke ! 


Flam,  Now  for  the  whirlwinds. 
Vit,  Cor.  What  have  I  gain*d  by  thee,  but 
infamy  ? 
Thou  hast  stain'd  the  spotless  honour  of  my  house. 
And  frighted  thence  noble  society : 
Like  those,  which,  sick  o'the  palsy,  and  retain 
IlUscenting  foxes  'bout  them,  are  still  shunn'd 
By  those  of  choicer  nostrils.    What  do  you  call 

this  house  ? 
Is  this  your  palace?  did  not  the  judge  stile  it 
A  house  of  penitent  whores  ?  who  sent  me  to  it  ? 
Who  hath  the  honour  to  advance  Vittoria 
To  this  incontinent  college  ?  is't  not  you  ? 
Is't  not  your  high  preferment  ?  go,  go  brag 
How  many  ladies  you  have  undone  like  me. 
Fare. you  well,  sir ;  let  me  hear  no  more  of  you. 
I  had  a  limb  corrupted  to  an  ulcer. 
But  I  have  cut  it  otf ;  and  now  I'll  go 
Weeping  to  heaven  on  crutches.    For  your  gifls^ 
I  will  return  them  all ;  and  I  do  wish 
That  I  could  make  you  full  executor 
To  all  my  sins.    O  that  I  could  toss  myself 
Into  a  grave  as  quickly :  for  alt  thou  art  worth 
I'll  not  shed  one  tear  more — Fll  burst  first. 

[Ske  throws  kerteif  upon  a  bed. 
Brack.  I  have  drunk  Lethe : 
Vittoria  1  my  dearest  happiness  !  Vittoria  ! 
What  do  you  ail,  my  lover  why  do  you  weep  ? 
Vit.  Cor.  Yes,  I  now  weep  pouyards,  do  you 

see? 
Brack.  Are  not  those  matchless  eyes  mine  ? 
Vit,  Cor,  I  had  rather 
They  were  not  matchless. 
Brack.  Is  not  this  lip  mine? 
Vit.  Cor.  Yes ;  thus  to  bite  it  off,  rather  than 

give  it  thee. 
Flam.  Turn  to  my  lord,  good  sister. 
Vit.  Cor.  Hence,  you  pander ! 
Flam.  Pander  I  am  I  the  author  of  your  sin  } 
Vit,  Cor.  Yes  :  he's  a  base  thief  that  a  thief 

let's  in. 
Flam,  We're  blown  up,  my  lord. 
Brack.  Wilt  thou  hear  me  ? 
Once  to  be  jealous  of  thee,  is  t'express 
That  I  will  love  thee  everlastingly, 
And  never  more  be  jealous. 

Vit.  Cor,  O  thou  fool, 
Whose  greatness  hath  by  much  o'ergrown  thy 

wit ! 
What  dar'st  thou  do,  that  I  not  dare  to  sufter, 
Excepting  to  be  still  thy  whore  ?  for  that, 
In  the  sea's  bottom  sooner  thou  shalt  make 
A  bonfire. 

Flam.  O,  no  oaths,  for  God's  sake ! 
Brack,  Will  you  hear  me  ? 


'^  You  art  recUwn%  mttfom?  VU  give  you  tke  htVU, 

And  let  youfty  to  tke  deml, — ^Allading  to  tlie  practice  of  fixinii:  bells  to  thelegs  of  hawks. 

'3  How  long  kave  Ilfekeld  tke  devil  in  crystal'/— The  Beril,  which  is  a  kind  of  cr>'»tal,  hath  a  wea^ 
tincture  of  red  in  it  Among  other  tricks  of  astrologers,  the  discovery  of  past  or  future  events  was 
supposed  to  be  the  consequence  of  looking  into  it.    See  Aubrey's  Miacettames,  p.  165.  edit  1731. 
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nt.  Car.  Never. 

Flam,  What  a  daum'd  impostbume  is  a  wo- 
man's will ! 
Can  uothiog  break  it  ?  fie,  fie,  my  lord, 
WomeD  li.r  caught  as  you  take  tortoises. 
She  most  be  tum*d  on  ber  back.    Sister,  by  this 

hand 
I  am  on  your  side.     Come^  come,  you  have 

wrong*d  her. 
What  a  strange  credulous  man  were  you,  my  lord, 
To  think  the  duke  of  Florence  would  love  her  ? 
Will  any  mercer  take  another's  ware 
When  once  *tis  tows'd  and  sullied?  and  yet, 
sister, 

¥ow  scorvily  this  frowardness  becomes  you  I 
OU114;  levereis  stand  not  long,  and  women's  anger 
Skoul't,  like  iheir  flight,  procure  a  little  sport :  * 
A  full  cry  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 
And  then  be  put  to  the  dead  squat. 

Brack.  Shall  these  eyes. 
Which  have  so  long  tiiue  dwelt  upon  your  face, 
Be  now  put  out  ? 

Flam.  No  cruel  landlady  i'tbe  world. 
Which  lends  fortli  groats  to  broom-men,  and 

takes  use 
For  tlu  tu,  wduld  do't. 

)i.t!:i1  tier,  my  lord,  and  kiss  her :  be  not  like 
A  irrii-c,  to  let  go  your  hold  with  blowing. 

Brack.  Let  us  renew  right  hands. 

ya.  Cor.  lleuce  ! 

Brack.  Never  shall  rage,  or  the  forgetful  wine. 
Make  me  commit  hke  fault. 

Flam.  Now  you  are  i'th'  way  on't,  follow  it 
hard. 

Brack.  Be  thou  at  peace  with  me;  let  all 
the  world 
Threaten  the  canon. 

Flam.  Mark  his  penitence ; 
Best  natures  do  commit  the  grossest  faults, 
When  they're  given  o'er  tojeadousy :  as  best  wine. 
Dying,  makes  strongest  vinegar.    I'll  tell  you  ; 
The   sea's  more  rough  and  raging  than  calm 

rivers, 
But  not  so  sweet,  nor  wholesome.     A  quiet 

woman 
Is  like  a  still  water  under  London-bridge ; 
A  man  may  ''  shoot  her  safely. 

Vii.  Car.  O  ye  dissembling  men ! 

Flam.  We  sock'd  that,  sister. 
From  women's  breasts,  in  our  first  infancy. 

Vit.  Car.  To  add  misery  to  misery  ? 

Brack.  Sweetest. 

Vii.  Car.  Am  I  not  low  enough  ? 
Ay,  ay,  your  good  heart  gathers  like  a  snow-ball, 
Mow  your  affection's  cold. 


Flam.  Ud'sfoot,  it  shall  melt 
To  a  heart  again,  or  all  the  wine  in  Rome 
Shall  run  o'th'  lees  tbr't. 

Vit.  Cor.  Your  dog  or  hawk  should  be  re- 
warded better 
Than  I  have  been :  I'll  speak  not  one  word  more. 

Flam.  Stop  her  mouth 
With  a  sweet  kiss,  my  lord. 
So,  now  the  tide's  turn*d,  Uie  vessel's  come  about*^ 
He's  a  sweet  armful.    O  we  currd-hair'd  men 
Are  still  most  kind  to  women.     This  is  well. 
Brack.  That  you  should  chide  thus  ! 
Flam,  O,  sir,  your  little  chimnies 
Do  ever  cast  most  smoke.    I  sweat  for  you. 
Couple  together  with  as  deep  a  silence,  * 

As  did  the  Grecians  in  theii  wooden  horse. 
My  lord,  supply  your  promises  with  deeds: 
You  know  that  painted  m^at  no  kungtrfudt. 
Brack.  Stay,  ungrateful  Rome. 
Flam.  Rome  !  it  deserves  to  be  call'd  Ba'r- 
bary,  for  our  villainous  usage. 

Brack.  Soft;  the  same  project  which  the  duke 
of  Florence, 
(Whether  in  love  or  guUery  I  know  not) 
Laid  down  for  her  escape,  will  JL  pursue. 
Flam.  And  no  time  titter  than  this  night,  my 
lord  : 
Tlie  pope  being  dead;  and  all  the  cardinab 

enter'd 
The  conclave,  for  th'  electing  a  new  pope; 
The  city  in  a  great  confusion ; 
We  may  attire  her  in  a  page's  suit, 
Lay  her  post-horses,  take  shipping,  and  aouua 
For  Padua. 
Brack.  I'll  instantly  steal  forth  the  prince 
Giovanni, 
And  make  for  Padua.    You  two  with  your  old 

mother. 
And  young  Marcello  that  attends  on  Florence, 
[f  you  can  work  him  to  it,  follow  me ; 
I  will  advance  you  all :  for  you,  Vittoria, 
Think  of  a  dutchess  title. 
Flam,  Lo'  you,  sister. 

Stay,  my  lord;  I'll  tell  you  fi  tale.  «?Thc 
crocodile,  which  lives  in  the  river  Nilus,  hath  a 
worm  breeds  i'th'  teeth  oft,  which  puts  it  to  ex- 
tream  ahguish :  a  little  bird,  no  bigger  than  a 
wren,  is  barber-surgeon  to  this  crocodile ;  ^ies 
into  the  jaws  oft,  picks  out  the  worm,  and  brings 
present  remedy.  The  fish,  glud  of  ease,  but 
ungruteful  to  her  that  did  it,  that  the  bird  nmy 
not  talk  largely  of  her  abroad  for  non-payment, 
closeth  her  chaps,  intending  to  swallow  her,  and 
so  put  her  to  perpetuaL  silence.  But  nature, 
loathing  such  ingratitude,  hath  arm'd  this  bird 
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—  ttUl  water  wnder  London-bridge  ; 
A  Mm  may  akotd  her  sqA^y*] — ^^o  tkoot  the  Bridge  was  a  term  n^ed  by  watermen,  to  sigipify  goins 
throofh  London-bridge  at  the  turning  of  the  tide.    Tiie  vessel  then  went  with  great  velocity,  and 
from  thence  it  probably  was  called  shooting. 
^  The  erocodUe,  wkick  Uve$,  ^iccj— ^ee  C.  Plinii  Stcundi  NaiuraUt  HistoruB,  lib.  viii.  chap.  !I5. 
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with  a  quill  or  prick  on  the  head  top,  which 
wounds  the  crocodile  i'th'  mouth,  forceth  her  to 
open  her  bloody  prison,  and  away  flies  the  pretty 
tooth-picker  from  her  cruel  patient. 

Brack.  Your  application  is;   I  have  not  re- 
warded 
The  service  you  have  done  me. 

Flum.  No,  my  lord. 
You  sister  are  the  crocodile :  you  are  blemish'd 
in  your  fame,  my  lord  cures  it.  And  though  the 
comparison  hold  not  in  every  particle ;  yet  ob- 
serve, remember,  what  good  the  bird  with  the 
prick  i^th'  head  hath  done  you ;  and  scorn  in- 
gratitude. 

It  may  appear  to  some  ridiculous 
Thus  to  talk  knave  and  madman;  and  sometimes 
Come  in  with  a  dry*d  sentence,  stuft  with  sage. 
But  this  allows  my  varying  of  shapes. 
Knaves  do  grow  great  by  being  great  men's  apes. 

[Ejeunt. 

Enter   Fbancisco    pe    Medicis,    Lodovico, 
Gasparo,  and  Embauadors, 

F.  de  Med,  So,  my  lord,  I  commend  your  di- 
ligence. 
Guard  well  the  conclave ;  and,  as  the  order  is, 
l,et  none  have  conference  with  the  cardinals. 
Lod.  I  shall,  my  lord :  room  for  the  ambas- 
sadors. 
Goi.  They're  wondrous  *'  brave  to-day :  wliy 
do  they  wear 
These  several  habits  ? 

Lod.  O,  sir,  they're  knights 
Of  several  orders. 

**Tha.t  lord  i'tli*  black  cloak,  with  the  silver  cross, 
Is  knight  of  Rhodes;  the'next,  ^^  knight  of  S. 

Michael; 
•♦That,  of  the  golden  fleece;  the  Frenchman 

there, 
*'  Knight  of  the  Holy  Ghost;  my  lord  of  Savoy 
^  Knight  ofrth'  nnnunciution ;  tlie  Englishman 
^^  Is  knit^ht  of  th*  honoured  garter,  dedicated 
Unto  their  saint,  S.  George.     I  could  describe 
•       to  you 


Their  several  institutions,  with  the  laws 
Annexed  to  their  orders ;  but  that  time 
Pennits  not  such  discovery. 

F.  de  Med.  Where's  Count  Lodowick  ? 

Lod.  Here,  my  lord. 

F.  de  Med.  Tis  o*th'  point  of  dinner  time; 
Marshal,  the  cardinal's  service. 

Lod,  Sir,  I  shall. 

Enter  Servants,  with  several  dishes  covered. 

Stand,  let  me  search  your  dish,  who's  this  for  ? 

Ser,  For  my  lord  cardinal  Monticelso. 

Lod,  Whose  this  ? 

Ser,  For  my  lord  cardinal  of  Bourbon. 

F,  Emb,  W  hy  doth  he  search  the  dishes  ?  to- 
observe 
what  meat  is  drest  ? 

E,  Emb,  No,  sir,  hut  to  prevent 
Lest  any  letters  should  be  conveyed  in. 
To  bribe  or  to  solicit  the  advHucenient 
Of  any  cardinal.     When  first  they  enter 
'Tis  lawful  for  the  ambassadors  ot*  princes 
To  enter  with  them,  and  to  make  their  suit 
For  any  man  their  prince  afi*tcteth  best; 
But  after,  till  a  general  election. 

No  man  may  speak  witii  them. 

Lod.  You  that  attend  on  the  lord  cardinals^ 
Open  the  window,  and  receive  their  viands. 

A  Car,  You  must  return  the  service ;  the  lord 
cardinals 
Are  busied  'bout  electing  of  a  pope, 
They  have  given  o'er  scrutiny,  and  are  fallen 
To  admiration. 

Lod,  Away,  away.  \A  cardinal  on  the  terrace. 

F,  de  Med,  I'll  lay  a  thousand  ducats  you  hear 

news 
Of  a  pope  presently.  Hark ;  surely  he's  elected : 
Behold  my  lord  of  Arragon  appears 
On  the  church  battlements. 

Arrag.  Annuntio  vobis  gaudium  magnum  r 
Reverendistimus  Cardinalis  Lorenzo  de  Monti" 
echo  elcctus  est  in  sedem  apuslolicam,  et  elegit 
sibi  nomen  Pautum  Quartum, 

Omnes.  Vivat  sunclus pater  Paulus  Qnartus ,' 


«•  Brate,—TiM,    See  Note  27  to  The  Second  Part  of  the  Honest  WhorCy  Vol.  I.  p.  578. 

^  That  lord  i'tk'  hlack  cloak,  with  the  silrer  cross. 

Is  Knight  of  Rhodes. — A  Knight  of  Khodes  was  formerly  called  A  Knight  of  St.  John  Jerusalem, 
and  now  A  Knight  of  Malta.  The  Order  was  instituted  some  time  before  the  conquest  of  Jerusalem 
by  the  Christians  in  1099.  Scgar  says,  tliat  '<  a  governor,  called  GerarduSy  commanded  that  he  and 
all  others  of  that  house  should  wear  a  white  cross  upon  a  black  garment,  which  was  the  originall  of  the 
Order,  and  ever  since  hatli  been  used."    Honoi"  Militartf  and  CitiU,  fol.  1601?,  p.  97. 

^}  Knight  qf  S,  Michael.— This  Order  was  erected  in  1469,  by  Lewis  XI.  King  of  France.    See 
Segar  on  Honor,  p.  83. 

^  T%ai,  qf  the  golden  fleece. — Instituted  by  Philip  the  Good,  Duke  of  Burgundy  and  Earl  of  Flan- 
ders, in  1429.    See  Segar,  p.  79. 

6<  Knight  qf  the  Holy  GAo«^— Instituted  by  Henry  III.  King  of  France  and  Poland,  in  the 
year  1579.    See  Segar,  p.  87. 

^  Knighi  qfthe  Anmunciaiion,— An  Order  begun  by  Amedes  Count  of  Savoy,  sumamed  I!  Verde, 
io  memory  of  Amedes  the  first  Karl,  who,  having  valorously  defended  the  Isle  of  Rhodes,  did  win 
.those  arms  now  borne  by  the  Dnkcs  of  Savoy.    See  Segar,  p.  85. 

67  Kmght  qf  the  honoured  G'«r^er.— Founded  by  King  Edward  III. 
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Vittoria,  mv  lord 

le  Med.  Weil :  what  of  ber  ? 

Is  fled  the  city^ 
k  Med.  Ha  ? 

With  the  duke  Brachiaiio. 
e  Med.  Fied !  wbere's  the  prince  Giovanni  ? 

Gone  with  bis  fiither. 
!e  Med.  Let  the  matrona  of  the  convertites 
3rehended :  fled  ?  O  damnable  1 
ortunate  are  my  wishes !    Why,  *twas  this 
laboured.    I  did  send  the  letter 
uct  him  what  to  do.  Thy  fame,  fond  duke, 
have  poisoned ;  directed  thee  the  way 
ury  a  whore ;  what  can  be  worse  ?   this 

follows, 
and  must  act  to  drown  the  passionate 

tongue, 
I  to  wear  a  sword,  and  prate  of  wrong. 

Enter  Monticelso  in  slate. 

1.  Cancedimus  vabis  apostolieatn  benedic' 
,  et  remUtionem  peccatorum. 
-d  reports  Vittoria  Corombona 
n  from  forth  the  house  of  convertites 
ichiano,  and  they're  fled  the  city, 
though  this  be  the  first  day  of  our  state, 
nnot  better  please  the  divine  power, 
o  sequester  from  the  holy  church 
(rursed  persons.  Make  it  therefore  known, 

denounce  excommunication 
t  them  both :  all  that  are  theirs  in  Rome 
ewise  banish.    Set  on.  [Exeunt, 

'e  Med.  Come,  dear  Lodovico. 
ive  ta'en  the  sacrament  to  prosecute 
»nded  murther. 

With  all  constancy, 
r,  I  wonder  you'll  ineage  yourself 
K>o,  beini;  a  great  pnnce. 
e  Med.  Divert  me  not. 
i  his  court  are  of  my  faction, 
»me  are  of  my  council.    Noble  friend, 
nger  shall  be  like  in  this  design. 
*ave,  part  of  the  glory  may  be  mine. 

[Exit  Francisco. 

Enter  Monticelso. 

«  Whf  did  the  duke  of  Florence  with 

such  care 
*  your  pardon  ?  say. 

Italian  beggars  will  resolve  you  that, 
ieg!^ng  of  an  alms,  bid  those  they  beg  of, 
d  for  their  own  sakes ;  or't  may  be, 
mds  his  bounty  with  a  sowing  hand  : 
ngs,  who  many  times  give  out  of  measure ; 
'  desert  so  much,  as  for  their  pleasure. 
.  I  know  you're  cunning.    Come,  what 

devil  is  that 
HI  are  raising  ? 

Devil!  my  lord? 
.  I  ask  you. 

>th  the  duke  employ  you,  that  his  bonnet 
ih  such  compliment  upon  his  knee, 
le  departed  from  you  ? 


Lod.    Why,  my  lord. 
He  told  me  of  a  resty  Barbary  horse 
Which  he  would  fain  have  brought  to  the  career. 
The  'sault,  and  the  ring  galliard.    Now,  my  lord, 
I  have  a  rare  French  rider. 

Man.  Take  you  heed. 
Lest  the  jade  break  your  neck.    Do  you  put 

me  off 
With  your  wild  horse-tricks  ? — Sirrah,  you  do  lie. 
O,  thou'rt  a  foul  black  cloud,  and  thou  do'st 

threat 
A  violent  storm. 

•  iorf.  Storms  are  i'th'air,  my  lord ; 
I  am  too  low  to  storm. 

Mon.  Wretched  creature ! 
I  know  that  thou  art  fashion'd  for  all  ill. 
Like  dogs,  that  once  get  blood,  they'll  ever  kill. 
About  some  murther?  was't  not? 

Lod.  I'll  not  tell  you : 
And  yet  I  care  not  greatly  if  I  do ; 
Marry  witji  this  preparation.    Holy  father, 
I  come  not  to  you  as  an  intelligencer. 
But  as  a  penitent  sinner.     What  I  utter 
Is  in  coniession  merely;  which  you  know 
Must  never  be  reveal'd. 

Mon.  You  have  o'erta'en  me. 

Xo(2.  Sir,   I  did  love  Brachiano's  dutchess 
dearly. 
Or  rather  I  pursued  her  with  hot  lust. 
Though  she  ne'er  knew  on't.    She  was  poison'd ; 
Upon  my  soul  she  was :  for  which  I  have  sworn 
T'avenge  her  murther. 

Mon,  To  the  duke  of  Florence  ? 

Lod,  To  him  I  have. 

Mon.  Miserable  creature ! 
If  thou  persist  in  this,  'tis  damnable. 
Do'st  thou  imagine,  thou  canst  slide  on  blood 
And  not  be  tainted  with  a  shameful  fall  ? 
Or,  like  the  black  and  melancholic  yew-tree, 
Do'st  think  to    root    thyself  in    dead  men's 

graves, 
And  yet  to  prosper  ?  Instruction  to  thee 
Comes    like   sweet   showers  to  over-harden'd 

ground: 
They  wet,  but  pierce  not  deep.    And  so  I  leave 

thee, 
With  all  the  furies  hanging  'bout  thy  neck. 
Till  by  thy  penitence  thou  remove  this  evil. 
In  conjuring  from  thy  breast  that  cruel  devil. 

Lod.  I'll  give  it  o*er.   He  says  'tis  damnable: 

[Exi^  Monticelso. 
Besides,  I  did  expect  his  suffrage, 
By  reason  of  Camillo's  death. 

Enter  Servant  and  Francisco  he  Medicis. 

F.  de  Med.  Do  you  know  that  count? 

Ser,  Yes,  my  lord. 

jP.  de  Med.  Bear  him  these  thousand  ducats 
to  his  lodging ; 
Tell  him  the  pope  bath  sent  them.    Happily 
That  will  confirm  more  than  all  the  rest.  [Exit, 

Ser.  Sir. 

Lod.  To  me,  sir  ? 
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Ser,  His  holiness  hatb  sent  you  a  thousand 

crowns, 
And  wills  you,  ifyoo  travrl,  to  make  him 
Your  patron  for  intelligence. 

Lod,  His  creature  ever  to  be  commanded. 
Why  now  'tis  come  about.     He  rail'd  upon  me ; 
Ami  yet  these  crowns  were  told  out,  and  laid 

ready, 
fiefore  he  knetv  my  voyage.    O  the  art, 
The  modest  form  of  greatness  !  that  do  sit, 
Like  brides  at  wedding-dinners,  with  their  looks 

turn'd 


From  the  least  wan tbn  jest,  their  pulinsr  stomachs 
Sick  of  the  modesty,  when  their  thoughts  are 

loose, 
Even  acting  of  those  hot  and  lustful  sports 
Are  to  ensue  about  midnight !  such  his  cunning! 
He    sounds    my    depth   thus    with    a   golden 

plummet ; 
I  am  doubly  arm'd  now.    Now  to  th'  act  of 

blood : 
There's  but  three  furies  found  in  spacious  hell ; 
But  in  a  great  man's  breast  three  thousand 

dwell. 


ACT   V. 


A  passage  over  Ihc  stage  of  Brachiano,  Fla- 

MINEO,   MaRCELLO,    HoRTENSIO,    CoROMfiO- 

KA,  Cornelia,  Zanche,  and  others. 

Flam.  In  all  the  weary  minutes  of  my  life, 
Day  ne*er  broke  up  till  now.  This  marriage 
Confirms  me  happy. 

Hot,  'Tis  a  good  assurance. 
Saw  you  not  yet  the  Moor  that's  come  to  court.? 

Flam,  Yes)  and  conferred  with  him  i'th'  duke's 
closet ; 
I  have  not  seen  a  goodlier  personage ; 
Nor  ever  talk'd  with  man  better  experienc'd 
In  state-afiairs,  or  rudiments  of  war. 
He  hath,  by  report,  serv'd  the  Venetian 
In  Candy  Uiese  twice  seven  years,  and  been  chief 
In  many  a  bold  design. 

Hor.  What  are  those  two 
That  bear  him  company  ? 

Flam,  Two  noblemen  of  Hungary,  that,  liv- 
ing in  the  emperor's  service  as  commanders, 
eight  years  since,  contrary  to  the  expectation  of 
all  the  court,  enter'd  into  religion,  into  the  strict 
order  of  Capuchins:  but,  being  not  well  settled 
in  their  undertaking,  they  left  their  order,  and 
retuni'd  to  court;  for  which,  being  after  trou- 
bled in  conscience,  they  vow'd  tlieir  service 
against  the  enemies  of  Christ,  went  to  Malta, 
were  there  knighted ;  and  in  their  return  back, 
at  this  great  solemnity,  they  are  resolved  for 
ever  to  forsake  the  world,  and  settle  themselves 
here  in  a  house  of  Capuchins  in  Padua. 

Hor.  'Tii  strange. 

17am.  One  thing  makes  it  so.  They  have 
vow'd  for  ever  to  wear,  next  their  bare  bodies, 
those  coats  of  mail  they  served  in. 

Hor,  Hard  penance ! 
Is  the  Moor  a  Christian  ? 

Flam,  He  is. 

Hor.  Why  proffers  he  his  service  to  our  duke  ? 

Flam,  Because  he  Understands  there's  like  to 
grow 
Some  war  between  us  and  the  duke  of  Florence, 
In  whicli  he  hopes  employment. 
I  never  saw  one  in  a  stern  bold  look 
Wear  more  command,  nor  in  a  lofty  phrase 


Express  more  knowing,  or  more  deep  contempt 
Of  our  slight  airy  courtiers.     He  talks 
As  if  he  had  traveled  all  the  prinCes  courts 
Of  Christendom;  in  all  things  strives  t'express. 
That  all,   that  should  dispute  with  him,  may 

know 
Glories,  like  glow-worms,  afar  off  shine  bright. 
But,  look'd  too  near,  liave  neitlier  heat  nor  light. 
The  duke. 

Enter  Brachiano,  Florence  disguised  like 
MuLiKASSAR,  LoDovico,  Antonelli,  Ga&- 
PARO,  hearing  their  swords  and  helmets. 

Brach,  Your  are  nobly  welcome.     We  have 
heard  at  full 
Your  honourable  service  'gainst  the  Turk. 
To  you,  brave  Mulinassar,  we  assign 
A  competent  pension;  and  afe  inly  sorry 
The  vows  of  those  two  worthy  gentlemen. 
Make  them  incapable  of  our  proffer'd  bounty. 
Your  wish  is,  you  may  leave  your  warlike  swords 
For  monuments  in  our  chapel.    I  accept  it, 
As  a  great  honour  done  me,  and  must  crave 
Your  leave  to  furnish  out  our  dutchess'  revels. 
Only  one  thhig,  as  the  last  vanity 
You  e'er  shall  view,  deny  me  not  to  stay 
To  see  a  barriers  preparM  to-night : 
You  shall  have  private  standings.   It  hath  pleas'd 
The  great  ambassadors  of  several  princes. 
In  their  return  from  Rome  to  their  own  countries, 
To  grace  our  marriage,  and  to  honour  me 
Witn  such  a  kind  of  sport. 

F.  de  Med.  I  shall  persuade  them 
To  stay,  my  lord. 
Set  on  there  to  the  presence. 

[Exeutit  Brachiano,  Flamineo, 
and  Marcello. 

Lod,  My  noble  lord^  most  fortunately  wel- 
come ; 

[The  conspirators  here  embrace. 
You  have  our  vows,  seal'd  with  the  sacrameot, 
To  second  your  attempts. 

Gas,  And  all  things  ready ; 
He  could  not  have  invented  his  own  ruin 
(Had  he  despair'd)  with  more  propriety. 

Lod,  You  would  not  take  my  way. 
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F.  de  Med.  Tis  better  ordered. 
Lod,  T'  have  poison'd  his  prajeF-book^  or  a 
pair  of  beads, 
^  The  pummel  of  his  saddle,  his  looking-glass. 
Or  th'  handle  of  his  racket.     O  that,  thnt ! 
That  while  he  had  been  bandying  at  tennis, 
He  might   have  sworn    himself   to    hell,    and 

*'  strook 
His  soul  into  the  hazard  !    O,  my  lord, 
I  would  have  our  plot  be  ingenious, 
And  have  it  hereafter  recorded  for  example^ 
Rather  than  borrow  example. 
F,  dt  Med,  There's  no  way 
More  speeding  than  this  thought  on. 
Lod.  On  then. 

F.  de  Med,  And  yet  methinks  that  this  re- 
venge is  poor, 
Because  it  steals  upon  liim  like  a  thief: 
To  have  ta*en  him  by  the  casque  in  a  pitcfa'd 

field. 
Led  him  to  Florence ! 

Lod,  It  had  been  rare. — And  there 
Have  crown*d  him  with  a  wreath  of  stinking 

garlick, 
V  have  shown  the  sharpness  of  his  government. 
And  rankness  of  his  lust. — But,  peace; 
Flamiiieo  comes. 

[Exeunt  Lodovico,  et  Antonem.i. 

Enter  Yi^kViivfjOy  Marcello,  /iii<i  Zanche. 

Mar.  Why  doth  this  devil  haunt  you,  say  ? 

Flam,  I  know  not : 
For  (by  this  light)  I  do  not  conjure  for  her, 
Tis  not  so  great  a  cunning  ns  men  think. 
To  raise  the  devil :  here's  one  up  already ; 
The  sr^atest  cunning  were  to  lay  him  down. 

Mar.  She  is  your  shame. 

Flam.  I  pr'ythee  pardon  her. 
In  faith,  you  see  women  are  like  to  burs, 
Where  their  affection  throws  them,  there  they'll 
stick. 

Zan.  That    is    my    countryman,    a    goodly 
person ; 
When  he's  at  leisure  I'll  discourse  with  him 
In  his  own  langunge.  [Exit  Zanche. 

Flam.  I  beseech  you  do : 
How  is't,  brave  soldier  ?    O  that  I  had  seen 
Some  of  your  iron  days  !  I  pray  relate 
Some  of  your  service  to  us. 

F.  de  Med.  *Tn  a  ridiculous  thing  for  a  man 
to  be  his  own  chronicle.  I  never  did  wash  my 
nottth  with  mine  own  praise,  for  fear  of  getting 
t  stiakiiig  breath. 


Mar.  You're  too  stoical.  The  duke  will- ex- 
pect other  discourse  from  you. 

F.  de  Med,  I  shall  never  flatter  him :  I  have 
studied  man  too  much  to  do  that.  What  differ- 
ence is  between  the  duke  and  I  ?  no  more  than 
between  two  bricks,  all  made  of  one  clay :  ouly't 
may  be  one  is  placed  on  the  top  of  a  turret,  the 
other  in  the  bottom  of  a  well,  by  mere  chance. 
If  I  were  placed  as  high  as  the  duke,  I  should 
stick  as  fast,  make  as  fair  a  shew,  and  bear  out 
weather  equally. 

Flam.  If  this  soldier  had  a  patent  to  beg  in 
chui-ches,  then  he  would  tell  them  stories. 

Mar.  I  have  been  a  soldier  too. 

F.  de  Med.  How  have  you  thriv'd  ? 

JMar,  Faith  poorly. 

F.  de  Med.  That's  the  misery  of  peace.  Only 
outsides  are  then  respected.  As  ships  seem  very 
great  upon  the  river,  which  shew  very  little  upon 
the  seas ;  so  some  men  i'th*  court  seem  Colossuses 
in  a  chamber,  who,  if  they  came  into  the  field, 
would  appear  pitiful  pigmies. 

Flam.  Give  me  a  fair  room  yet  hung  with 
arras,  and  some  great  cardinal  to  lug  me  by 
th'ears,  as  his  endear'd  mioion. 

F.  de  Med.  And  thou  niay'st  do  the  devil 
knows  what  villainy. 

Flam.  And  safely. 

F,  de  Med.  Right :  you  shall  see  in  the  coun- 
try, in  harvest-time,  pigeons,  though  they  de- 
stroy never  so  much  corn,  the  farmer  dare  not 
present  the  fowling-piece  to  them :  why  ?  be- 
cause they  belong  to  the  lord  of  the  manor; 
whilst  your  poor  sparrows,  that  belong  to  the 
Lord  of  heaven,  they  go  to  pot  for't. 

Flam,  I  will  now  give  you  some  politic  in- 
structions. The  duke  says  he  will  give  you  a 
Eension ;  that's  but  bare  promise ;  get  it  under 
is  hand.  For  I  have  known  men,  that  have 
come  from  serving  against  the  Turk,  for  three  or 
four  months  tliey  have  had  pension  to  buy  them 
new  wooden  legs,  and  fresh  plaisters ;  but,  afler, 
'twas  not  to  be  had.  And  tliis  miserable  cour- 
tesy shews,  as  if  a  tormenter  should  give  hot 
cordial  drinks  to  one  three  ouarters  dead  o'th' 
rack,  only  to  fetch  the  miserable  soul  again  to 
endure  more  dog-days. 

Enter  Hortensio,  a  young  Lord,  Zanche, 
and  two  more. 

How  now,  gallants  ?    what,  are  they  ready  for 

the  barriers?  [armour. 

Y.  Lord.  Yes,  the  lords  are  putting  ou  their 


••  T%e  pummel  of  his  saddle.— This  was  one  of  the  methods  put  in  practice  in  order  to  destroy  Queen 
Qiabeth.  In  the  year  1598,  Edward  Squire  was  convicted  of  anointing  the  pummel  of  the'Queen's 
ijuldle  with  poison,  for  which  he  was  afterwards  executed.  See  Camden's  Elizabeth,  p.  7i6» 
^  edit.  1659. 

* strook 

His  soul  into  the  hazard  ! — This  horrid  thought  is  found  in  too  many  of  our  antient  tragic  writers. 

See  Notes  on  Hamlet,  Shakspeare,  Vol.  X.  p.  316.  edit.  1778.      S. 
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Hor,  What's  he  ? 

Flam,  A  new  up^start ;  one  that  swears  like 
n  falconer,  ami  will  lie  in  the  duke*9  ear  day  by 
day,  like  a  maker  of  almanacks.  And  yet  I 
knew  hioi,  since  he  came  to  the  court,  smell 
worse  of  sweat  than  an  under  •  tennis-courts 
keeper. 

nor.  Look  you,  yonder's  your  sweet  mistress. 
Flam,  ^hou  art  my  swoni  brother :  I'll  tell 
thee,  I  do  love  that  Moor,  that  "witch,  very 
constrainedly.  She  knows  some  of  my  villainy : 
I  do  lotre  her  just  as  a  man  holds  a  wolf  by  the 
ears.  But  for  fear  of  turning  upon  me,  and 
pulling  out  my  throat,  I  would  let  her  go  to  the 
devil. 

Hor.  I  hear  she  claims  marriage  of  thee. 
Flam,  'Faith,  I  made  to  her  some  such  dark 
promise ;  and,  in  seeking  to  fly  fTt)m't,  I  run  on, 
like  a  frighted  dog  with  a  bottle  at*s  tail,  that 
fain  would  bite  it  off,  and  yet  dares  not  look 
behind  him.    Now,  my  precious  gipsey. 

Zan.  Ay,  your  love  to  me  rather  cools  than 
beats. 
'    Flam,  Marry,  T  am  the  sounder  lover;  we 
have  many  wenches  about  the  town  heat  too 
fast. 

Hor,  What  do  you  tliink  of  these  perfum'd 

gallants,  then? 
Flam,  Their  sattin  cannot  save  tbetn.    I  am 
confident 
They  have  a  certain  spice  of  the  disease ; 
For  they  that  sleep  with  dogs,  shall  rise  with 
flca5. 
Zan,  Believe  it!    a  little  painting  and  gay 
clonths 
Make  you  loath  me. 

Flam,  liow,  love  a  lady  for  painting  or  gay 
apparel  ?  I'll  unkennel  one  example  more  for 
thee,  ^sop  had  a  foolish  dog  that  let  go  the 
flesh  to  catch  the  shadow :  I  would  have  cour- 
tiers be  better  divers. 

Zan,  You  remember  your  oaths  ? 
Flam.  Lovers'  oaths  are  like  mariners'  prayers, 
uttered  in  extremity:  but  when  the  tempest  is 
o'er,  and  that  the  vessel  leaves  tumbling,  they 
fall  from  protesting  to  drinking.  And  yet, 
amongst  gentlemen,  protesting  and  drinking  go 
together,  and  agree  as  well  as  shoe-makers  and 
Westphalia  bacon.  They  are  both  drawers  on; 
for  drink  draws  on  protestation,  and  protestation 
draws  on  more  drink.  Is  not  this  discourse  bet- 
ter now  than  the  morality  of  your  sun-burnt 
gentleman  ? 

Enter  Cornelia. 

Cor,  Is  this  your  perch,  you  bagganl .?  fly  to 

^  the  stews. 
Flam,  You  shoiid  be  clapt  by  th'  heels  now : 

strike  i'th  court  ? 
Zan,  She's  s^ood  for  notlijng,  but  to  make  her 
maids 
Catch  cold  a-nights :  tliey  dare  not  use  a  bed-staiF, 
For  fear  of  her  light  fingers. 


Mar,  You^re  a  strumpet, 
An  impudent  one. 

Flam,  Why  do  you  kick  her,  say  ? 
Do  you  think  that  she*8  like  a  walnut-tree  ? 
Must  she  be  cudgel'd  ere  she  bear  good  fruit 

Mar.  She  brags  that  you  shall  marry  her. 

Flam.  What  then? 

Mar,  1  had  rather  she  were  pitch'd  upo 
stake. 
In  some  new  seeded  garden,  to  aflright 
Her  fellow  crows  thence. 

Flam,  You're  a  boy,  a  fool ; 
Be  guardian  to  your  bound :  I  am  of  age. 

Mar.  If  I  take  her  near  you,  I'll  cut  ber  thr 

Flam,  With  a  fan  of  feathers? 

Mar.  And,  for  you,  I'll  whip 
This  folly  from  you. 

Flam,  Are  you  cholerick  ? 
I'll  purge  it  with  rhubarb. 

Hor.  O,  your  brother ! 

Flam,  Hang  him. 
He  wrongs  me  most,  that  ought  t'  offend 

least ; 
I  do  suspect  my  mother  play'd  foul  play. 
When  she  conceiv'd  thee. 

Mar,  Now,  by  all  my  hopes. 
Like  the  two  slaughtered  sons  of  Oedipus, 
The  very  flames  of  our  afl'ection 
Shall  tuni  two  ways.    Those  words  Fll  n 

thee  answer 
With  thy  heart's  blood. 

Flam,  Do,  like  the  geese  in  the  progress 
You  know  where  you  shall  find  me. 

Mar.  Very  good ; 
An'  thou  be'st  a  noble  friend,  bear  bim  my  sv 
And  bid  hiin  fit  the  length  on't. 

Y,  Lord,  Sir,  I  shall. 

Zan,  He  comes.     Hence  petty  thought 
my  disgrace ; 
I  ne'er  lov'd  my  complexion  till  now, 

Enter  Francisco. 

'Cause  I  may  boldly  say,  without  a  blush, 
I  love  you. 

Flam,  Your  love  is  untimely  sown ; 
There's  a  spring  ot  Michaelmas,  but  'tis  I 

famt  one : 
I  am  sunk  in  years,  and  I  have  vow'd  nev 
marry. 

Zan,  Alas !  poor  maids  get  more  lovers 
husbands : 
Yet  you  may  mistake  my  wealth.  For,  as ' 
embassadors  are  sent  to  congratulate  pri 
there*s  commonly  sent  along  with  them  a 
present,  so  that,  tho'  the  prince  like  not  thi 
bnssador's  person,  nor  words,  yet  he  like« 
of  the  presentment ;  so  I  may  come  to  y< 
the  same  manner,  and  be  better  lov'd  fo 
.dowry  than  my  virtue. 

Fran,  I'll  think  on  the  motion. 

Zan.  Do ;  1*11  now  detain  you  no  longer, 
your  better  leisure 
I'll  tell  you  things  shall  startle  your  blood  : 
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Nor  blftme  me  that  this  passion  I  reveal ; 
LoTer%  die  inward  that  their  flames  conceal. 
Fram.  Of  all  intelligence  tliis  may  prove  the 

best: 
Sure  I  shall  draw  strange  fowl  from  this  foul 

nest.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Marccllo  and  CoaNELiA. 

Cor,  I  hear  a  whispering  all  about  the  cotirt, 
You  are  to  fight :  who  is  your  opposite  ? 
Wkit  is  the  quarrel  ? 

Mar,  Tis  an  idle  rumour.  [well 

Cor,  Will  you  dissemble  ?   sure  you  do  not 
To  flight  me  thus :  you  never  look  thus  pale, 
But  when  you  are  most  angry.     I  do  charge  you, 
Upon  my  blessing;  nay  I'll  call  the  duke. 
And  he  shall  school  you. 

Mar,  Publish  not  a  fear. 
Which  would  convert  to  laughter :  'tis  not  so. 
Was  not  this  crucifix  my  father's  ? 

Cor,  Yes. 

Mar,  I  have  heard  you  say,  giving  my  bro- 
ther suck. 
He  took  the  crucifix  between  his  hands, 

Enter  Flamikeo. 

And  broke  a  limb  off. 

Cor.  Yes ;  but  'tis  mended. 

Fiitm,  I  liave  brought  your  weapon  back. 

[FLAifiNEO  runs  Marcello  through. 

Cor,  Ha,  oh  my  horror ! 

Mar,  You  liave  brought  it  home,  indeed. 

Cor.  Help,  oh  lie's  murder'd  ! 

Flam,  Do  you  turn  your  gall  up  ?  I'll  to  sanc- 
tuary. 
And  send  a  surgeon  to  you.    [Exit  Flamiveo. 

Enter  Hortensio. 

Hot.  How,  o'th'  ground  ? 

Mar.  O  mother,  now  remember  what  1  told 
Of  breaking  off  the  crucifix.     Farewel. 
There  are  some  sins,  which  heaven  doth  duly 

punish 
In  a  whole  family.    This  it  is  to  rise 
Bt  all  dishonest  means.    Let  all  men  know, 
Tnat  tree  shall  long  time  keep  a  steady  foot. 
Whose  branches  spread  no  wider  than  the  root. 

[Die,. 

Cor.  O  my  perpetual  sorrow  ! 

Hot.  Virtuous  Marcello  !  [shall. 

He's  dead.     Pray  leave  him,  lady :  come,  you 

Cor,  Alas !  he  is  not  dead ;  he*s  in  a  trance. 


Why  here's  nobody  shall  get  any  thing  by  his 

death. 
Let  me  call  him  again,  for  God's  sake ! 

Hor,  I  would  you  were  deceiv'd. 

Cor.  O  you  abuse  me,  you  abuse  me,  you 
abuse  me  !  how  miuiy  have  gone  away  thus,  for 
lack  of 'tendance?  rear  up's  head,  rear  up's  head : 
his  bleeding  inward  will  kill  him. 

Hor,  You  see  he  is  departed. 

Cor.  Let  me  come  to  him ;  give  me  him  as  he 
is ;  if  he  be  tum'd  to  earth,  let  me  but  give  him 
one  hearty  kiss,  and  you  shall  put  us  both  into 
one  coffin.  ^^ Fetch  a  looking-glass;  see  if  his 
breath  will  not  stain  it ;  or  pull  out  some  fea- 
thers from  my  piilotv,  and  lay  them  to  his  lips ; 
will  you  lose  him  for  a  little  pains  taking  f 

Hor.  Your  kindest  office  is  to  pray  for  him. 

Cor.  Alas !  I  would  not  pray  for  him  yet.  He 
may  live  to  lay  me  i'th'  ground,  and  pray  for  me, 
if  you'll  let  me  come  to  him. 

Enter  Brack iano  all  arnCd,  save  the  beaver^ 
pjith  Flamikeo,  and  Page. 

Brach.  Was  this  your  handy-work  ? 

Fiatn.  It  was  my  misfortune. 

Cor,  He  lies,  he  lies;  he  did  not  kill  him: 
these  have  kill'd  him,  that  would  not  let  him  be 
better  look'd  to. 

Brach,  Have  comfort,  my  griev*d  mother. 

Cor.  O  you  screecli-owl ! 

Hor,  Forbear,  good  madam. 

Cor,  Let  roe  go,  let  me  go. 
[She  runs  to  Flamineo  with  her  knife  drawn^ 
and  coming  to  him  lets  it  fall. 
Tlie  God  of  heaven  forgive  thee !     Do'st  not 

wonder 
I  pray  for  thee  ?  I'll  tell  thee  what's  the  reason  : 
I  nave  scarce  breath  to  number  twenty  minutes; 
I'd  not  spend  that  in  cursing.     Fare  thee  well : 
Half  of  thyself  lies  there;  and  may'st  thou  live 
To  fill  an  hour-glass  with  his  moulder'd  ashes, 
To  tell  how  thou  should'st spend  the  time  to  come 
In  blest  repentance ! 

Brach,  Mother,  pray  tell  me  [rel  ? 

How  came  he  by  his  death  ?  what  was  the  quar- 

Cor.  Indeed,  my  younger  boy  presum'd  too 
much 
Upon  his  manhood,  gave  him  bitter  words. 
Drew  his  sword  first ;  and  so,  I  know  not  how. 
For  I  was  out  of  my  wits,  he  fell  with's  head 
Just  in  my  bosom. 

Page.  This  is  not  true,  madam. 


^®  Feteh  a  lookimg-glaMi,  ^c— So,  Shakspeare  in  King  Letw,  A*  5.  S.  3 : 


a 


— Lend  me  a  looking-gUus ; 
If  that  her  kretdh  will  misi  or  f^otii  the  stone. 
Why,  then  she  lives. 
TluMfeaiker  stkn  ;  she  lives !  if  it  be  so , 
It  is  a  chance  that  does  redeem  all  sorrows 
That  ever  I  have  tielt." 
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Cor,  I  pr'ythee  pence. 
One  arrow's  graz*d  Hiready :  it  were  vain 
T'  lose  this;  tor  that  will  ne*er  be  found  again. 

Brack.  Go  bear  the  body  to  Cornelians  lodging : 
And  we    command    that    none   acquaint   our 

dufchess 
With  this  sad  accident.     For  you,  Flamineo, 
Ileark  you,  I  will  not  grant  your  pardon. 

Flam,  No? 

Brack.  Only  a  lease  of  your  life;  and  that 
shall  last 
But  for  one  day.    Thou  shalt  be  forced  each 

evening 
To  renew  it,  or  be  hang'd. 

Fiam,  At  your  pleasure. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Francisco. 

Your  will  is  law  now,  1*11  not  meddle  with  it. 

[Lodovico  sprinklet  Bkachiano*s 
beaver  with  a  poison. 
Brack,  You  once  did  brave  me  in  your  sister^s 
lodging; 
111  now  keep  you  in  awe  for't.    Where's  our 
heaver  ? 
F,  de  Med.  He  calls  for  his  destruction.  No- 
ble youth, 
I  pity  thy  sad  fate.    Now  to  the  barriers. 
This  shall  his  passage  to  the  black  lake  further  ; 
The  last  good  deed  he  did,  he  pardoned  murder. 

[Exeunt. 
Ckarges  and  skouts,     Tkey  "^^figkt  at  tutrrien, 
Jirst  tingle  pairtf  then  ikree  to  tkree. 

Enter  Brachiano  and  Flam ineo,  witk  otkert. 

Brack.  An  armorer !  ud's  death,  an  armorer ! 
Flam,  Armorer !  where's  the  armorer  ? 
!Brack.  Tear  off  my  beaver. 
Flam,  Are  you  hurt,  my  lord  ? 
Brack.  O  my  brain*s  on  fire. 

Enter  Armorer, 

The  helmet  is  poison*d. 

Arm.  My  lord,  upon  my  soul. — 
Brack,  Away  with  him  to  torture. 

There  are  some  great  ones  that  have  hand  in  this. 

And  near  about  me.. 

Enter  Vittoria  Corombona. 
Vit,  Cor,  O !  my  lov*d  lord  poison'd  ? 


Flam,   Remove  the  bar:  here's  nnfortanate 
revels. 
Call  the  physicians. 

Enter  two  Pki/siciatu* 

A  plague  upon  you  ! 

We  have  too  much  of  your  cunning  here  already: 

I  fesir  the  ambassadors  are  likewise  poison*d. 

Brack,  Oh !  I  am  gone  already.  1  he  infection 
Flies  to  the  brain  and  heart.  O  thou  strong  heart, 
rhere*s  such  a  covenant  *tween  the  world  and  it. 
They  Ve  loath  to  break. 

Gio,  O  my  most  lov*d  father ! 

Brack,  Remove  the  boy  away  : 
W here's  this  good  woman  ?  bad  I  infinite  worlds. 
They  were  too  little  for  thee.   Must  I  leave  thee? 
What  say  you,  screech-owls,  is  the  venom  mortal  ? 

PA^.  Most  deadly. 

Brack.  Most  corrupted  politick  hangman  ! 
You  kill  without  book ;  but  your  art  to  save 
Fails  you  as  oft  as  great  men's  needy  friends. 
I  that  have  given  lite  to  offending  slaves. 
And  wretched  murderers,  have  I  not  power 
To  lengthen  mine  own  a  twelve-month  ? 
Do  not  kiss  me,  for  I  shall  poison  thee. 
This  unction  is  sent  from  the  great  duke  of 
Florence. 

F.  de  Med.  Sir,  be  of  comfort. 

Brack.  ^^  O  thou  soft  natural  death  !  that  art 
joint-twin 
To  sweetest  slumber ! — no  rough-bearded  coknet 
Stares  on  thy  mild  departure  ;  the  dull  owl 
Beats  not  against  thy  casement ;  the  hoarse  wolf 
Scents  not  thy  carion.     Pity  winds  thy  corse, 
Whilst  horror  waits  on  princes. 

Vit.  Cor.  I  am  lost  for  ever ! 

Brack.  How  miserable  a  thing  it  is  to  die 
*Monght  women  howling !  what  are  those  ? 

Flam.  Franciscans. 
They  have  brought  the  extreme  unction. 

Brack,  On  pain  of  death  let  no  man  name 
death  to  roe ; 
It  is  a  word  most  infinitely  terrible> 
Withdratv  into  our  cabinet. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Francisco  and  Flamimeo. 

Flam.  To  see  what  solitariness  is  about  dying 
princes  !  as  heretofore  they  have  unpeopled 
towns,  divorc'd  friends,  and  made  great  houses 
uuhospitable ;  so   now,    O  justice!   whert;  are 


7'  Fight  ai  barrier$, — '^  Barriers  (iVom  the  French  Barres)  signifies  with  us  that  which  the  French 
call  jeu  de  BarreSf  (pakfstramy)  a  martial  sport  or  exercise  of  men  armed,  and  fighting  together  with 
short  swords  within  certain  limits  or  lists,  whereby  they  are  severed  from  the  beholders.'* — Cowbl. 

''  This  exercise  was  formerly  much  in  request  m  England,  but  now  is  laid  aside." — Blount. 

^*  O  thou  9qft  naturml  death  1  ^rc. — Blr  Steevens  introduces  this  passage  as  somewhat  parallel  to  the 
following  in  Shakspeare's  CyM^/tn^,  A.  4.  S.  S : 

"  Why  he  bnt  sleeps : 
If  he  be  gone,  he'll  make  his  grave  a  bed : 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted, 
And  worms  urill  not  come  to  thee." 
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their  flatterers  now  ?  flatterers  are  but  the  sha- 
dows of  princes  bodies,  the  least  thick  cloud 
makes  thim  invisible. 

F.  de  Med.  There's  great  moan  made  for  him. 

Flam.  'Faith,  for  some  few  hours,  salt-water 
will  run  most  plentifully  in  every  oitice  o*(h' 
court.  But,  believe  it,  most  of  them  do  but 
weep  over  their  step-mother's  grave. 

F.  de  Med,  How  mean  you  ? 

Flam.  Why  they  dissemble,  as  some  men  do 
that  live  within  compass  o'th'  verge. 

F.  de  Med,   Come,   you   have  thriv'd  well 
under  him. 

FUim.  'Faith,  ^'  like  a  wolf  in  a  woman's 
breast :  I  have  been  fed  with  poultry;  but  for 
money,  understand  me,  I  had  as  good  a  will  to 
cozen  him  as  e'er  an  officer  of  them  all :  but  I 
had  not  cunning  enough  to  do  it. 

F.  de  Med,  What  didiit  thou  think  of  him? 
'fnith,  speak  freely. 

Flam.  He  was  a  kind  of  statesman,  that 
would  sooner  have  reckou'd  how  many  cannon- 
builets  be  had  discharged  against  a  town,  to 
count  his  ex  pence  that  way,  than  how  many  of 
his  valiant  and  deserving  subjects  he  lost  before  it. 

F.  de  Med,  O,  speak  well  of  the  duke. 

Flam.  I  have  done. 
Wilt  bear  some  of  my  court-wisdom  ? 

Enter  Lodovico. 

To  reprehend  princes  is  dangerous ;  and  to  over- 
coramend  some  of  them  is  palpable  lying. 

F.  de  Med.  How  is  it  with  the  duke  ? 

Lod.  Most  deadly  ill. 
He's  fall'n  into  a  strange  distraction : 
He  talks  of  battles  and  monopolies, 
Levying  of  taxes;  and  from  that  descends 
To  the  most  brain-sick  language.     His  mind 

fastens 
On  twenty  several  objects,  which  confound 
Deep  sense  with  folly.    Such  a  fearful  end 
May  teach  some  men,  that  bear  too  lofty  crest, 
Tbo'  they  live  happiest,  yet  they  die  not  best. 
He  bathconferr'd  the  whole  state  of  the  dukedom 
Upon  your  sister,  till  tlie  prince  arrive 
At  mature  age. 

Flam.  There's  some  good  luck  in  that  yet. 

F.  de  Med.  See,  here  he  comes. 

Lnter  Brachiano,  presented  in  a  bed,  Vit- 
TORiA  and  others. 

There's  death  in's  face  already. 

Vit.  Cor.  O  my  good  lord  ! 
^  Brack.  Away,  you  have  abus'd  me : 
You  have  convev'd  coin  forth  our  territories, 
BoQieht  and  sold  othces,  oppress*d  the  poor. 
And  I  ne'er  dreamt  on't.    Make  up  your  ac- 
counts ; 


I'll  now  be  my  own  steward. 

F,  de  Med.  Sir,  have  patience. 

Brack.  Indeed,  I  am  to  blame : 
For  did  you  ever  hear  the  dusky  raven 
Chide  blackness  ?  or  was't  ever  known  the  devil 
Rail'd  aguiust  cloven  creatures? 

Vit.  Cor.  O  my  lord  ! 

Brack.  Let  me  have  some  quails  to  supper. 

Flam.  Sir,  you  shall. 

Brack,  No,  some  fry'd  dog-fish;  your  quaib 
feed  on  poison. 
That  old  dog-fox,  tl^iat  politician,  Florence  i 
I'll  forswear  hunting,  and  turn  dog-killer. 
Rare  !  I'll  be  friends  with  him ;  for,  mark  you, 

sir,  one  dog 
Still  sets  another  a  barking.    Peace,  peace, 
Yonder's  a  fine  slave  come  in  now. 

Flam.  Where? 

Brack.  Why,  there. 
In  a  blue  bonnet,  and  a  pair  of  breeches 
With  a  great  cod-piece.     Ha,  ha,  Im; 
Look  you,  his  cod-piece  is  stuck  full  of  pins. 
With  pearls  o'th'  head  of  them.     Do  not  yoa 
know  him  ? 

Flam.  No,  my  lord. 

Brack.  Why  'tis  the  devil ; 
I  know  him  by  a  great  rose  he  wears  on's  shoe. 
To  hide  his  cloven  foot :  I'll  dispute  with  him. 
He's  a  rare  linguist. 

Vit,  Cor,  My  lord,  here's  nothing. 

Brack,  Nothing !  rare !  nothing  ?  when  I  want 
money. 
Our  treasury  is  empty,  there  is  nothing; 
I'll  not  be  used  thus. 

Vit,  Cor,  O !  lie  still,  my  lord. 

Brack,   See,    see,    Flamineo   that  kill'd  his 
brotlier 
Is  dancing  on  the  ropes  there;  and  he  carries 
A  money-bag  in  each  band,  to  keep  him  even. 
For  fear  of  breaking's  neck.    And  there's  a 

lawyer. 
In  a  gown  whipp'd  with  velvet,  stares  and  gapes 
When  the  money  will  full.    How  the  rogue  cuts 

capers  ! 
It  should  have  been  in  a  halter. 
'Tis  there ;  what's  she  ? 

Flam.  Vittoria,  my  lord. 

Brack.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  her  hair  is  sprinkled  with 
arms  powder,  that  makes  her  look  as  if  she  had 
sinn'd  in  the  pastry.    What's  he? 

Flam,  A  divine,  my  lord. 

[Brachiano  seems  kere  near  kis  end;  Lodo- 
vico and  Gasparo,  tn  tke  habit  of  Capu^ 
chins,  present  kim  in  kis  bed  witk  a  crucifix 
and  kalkno^d  candle. 

Brack,  He  will  be  drunk,  avoid  him :  th*  ar- 
gument 
Is  fearful,  when  churchmen  stagger  in*t. 


^^  Likf  a  tto^tn  a  woman*  t  breaet, The  extraordinary  crarings  of  women  during  their  pregnancy 

^tn  anciently  accounted  for  by  supposing  some  voracious  animal  to  be  within  them.      S. 
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Look  yon,  six  grey  cats  that  have  lost  their  tails 
Crawl  up  the  pillow ;  send  for  a  rat-catcher : 
m  do  a  miracle,  Fll  free  the  court 
From  all  foul  vermine.    Where's  Flamineo  ? 

Flam,  I  do  not  like  that  he  names  roe  so  often, 
Especially  on's  death-bed ;  'tis  a  sign 
I  shall  not  live  long :  see,  he's  near  his  end. 

Lod,  Pray  give  us  leave;    attende,  domine 
Brachiano. 

Flam,  See,  see  how  firmly  he  doth  fix  his  eye 
Upon  the  crucifix. 

Vit.  Cor,  O,  hold  it  constant. 
It  settles  his  wild  spirits;  and  so  bis  eyes 
Melt  into  tears. 

Lod.  Dom'ine  Brachiane,  solebas  in  hello  tu- 

>wf /tM  esse  tuo  clypeo,  nunc  hunc  clypeum  hosti  tuo 

opponat  infernali,  [The  crucifix. 

Gas.  Cilim  hatta  voluisti  in  hello ;  nunc  hanc 
sacram  haitam  vihrabis  contra  hottem  animarum. 


^^The  ballow'd  taper. 
xiwa 


Lod.  Attende^  dominenrachiane,  si  nunc  quo- 
que  prohas  ea,  qua  tunt  inter  nos,  Jlecte  caput 
in  dextrum. 

Gas.  E»to  securuSf  domine  Brachiane :  cogi- 
tUf  quantum  haheas  meritorum  :  denique  memi- 
uerit  meam  animam  pro  tua  oppignoratam  ti  quid 
esset  periculi. 

Lod.  Si  nunc  quoquc  prohas  ea,  qua  acta  sunt 
inter  nos,  Jlecte  caput  in  Unrnm, 
He  is  departing  t  pray  stand  all  apart, 
And  let  us  only  whisper  in  his  ears 
Some  private  meditations,  which  our  order 
Permits  you  not  to  hear. 

[Here  the  rest  heine  departed,  Lodovico 
and  Gasparo  discover  themselves, 

Oas,  Brachiano. 

Lod.  Devil  Brachiano, 
Thou  art  damn*d. 

Gas.  Perpetually. 

Lod.  A  slave  condemn*d,  and  given  up  to  the 
gallows, 
Is  thy  great  lord  and  master. 

Gas,  True;  for  thou 
Art  given  up  to  the  devil. 

Lid,  O,  you  slave  ! 
You  that  were  held  the  famous  politician, 
Whose  art  was  poison. 

Gas,  And  whose  conscience  murder. 

Lod,  That  would  have  broke  your  wife^s  neck 
down  the  stairs, 
Ere  she  was  poison'd. 

Gas,  That  had  your  villainous  sallets. 

Lod,  And  fine  embroider*d  bottles,  and  per- 
fumes 
Equally  mortal  with  a  winter  plague. 

Gas,  Now  there's  mercury. 

Lod,  And  copperass. 

Gas,  And  quicksilver. 


Lod,  With  other  devilish  apothecary  stoff, 
A  melting  in  your  politic  brains:  do*st  liearf 

Gas,   \  his  is  Count  Lodovico. 

Lod,  This  Gasparo; 
And  thou  shalt  die  like  a  poor  rogue. 

Gas,  And  stink 
Like  a  dead  fly-blown  dog. 

Lod,  And  be  foi'gotten   before  thy   funeral 
sermon. 

Brach,  Vittoria  !   Vittoria  ! 

Lod,  O,  tlie  cursed  devil 
Comes  to  himself  again  :  we  are  undone. 

Enter  Vittoria  Corombona,  Francisco  de 
Medicis,  and  the  Attendants, 

Gas,  Strangle  him  in  private.     What!   will 
you  call  him  again 
To  live  in  treble  torments  ?  for  charity, 
For  christian  charity,  avoid  the  chamber. 

{^Exeunt, 
Lod,  You  would  prate,  sir.    This  is  a  true 
love-knot 
Sent  from  the  duke  of  Florence. 

[Bracuiano  is  strangled. 
Gas,  What,  is  it  done  ? 
Lod,  The  snuff  is  out.     No  woman-keeper 
i'the  world, 
Tho'  she  had  practis'd  seven  years  at  the  pest- 
house. 
Could  have  don't  quaintlier.     My  lords,  he*s 
dead. 
Omnes.  Rest  to  his  soul ! 


dy 


They  return. 


Vit.  Cor,  O  me !  this  place  is  hell. 

[Exit  Vittoria  Corombona. 
F,  de  Med   How  heavily  she  takes  it ! 
Flam.  O  yes,  yes ; 
Had  women  navigable  rivers  in  their  eyes, 
They  would  dispend  them  all ;  surely,  I  wonder 
Why  we  should  wish  more  rivers  to  the  city. 
When  they  sell  water  so  '*good  cheap.     Ill 

tell  thee, 
These  are  but  moonish  shades  of  griefs  or  fears : 
There's  nothing  sooner  dry  than  women's  tears. 
Why  here's  an  end  of  all  my  harvest ;  he  lias 

given  me  nothing. 
Court  promises !    let   wise   men  count   them 

cursM ; 
For  while  you  live,  he  that  scores  best,  pays 
worst. 
F,  de  Med,  Sure,  this  was  Florence  doing. 
FUtm,  Very  likely. 
Those  are  found  weighty  strokes  which  come 

from  th'  handy 
But  those  are  killing  strokes  which  come  from 

tb'  head. 
O  the  rare  tricks  of  a  Machiavelian  ! 
He  doth  not  come,  like  a  gross  plodding  slave, 
I  And  buffet  you  to  death :  no,  my  quaint  knave. 


'4-  Good  cheap,^Ste  Note  67  to  7^  Four  P**, .  VoL  I.  p.  8. 
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lie  tickles  yoa  to  death,  makes  jou  die  laughing, 
As  if  you  had  swaliow'd  down  a  pound  of  saffiron. 
You  see  tlie  feat,  \i%  practis'd  in  a  trice ; 
To  teach  court-Iionesty,  it  jumps  on  ice. 

F,  de  Med,  Now  have  the  people  liberty  to 
taik» 
And  descant  on  his  vices. 

Flam.  Misery  of  princes. 
That  muse  of  force  oe  censurM  by  their  slaves ! 
Not  only  blain*d  for  doing  things  are  ill, 
But  for  not  doing  all  that  ail  men  will : 
One  were  better  be  a  thresher. 
Udsdeath !    I  sliould  fain  speak  with  this  duke 
yet. 

F.  de  Med.  Now  he's  dead  ? 

Flam,  1  cannot  conjure;   but  if  prayers  or 
oaths 
Will  get  to  th*speech  of  him,  tho'  forty  devils 
Wait  on  him  in  his  livery  of  flames, 
ru  speak  to  him,  and  shake  him  by  the  hand, 
Thoui^b  I  be  blasted. 

l\  de  Med.  Excellent  Lodovico  ! 
What !   did  you  terrify  him  at  the  last  gasp  ? 

[Flxit  Flamineo. 

Lod.  Yes,  and  so  idly,  that  the  duke  had  like 
To  have  terrified  us. 

F.  de  Med.  How  ? 

Enter  Zancqe. 

Lod.  You  shall  hear  that  hereafter. 
See !  yon's  tlie  infernal,  that  would  make  up 

sport. 
Now  to  the  revelation  of  that  secret 
She  promis'd  when  she  fell  in  love  with  you. 
F.  de  Med.  YaoVe  passionately  met  in  this 

sad  world. 
Zan.  I  would  have  you  look  up,  sir ;   these 
coart-te-ars 
Claim  not  vour  tribute  to  them :  let  those  weep, 
That  guiltily  partake  in  the  sad  cause. 
I  knew  last  ni^lit,  by  a  sad  dream  I  had, 
Suine  mischief  would  ensue ;  yet,  to  say  truth. 
My  dream  most  concerned  you. 
htd.  Shttll*s  fall  a  dreaming  ? 
F.  de  Med.  Yes,   and  for  fashion  sake  I'll 

dream  with  her. 
Zan,  Methou£;ht,  sir,  you  came  stealing  to 
my  bed. 
F.  de  Med.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  sweeting?  by 

this  light, 
''  I  was  a-dreamt  on  thee  too ;  for  methought, 
1  WW  thee  naked. 

Zan.  Fie,  sir !  as  I  told  you, 
Mfihouj^it  you  lay  down  by  me. 

F.  de  Med.  So  dreamt  I ; 
Aiid  lest  thou  should*st  take  cold,  I  cover'd  thee 
With  this  Irish  mantle. 


Zan,  Verily  I  did  dream 
You  were  somewhat  bold  with  me :  but  to  come 
to't. 

Lod.  How  !  how  !  I  hope  you  will  not  go  to*t 
here. 

JP.  de  Med,  Nay,  you  must  hear  my  dream  out. 

Zan.  Well,  sir,  forth. 

F.  de  Med.  When  I  threw  the  mantle  o'er 
thee,  thou  didst  laugh 
Exceedingly,  methought. 

Zan,  l^ugh?. 

Fiam.  And  cryed'st  out. 
The  hair  did  tickle  thee. 

Zan.  There  was  a  dream  indeed ! 

Lod.  Mark  her,  pr*y  thee,  she  simpers  like  the 
suds 
A  collier  hath  been  wash'd  in. 

Zan.  Come,  sir,  good  fortune  tends  you ;  I 
did  tell  you 
I  would  reveal  a  secret :  Isabella, 
The  duke  of  Florence'  sister,  was  impoison*d 
By  a  fum'd  picture ;  and  Camillo's  neck 
was  broke  by  damn'd  Flamineo ;  the  mischance 
Laid  on  a  vaulting-horse. 

F.  de  Med.  Most  strange ! 

Zan,  Most  true. 

Lod.  The  nest  of  snakes  is  broke. 

Zan,  I  sadly  do  confess,  I  had  a  band 
In  the  black  deed. 

F.  de  Med,  Thou  kept'st  their  counsel. 

Zan.  Right; 
For  which,  urg*d  with  contrition,  I  intend 
This  night  to  rob  Vittoria. 

Lod,  Excellent  penitence ! 
Usurers  dream  on't,  while  they  sleep  at  sermons. 

Zan,  To  further  our  escape,  1  have  entreated 
Leave  to  retire  me  till  the  funeral, 
Unto  a  friend  i*the  country.    That  excuse 
Will  further  our  escape.    In  coin  and  jewels 
I  shall  at  least  make  ^ood  unto  your  use 
An  hundred  thousand  crowns. 

F.  de  Med,  O  noble  wench ! 

Lod.  Those  crowns  we'll  share. 

Zan.  It  is  a  dowry, 
Methinks,  should  make  that  sun-bumt  proverb 

fnlse. 
And  wash  the  Mthiop  while, 

F.  de  Med.  It  shall  away. 

Zfin.  Be  ready  for  our  flight. 

F.  de  Med.  An  hour  'fore  day. 
O  strange  discovery  !  why  till  now  we  knew  not 
The  circumstance  of  either  of  their  deaths. 

Zan.  You'll  wait  about  midnight 
In  the  chapel.  {Exit  Zanche. 

F.  de  Med,  There. 

Lod,  Why  now  our  action's  justified. 

F.  de  Med,  Tush,  for  justice! 


I'  /  roj  a-dream^.^So,  in  The  City  Night-Cap^  postea :  ^*  Now  you  talk  of  dreams,  sweet-heart,  111 
^cU  ye  a  very  unhappy  one ;  I  was  a  dreamed  last  night  of  Francis  there.**  ^ 
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Wliat  arms  it  justice?  '•we  now,  like  the  par- 
tridge, 
Purge  the  disease  with  laurel ;  for  the  same 
Shall  crowu  the  eiiterprize,  and  quit  the  shume. 

\^Exeunt. 

Enter  Flamineo  and  Gasparo,  at  one  door ; 
another  rvai/,  GtovANNr  atl ended. 

Gas,  The  young  duke  !   did  you  e*er  see  a 
sweeter  prince  ? 

Flam.  I  have  known  a  poor  man's  bastard 
better  favoured.  This  is  behind  htm  :  now,  to 
his  face  all  comparisonsr  are  hateful ;  wise  was 
the  courtly  peacock,  that,  being  a  great  minion, 
and  being  compar*d  Hot  beauty  by  some  dottrels 
that  stood  by,  to  the  kingly  eagle,  said,  the  eagle 
was  a  far  fairer  bird  than  herself,  not  in  respect 
of  her  feathers,  but  in  respect  of  her  long  talons : 

his  will  grow  out  in  time. 

My  gracious  loixl. 

Gio.  1  pray  leave  me,  sir. 

Fiam.  Your  grace  must  be  merry :  *tis  I  have 
cause  to  mourn  ;  for  wot  you,  what  said  the 
little  boy  that  rode  behind  his  father  on  horse- 
back ? 

Gio,  Whv,  what  said  he  ? 

Fiam,  When  you  are  dead,  fiither,  said  he,  I 
liope  that  I  shall  ride  in  the  saddle.  O  'tis  a 
brave  thing  for  a  man  to  sit  by  himself,  he  may 
stretch  himself  in  the  stirrups,  look  about,  and 
see  the  whole  compass  uf  the  hemisphere. 
You're  now,  my  lord,  in  the  saddle. 

Gio,  Study  your  prayers,  sir,  and  he  penitent; 
Twere  fit  you'd  think  on  whnt  Irnth  former  been, 
I  have  heard  grief  nam'd  the  eldest  child  of  sin. 

[Exit  Giovanni. 

Flam,  Study  my  prayers!  he  threatens  me 
divinely  f 
I  am  falling  to  pieces  already  ■  I  care  not,  tho' 
like  Anacharsis  I  were  pounded  to  death  in  a 
mortar.  And  yet  that  death  were  fitter  for 
usurers,  gold  and  themselves  to  be  beaten  to- 
gether, to  make  a  most  cordial  cullice  for  the 
devil. 

He  hath  his  uncle's  villainous  look  already 

Enter  Courtier, 

In  decimosexto — Now,  sir,  what  are  youf 

Cour,  It  is  the  pleasure,  sir,  of  the  duke, 
Tliat  you  forbear  the  presence,  and  all  rooms 
That  owe  him  reverence. 

Flam,  So,  the  wolf  and  the  raven  are  very 
pretty  fools  when  they  are  young.  Is  it  your 
office,  sir,  to  keep  me  out  ? 

Cour,  So  the  duke  wills. 

Flam,  Verily,  master  courtier,  extremity  is 
not  to  be  used  io  all  offices :  say,  that  a  gentle- 


woman were  taken  out  of  her  bed  about  mid- 
night, and  committed  to  Castle  Aogelo,  to  the 
tower  yonder,  with  nothing  about  her  but  her 
smock  ;  would  it  not  shew  a  cruel  pai*t  in  (he 
gentleman-porter  to  lay  claini  to  her  upper  gar- 
meat,  pull  it  o'er  her  head  and  eai-s,  and  put  her 
in  naked  ? 

Cour.  Very  good  :  you're  merry. 

Flam.  Doth  he  make  a  court-ejectment  of 
me;  a  flaming  fire-brand  casts  more  smouk 
without  a  chimney,  than  within.  I'll  smother 
some  of  them. 

Enter  Francisco  dc  Meoicis. 

How  now  ?  thou  art  sad. 

F.  de  Med.  \  met  even  now  with  the  most 
piteous  sight. 

Flam,  Thou  meet*st  another  here,  a  pitiful 
Des^raded  courtier. 

F.  de  Med,  Your  reverend  motiier 
Is  grown  H  very  old  woman  in  two  huur^ 
I  found  them  winding  of  Marcelh/s  corse  ;    ' 
And  there  is  such  a  solemn  melody, 
Twecn  doleful  songs,  tetirs,  and  SHd  elegies; 
Such  as  old  grandaiues,  watching  by  the  dead. 
Were  wont  to  outwear  the  nigiits  with ;  tliat, 

believe  me, 
I  had  no  eyes  to  guide  me  forth  the  room, 
They  were  so  o'er^charg'd  with  water. 

Flam,  I  will  see  them. 

Brack.  '  Twere  much  uocharity  in  you :  for 
your  sight 
Will  add  unto  their  tears. 

Flitm,  I  will  see  them. 
They  are  behind  the  traverse.     I'll  discover 
Tiieir  superstitious  howling. 

Cornelia,  the  M'X)r,  and  three  other  ladies^  dis- 
cover d  winding  Marcello's  corse. — A  song. 

Cor.  This  rosemary  is  witlier'd,  pray  get  fresh ; 
I  would  liave  these  herbs  grow  up  in  his  grave. 
When  I  am  dead  and  rotten.     Reach  the  bays, 
I'll  tie  a  garland  here  about  his  head  : 
Twill  keep  my  boy  from  lightning.    This  sheet 
I  have  kept  this  twenty  years,  and  every  (\t\y 
Hnllow'd  it  with  my  prayers;  I  did  not  think 
He  should  have  wore  it. 

Moor.  Look  you,  who  are  yonder  ? 

Cor.  O  reach  me  the  flowers. 

Moor.  Her  ladyship's  l^bolish. 

Worn,  Alas  !  her  grief 
HMth  turn'd  her  child  again. 

Cor.  You're  very  welcome. 
'^There's  rosemary  for  y.»u,  and  rue  for  you. 

tTo  Flamineo. 
^  ,     ^         e  much  of  it, 

I  have  left  more  for  myself. 
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?f  aov,  like  the  partridgey 
Pwrge  the  disease  with  laureL'-So  Pliny,  '*  Palumbes,  gracculi,  memlsp,  perdices  lauri  folio 
fasHdivm  pvrgant,*'^Nat,  Bifft.  lib.  viii.  c.  27. 

^7  There's  rosemary,  &c.— -See  Note  on  Hamleiy  Shakspearc,  Vol.  X.  p»  556,  edit  1778,      S. 
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F.  de  Med.  Lady,  who's  this  ? 

Cor.  You  are,  I  take  it,  the  grave-maker. 

Flam.  So. 

Moor.  Tis  Flamineo. 

Cor.  Will  you  make  me  such  a  fool  ?  '*  here's 
a  white  hand : 
Can  blood  so  soon  be  wash'd  out  ?  let  me  see. 
When  screech-owls  croak  upon  the  chimney-tops, 
And  the  strange  cricket  i'th'  oven  sings  and  hops, 
When  yellow  spots  do  on  your  hands  appear, 
Be  certain  then  you  of  a  corse  shall  hear. 
Oat  upon*t,  bow  'tis  speckl'd !  h'as  handl'd  a 

toad  sure. 
Cowslip  water  is  good  for  the  memory :  pray 
boy  me  three  ounces  oPt. 

FUan,  I  would  I  were  from  hence. 

Cor.  Do  you  hear,  sir? 
ril  gire  you  a  saying  which  my  grand-mother 
Was  wont,  when  she  heard  the  bell,  to  sing  o*er 
unto  her  lute. 

Fi4tm.  Do  and  you  will,  do. 

Cornelia  doth  this  in  several  forms  of  dis- 
traction. 

Cor.  Call  for  the  robinrred-^reast,  and  the 

wreUf 
Since  o^er  shady  groves  they  hover, 
And  with  leaves  and  flowers  do  cover 
The  friendless  bodies  of  unburied  men. 
Call  unto  his  funeral  dole 
^'  The  ant,  thefield-mousej  and  the  mole. 
To  raise  him  hillocks  that  shall  keep  him  warm. 
And  (when  gay  tombs  areroWd)  sustain  no  harm, 
But  keep  the  wolf  for  thence  :  that's  foe  to  men, 
For  with  his  nails  he*ll  dig  them  up  again. 
They  would  not  bury  him  'cause  be  died  in  a 

quarrel ; 
But  I  have  an  answer  for  them. 
Let  holy  church  receive  him  duly, 
Since  he  paid  the  church^tithes  truly. 
ffis  wealth  is  summ'd,  and  this  is  all  his  store, 
This  poor  men  get,  and  great  men  get  no  more. 
Now  the  wares  are  gone,  we  may  shut  up. 
Bless  you  ail  good  people. 

[JSxemi^CoANiLiA  and  Ladies. 
Flam.  I  have  a  strange  thing  in  me,  to  the 

which 
I  cannot  give  a  name,  without  it  be 
Compassion.    I  pray  leave  me. 

[£xi<  Frascisco  ds  Medicis. 


This  night  I'll  know  the  utmost  of  my  fate, 
1*11  be  resolv*d  what  my  rich  sister  means 
T'assjgn  me  for  my  service :  I  have  liv*d 
Riotously  ill,  like  some  that  live  in  court. 
And  sometimes  when  my  face  was  full  of  smiles, 
Have  felt  the  maze  of  conscience  in  my  breast. 
Oft  gay  and  honoured  robes  those  tortures  try, 
**  VVe  think  cng'd  birds  sing,  when  indeed  they 


cry 
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Ha  !  I  can  stand  thee.     Nearer,  nearer  yet. 
What  a  mockery  hath  death  made  thee!  thou 
look'st  sad. 

Enter  BKAcntkvo^s  ghost  in  his  leather  cassock 
and  breeches,  boots;   a  coul ;   a  pot  of  lily" 
flowers,  with  a  skull  in*t.     The  ghost  throws 
earth  upon  him,  and  shews  him  the  skull. 

In  what  place  art  thou  ?  in  yon'  starry  gallery  ? 

Or  in  the  cursed  dungeon  ? — no  ?  not  speak  }. 

Pray,  sir,  resolve  me,  what  religion's  best 

For  a  man  to  die  in  ?  or  is  it  in  your  knowledge 

To  answer  me  how  long  I  have  to  hve? 

That's  the  most  necessary  Question. 

Not  answer?  are  you  still,  like  some  great  men 

I'hat  only  walk  like  shadows  up  and  down. 

And  to  no  purpose  :  say — 

Whafs  that?  O  fatal !  he  throws  earth  upon  me, 

A  dead  roan's  skull  beneath  the  roots  of  flowers. 

I  pray  speak,  sir;  our  Italian  church-men 

Make  us  believe,  dead  men  hold  conference 

With  their  familiars;  and  many  times 

Will  come  to  bed  to  them,  and  eat  with  them. 

SEjcit  ghost. 
i  earUi  are 
vanished. 
This  is  beyond  melancholy ;  I  do  dare  my  fate 
To  do  its  worst.    Now  to  my  sister's  lodging. 
And  sum  up  all  these  horrors ;  the  disgrace 
The  prince  threw  on  me,  next  the  piteous  sight 
Of  my  dead  brother ;  and  my  mother's  dotage ; 
And  last  this  terrible  vision :  all  these 
Shall  with  Vittoria's  bounty  turn  to  good. 
Or  I  will  drown  this  weapon  in  their  blood. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Francisco  pe  Medicis,  Lodovico,  and 

HORTENSIO. 

Lod.  Mj  lord,  upon  my  soul  you  shall  no 
farther ; 
You  have  most  ridiculously  ingag'd  yourself 
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Can  blood  so  soon  be  washed  out  7 — ^An  imitation  of  Lady  Macbeth's  sleeping  soliloquy,  A.  5. 
^  The  ant,  theJiOd-numse,  and  the  iiu>Ie.^Imitated  from  Shakspeare's  Cyiii6eitfi^,  A.  4.  S.  i!2 : 
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the  ruddock  would, 


With  charitable  bill  (O  bill,  fore  shaming 

Those  rich  left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lie 

Without  a  monument !)  bring  thee  all  this ; 

Yea,  and  furr'd  moss  besides,  when  flowers  are  noney 

To  winter  ground  thy  corse." 
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Too  far  already.    For  my  part,  I  have  paid 
All  my  debts :  so,  if  I  should  chance  to  fall. 
My  creditors  fall  not  with  me ;  and  I  vow, 
To  quit  all  in  this  bold  assembly, 
To  the  meanest  follower.     My  lord,  leave  this 

city. 
Or  I'll  forswear  the  murder.  [EnV. 

F,  de  Med,  Farewel,  Lodovico. 
If  thou  do*st  perish  in  this  glorious  act, 
1*11  rear  unto  thy  memory  that  fame, 
Shall  in  thy  ashes  keep  alive  thy  name.    [EjU. 
Hot.  There's  some  black  deed  on  foot.    I'll 

presently 
Down  to  the  citadel,  and  raise  some  force. 
These  strong  court-factions,  that  do  brook  no 

checks. 
In  the  career  oft  break  the  riders'  necks.  [Exit, 

Enter  Vittoria  Corombona  nilh  a  book  in 
her  hand,  ZnncaE;  Flauiheo  following 
them. 

Flam.  What  ?  are  you  at  your  prayers  ?  give 

o'er. 
Vit.  Cor.  How,  ruffian  ? 
Flam,  I  come  to  you  'bout  worldly  business : 
Sit  down,  sit  down ;  nay,  stay  blouze,  you  may 

hear  it ; 
The  doora  are  fast  enough. 
Vit,  Cor,  Ha,  are  you  drunk  ? 
Flam,  Yes,  yes,  with  wonnwood  water;  you 
shall  taste 
^ome  of  it  presently. 

Fit,  Cor. .  What  mtends  the  fury  ? 
Flam,  You  are  my  lord's  executrix;  and  I 
claim 
Reward  for  my  long  service. 
Vit,  Cor,  For  your  sei-vice  ? 
Flam,  Come  therefore,  here  is  pen  and  ink, 
set  down 
What  you  will  give  me. 

Vit.  Cor,  There.  [She  write*. 

Flam,  Ha  !  have  you  done  already  ? 
Tis  a  most  short  conveyance. 

Vit.  Cor,  I  will  read  it. 
I  give  that  portion  to  thee,  and  no  other. 
Which  Cam  groan'd  under,   having   slain  his 
brother. 
Flam.  A  most  courtly  patent  to  beg  by. 
Vit.  Cor,  You  are  a  villain  ! 
Flam,  Is't  come  to  this  ?  they  say,  aflfrights 
cure  agues : 
Thou  hast  a  devil  in  thee ;  I  will  try 
If  I  can  scare  him  from  thee.     Nay,  sit  still : 
My  lord  hath  left  me  two  case  of  jetvels. 
Shall  make  me  scorn  your  bounty;  you  shall 
see  them.  [Exit, 

Vit.  Cor,  Sure  he's  distracted. 

[lie  returns  with  txco  case  of  pistols, 
Zan,  O,  he's  desperate ! 
For  Your  own  safety  give  him  gentle  language. 
Flam,  Look,  these  are  better  far  at  a  dead 
lift. 
Than  all  your  jewel-house. 


Vit,  Cor,  And  yet,  methinks. 
These  stones  have  no  fair  lustre,  they  are  ill  set. 

FUim,  I'll  turn  the  right  side  toward  you :  you 
shall  see  how  tliey  will  sparkle. 

Vit,  Cor,  Turn  this  horror  from  me ! 
What  do  you  want?  what  would  you  have  me  do? 
Is  not  all  mine  yours  ?  have  I  any  children  ? 

Flam.  Pray  thee,  good  woman,  do  not  trou- 
ble me 
With    this   vain    worldly  business;    say  your 

prayers ; 
I  made  a  vow  to  my  deceased  lord, 
Neither  yourself  nor  I  should  outlive  him 
The  numb'ring  of  four  hours. 

Vit.  Cor,  Did  he  enjoin  it  ? 

Flum,  He  did,  and  'twas  a  deadly  jealousy, 
Lest  any  should  enjoy  thee  after  him. 
That  urg'd  him  vow  roe  to  it :  for  my  death, 
I  did  propound  it  voluntarily,  knowing. 
If  he  could  not  be  safe  in  his  own  court. 
Being  a  great  duke,  what  hope  then  for  us  ? 

Vit.  Cor,  This  is  your  melancholy,  and  despair. 

Flam,  Away: 
Fool  thou  art,  to  think  that  politicians 
Do  use  to  kill  the  effects  of  injuries, 
And  let  the  cause  live.    Shall  we  groan  in  irons. 
Or  be  a  shameful  and  a  weighty  burthen 
To  a  publick  scaffold  ?  This  is  my  resolve  : 
I  would  not  live  at  any  man's  entreaty, 
Nor  die  at  any's  bidding. 

Vit,  Cor,  Will  you  hear  me  ? 

Flam,  My  life  hath  done  service  to  other  men. 
My  death  shall  serve  mine  own  turn  ;  make  you 
ready. 

Vit,  Cor.  Do  you  mean  to  die,  indeed  ? 

Flam.  With  as  much  pleasure. 
As  e'er  my  father  got  me. 

Vit.  Cor.  Are  the  doors  lockt? 

Zan.  Yes,  madam. 

Vit,  Cor,  Are  you  grown  an   atheist  ?   will 
you  turn  your  body. 
Which  is  the  goodly  palace  of  the  soul. 
To  the  soul's  slaughter-house?  O  the  curs'd  devil, 
Which  doth  present  us  with  all  other  sins 
Thrice    candied   o'er:    despair  with  gall  and 

stibium. 
Yet  we  carouse  it  off;  (cry  out  for  help  !) 

[To  Zancbe, 
Make  us  forsake  that  which  was  made  for  man, 
The  world,  to  sink  to  that  was  made  for  devils. 
Eternal  darkness. 

Zan.  Help,  help  ! 

Flam.  I'll  stop  your  throat 
With  winter-plumbs. 

Vit,  Cor,  I  pr'ythee  yet  remember, 
Milhons  are  now  in  graves,  which  at  last  day 
Like  mandrakes  shall  rise  shrieking. 

Flasn.  Leave  your  prating  , 
For  these  are  but  grammatical  laments, 
Feminine  arguments ;  and  they  move  me, 
As  some  in  pulpits  move  their  auditory. 
More  with  their  exclamation,  than  sense 
Of  reason,  or  sound  doctrine. 
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Zan.  Gentle  madaniy 
Seem  to  consent,  only  persuade  him  teach 
The  way  to  death ;  let  him  die  first. 

Ft/.  Cor,  Tis  good.    I  apprehend  it. 
To  kill  one*s  self  is  meat  that  we  must  take 
Like  pills,  not  chew't,  but  quickly  swallow  it ; 
The  smart  o'th*  wound,  or  weakness  of  the  hand^ 
May  else  bring  treble  torments. 

Fiam,  I  have  held  it 
A  wretched  and  most  miserable  life, 
Which  is  not  able  to  die. 

VU,  Cor.  O  but  frailty ! 
Yet  I  am  now  resolv'd ;  farewel,  affliction : 
Behold  Brachiano,  I,  that  while  you  liv*d 
Did  make  a  flaming  altar  of  my  heart 
To  sacrifice  unto  you,  now  am  ready 
To  sacrifice  heart  and  all.     Farewel,  Zanche ! 

Zan,  How,  madam  ?   do  you  tliiuk  that  I'll 
outlive  you ; 
Especially  when  my  best  half,  FlamineOy 
Goes  the  same  voyage  ? 

Flam.  O  most  loved  Moor ! 

Zan,  Only  by  all  my  love  let  roe  entreat  y0u ; 
Since  it  is  most  necessary  one  of  us 
Do  violence  on  ourselves ;  let  you  or  I 
Be  her  sad  taster,  teach  her  how  to  die. 

Flam,  Thou  dost  instruct  me  nobly;   take 
these  pistols, 
Because  my  hand  is  stainM  with  blood  already : 
Two  of  these  you  shall  level  at  my  breast, 
Th'  other  'uainst  your  own,  and  so  we'll  die 
Most  equaBy  contented :  but  first  swear 
Not  to  outlive  me. 

Vit.  Cor,  and  Zan,  Most  religiously. 

Flam.  Then  here's  an  end  of  me;  farewel, 
day-light. 
And,  O  contemptible  physick !  that  do*st  take 
So  long  a  study,  only  to  preserve 
So  slK>rt  a  life ;  I  take  my  leave  of  thee. 

[Shewing  the  pistols. 
These  are  two  cupping-glasses,  that  shall  draw 
All  my  infected  blood  out. 
Are  you  ready  ? 

Both,  Ready. 

Flam.  Whither  shall  I  go  now  ?  O  Lucian,  to 
thy  ridiculous  purgatory  ?  to  find  Alexander  the 
Great  cobbhng  shoes  ?  Pompey  tagging  points  ? 
and  Juhus  Cssar  making hair-l)uttons?  Hannibal 
sellins  blacking  f  and  Augustus  crying  garlick  f 
Charlemagne  selling  lists  by  the  dozen?  and 
king  Pepin  crying  apples  in  a  cart  drawn  with 
one  horse  ? 

Whether  I  resolve  to  fire,  earth,  water,  air. 
Or  all  the  elements  by  scruples ;  I  know  not^ 

Nor  greatly  care Shoot,  shoot, 

Of  aU  deaths,  the  violent  death  is  best ; 

[They  shoot ^  and  run  to  him,  and 
tread  upon  him. 


For  from  ourselves  it  steals  ourselves  so  fast, 
The  pain,  once  apprehended,  is  quite  past. 

Vit,  Cor.  What  are  you  dropt  ? 

Flam,  I  am  mix'd  with  eartli  air 
are  noble. 


already:  as  you 


Perform  your  vows :  and  bravely  follow  me. 
Vit,  Cor.  Whither?  to  hell? 
Zan,  To  most  assured  damnation  ? 
Vit.  Cor.  O  thou  most  cursed  devil ! 

Zan.  Thou  art  caught 

Vit,  Cor,  In  thine  own  engine.    I  tread  the 
fire  out 
That  would  have  been  my  ruin. 

Flam.  Will  you  be  perjured  ?  what  a  rdigioos 

oath  was  Styx,  that  the  gods  never  durst  swear 

bjr,  and  violate  !  O  that  we  had  such  an  oath  to 

minister,  and  to  be  so  well  kept  in  our  courts  of 

justice ! 

Vit,  Cor.  Think  whither  thou  art  going. 
Zan.  And  remember  wliat  villanies  thou  liast 

acted. 
Vit,  Cor.  This  thy  death 
Shall  make  me,  like  a  blazing  ominous  star, 
Look  up  and  tremble. 

Flam,  Oh,  I  am  caught  with  a  springe ! 
Vit,  Cor,  You  see  the  fox  comes  many  times 
short  home, 
'Tis  here  prov'd  true. 

Flam,  Kill*d  with  a  couple  of  *^  braches  ! 
Vit,  Cor,  No  fitter  oti'ering  for  the  infernal 
furies, 
Than  one  in  whom  they  reigu'd  while  he  was 
livmg. 
Flam,  O,  the  way*s  dark  and  horrid  !  I  can* 
not  see. 
Shall  I  have  no  company  ? 

Vit,  Cor,  O  yes,  thy  sins 
Do  run  before  thee  to  fetch  fire  from  hell. 
To  light  thee  thither. 

Flam.  O,  I  smell  soot,  most  stinking  soot; 
the  chimney  is  a  fire  ; 
My  ltver*s  parboird,  like  Scotch  holly-bread  ; 
There's  a  plumber  laying  pipes  in  my  guts,  it 

scalds; 
Wilt  thou  outlive  me  ? 

Zan.  Yes ;  and  drive  a  stake 
Through  thy  body;  for  we'll  give  it  out. 
Thou  didst  this  violence  upon  thyself. 

Flam,  O  cunning  devils!   now  I  have  try'd 
your  love, 
And  doubled  all  your  reaches,  I  am  not  wounded: 

[Flamimeo  riseth. 
The  pistols  held  no  bullets :    twas  a  plot 
To  prove  your  kinduess  to  me ;  aud  I  live 
To  punish  your  ingratitude.    I  knew. 
One  time  or  other,  you  would  find  a  way 
To  give  roe  a  strong  potion.    O  men. 
That  lie  upon  your  death-beds,  and  are  haunted 


^  Brwftet.— Ulitius,  in  his  Notes  on  Gratius,  as  quoted  by  Dr  Warborton  in  his  Note  to  Othello, 
A. «.  8. 1.  says, "  Raeha  Saxvniinu  cmem  rign^cabat,  wtde  Scoti  kodie  Rache  pro  canefemina  habtnt, 
fwrf  Anglis  Ml  Brache.*' 
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With  fowling  wives;  neVr  tniBt  tlienii  they'll 

re-niarry, 
Ere  the  wonn  pierce  jour  winding-ftheety  ere 

the  spider 
Make  a  thin  curtain  for  your  epitaphs  ! 
IJow  cunning  you  were  to  discharge?  do  you 
practise  at  the  artillery-yard  ?  Trust  a  woman  ? 
never,  never ;  Brachiano  be  rey  president :  we 
lay  our  souls  to  pawn  to  the  devil  for  a  little 
pleasure,  and  a  woman  makes  the  bill  of  sale. 
That  ever  man  should  marry  I  for  *'  one  Hy- 
permnestra  that  saved  her  lord  and  husband, 
forty-nine  of  her  sisters  cut  their  husbands'  throats 
ail  m  one  night.  There  was  a  shoal  of  virtuous 
bors»-leeches  I  Here  are  two  other  instruments. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Gasparo. 

Fit.  Cor,  Help,  help ! 

F/am.  What  noise  is  that?  ha!  false  keys 
i*th' court? 

Lod,  We  have  brought  you  a  mask. 

Flam,  A  machine  it  seems  by  your  drawn 
•words. 
Church-men  tum'd  revellers ! 

Gas.  Isabella !  Isabella ! 

Lod,  Do  you  know  us  now  ? 

Flam,  Lodovico !  and  Gasparo ! 

Lod,  Yes ;  and  that  Moor  the  duke  gave  pen- 
sion to  I 
Was  the  great  duke  of  Florence. 

Fit,  Cor.  O  we  are  lost ! 

Flam,  You  shall  not  take  justice  from  forth 
my  bands, 

0  let  roe  kill  her — I'll  cut  my  safety 
Through  your  coats  of  steel.    Fate's  a  spaniel. 
We  cannot  beat  it  from  us.     What  remains 

now? 
Let  all  that  do  ill,  take  this  precedent : 
Man  may  h'ujate  foresee^  but  not  prevent. 
And  of  all  axioms  this  shall  win  the  prize, 
'Tit  better  to  be  fortunate  than  wise. 

Gat.  Bind  him  to  the  pillar. 

Vit,  Cor,  O,  your  gentle  pity ! 

1  have  seen  a  black-bird  that  would  sooner  fly 
To  a  man's  bosom,  than  to  stay  the  gripe 

Of  the  fierce  sparrow-liawk. 
Gat.  Your  hope  deceives  YOU. 
Vit.  Cor.  If  Florence  be  i4h'  Court,  he  would 

not  kill  me. 
Gat.  Fool !  Princes  give  rewards  with  their 
own  hands, 
But  death  or  nunisbment  by  the  hands  of  others. 
Lod.   Sirrah,  you  once  did  strike  me,  I'll 
strike  you 
Unto  the  centre. 


Flam.  Thou'It  do  it  like  a  hangman ;  o  base 
hangman ; 
Not  like  a  noble  fellow,  for  thou  see'st 
I  cannot  strike  again. 
Lod.  Dost  laugh  ? 
Flam,  Would'st  have  me  die,  as  I  was  bom, 

in  whining? 
Gat.  Recommend  yourself  to  heaven. 
Fiam.  No,  I  will  carry  mine  own  commenda- 
tions thither. 
Lod.  O  could  I  kill  you  forty  times  a  day. 
And  use  't  four  year  together,  'twere  too  little : 
Nought  grieves  but  that  yoo  are  too  few  to  feed 
The  famine  of  our  vengeance.      What    dost 
think  on  ?  [questions, 

Flam,  Nothing ;   of  nothing :   leave  thy  idle 
I  am  i'th'  way  to  study  a  long  silence ; 
To  prate  were  idle ;  I  remember  nothing. 
There's  nothing  of  so  infinite  vexation 
As  man's  own  tnoughts. 

Lod,  O  thou  glorious  strumpet ! 
Could  I  divide  thy  breath  from  this  pure  air 
When't  leaves  thy  body,  I  would  suck  it  up. 
And  breathe't  upon  some  dunghill. 
Vit,  Cor,  You,  my  deatb's-man  ! 
Methinks  thou  dost  not  look  horrid  enough. 
Thou  hast  too  good  a  face  to  be  a  hangman ; 
If  thou  be,  do  thy  oflSce  in  right  fortn; 
Fall  down  upon  thy  knees,  and  ask  forgiveness. 
L/td.  O,  thou  hast  been  a  most  prodigious 
comet. 
But  I'll  cut  off  your  train :  kill  the  Moor  first. 
Vit,  Cor.  You  shall  not  kill  her  first;  behold 
my  breast, 
I  will  be  waited  on  in  death ;  my  servant 
Shall  never  go  before  me. 
Gat.  Are  you  so  brave  ? 
Vit,  Cor,  Yes,  I  shall  welcome  death 
As  princes  do  some  great  embassadors ; 
m  meet  thy  weapon  halfway. 

Lod.  Thou  dost  tremble  ! 
Methinks,  fear  should  dissolve  thee  into  air. 
Vit.  Cor.  O,  thou  art  deceived,  I  am  too  true 
a  woman : 
Conceit  can  never  kill  me.    I'll  tell  thee  what, 
I  will  not  in  my  death  shed  one  base  tear ; 
Or  if  look  pale,  for  want  of  blood,  not  fear. 
Gat,  Thou  are  my  task,  black  fury. 
Zan.    I  have  blood 
As  red  as  either  of  theirs !  Wilt  drink  some? 
Tis  good  for  the  falling-sickness :  I  am  proud 
Death  cannot  alter  my  complexion. 
For  I  shall  ne'er  look  pale. 

Lod.  Strike,  strike. 
With  a  joint  motion. 


th!.  ^^•^^yP«~'5~-7-HypenMCStra,  one  of  the  fifty  danghten  of  Danaus,  the  son  of  Belns,  bro- 

«k!J2  ^'**?*:,  J^^I  ^•J*^''  ^!I?^  ''*™*^  ^y  *"  ^^'^^^y  ^*»  •>«  »hould  be  killed  by  one  of  his  ne- 
S  ZiK?!!!^.'*  his  da«ghte«,  who  were  eonpeHed  to  marrv  the  sons  of  their  miele,  to  morder  them 
ranrLr,X"afti;;r^^^^  ^~  cxcept-Iype^mestra.    She  preserved  her  hu. 
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Vit,  Cor,  Twas  a  manly  blow ; 
The  next   thoa  giv'st,  murther  some  tucking 

infant ; 
And  then  thou  wilt  be  fanjoua. 
Ftam.  O,  what  blade  is't  ? 
**  A  Toledo,  or  an  English  fox  ? 
I  ever  thought  a  cutler  should  distinguish 
The  cause  of  my  death,  rather  than  a  doctor. 
Search  my  wound  deeper :  tent  it  with  tlie  steel 
that  made  it. 
Vii.  Cor.  O !  my  greatest  sin  lay  in  my  blood; 
Now  my  blood  pays  for*t. 

Flam.  Th'art  a  noble  sister, 
I  love  thee  now ;  if  woman  do  breed  man. 
She  ought  to  teach  him  manhood :  Fare  thee  welU 
Know,  many  glorious  women  that  are  famM 
For  mascnline  virtue,  have  been  viciocMif 
Only  a  happier  silence  did  betide  them ; 
She  has  no  Imults,  who  bath  the  heart  to  hide 
them.  [storm, 

VU,  Cor,  My  soul^  like  to  a  ship  in  a  black 
b  driven,  I  know  not  whither. 

Flam.  Then  cast  anchor. 
'*  Prosperity  doth  bewitch  men,  seeming  clear ; 
Bat  seas  do  laugh,  shew  white,  when  rocks  are 

near. 
We  cease  to  grieve,  cease  to  be  Fortune's  slaves. 
Nay,  ceaae  to  die  by  dying.''    Art  thou  gone  ? 
And  tliou  BO  near  the  bottom :  false  report ! 
Which  says  that  women  vie  with  the  nine  Muses, 
For  nine  tough  durable  lives :  I  do  not  look 
Who  went  before,  nor  who  shall  follow  me ; 
No,  at  myself  I  will  begin  and  end. 
**  While  we  look  up  tobeaven,  we  confound 
Knowledge  with  knowledge.''   O,  I  am  in  a  mist ! 
VU,  Cor,  O  happy  they  that  never  saw  the 
Court, 
"  Nor  ever  knew  great  men  but  by  report." 

[ViTTORiA  diet. 
Flam,  I  recover  like  a  spent  taper,  for  a  flash, 
and  instantly  go  out.  Let  all  that  belong  to 
great  men  remember  th'  old  wives'  tradition, 
to  be  like  the  lions  i'th'  Tower  on  Candlemas- 
day  ;  to  mourn  if  the  sun  shine  for  fear  of  the 
pitiful  remainder  of  winter  to  come. 
Tis  well  yet,  there's  some  goodness  in  my  death, 
My  life  was  a  black  chamel :  I  have  caught 


An  everlasting  cold.    I  have  lost  my  voice 
Most  irrecoverably ;  farewel,  gkwious  villains ; 
'<  This  busy  trade  of  life  appears  moat  vain, 
Since  rest  breeds  rest,  where  all  seek  pain  by 

pain." 
Let  no  harsh  flattering  bells  resound  my  knell ; 
Strike,  thunder,  and  strike  loud,  to  my  farew^. 

[Dies. 

Enter  Embauadort  and  Giovammi. 

E.  Amb.  This  way !  this  way !  break  open 
the  doors !  this  way. 

Lod,  Ha !  are  we  betray'd  ? 
Why  then  let's  constantly  die  all  together; 
And  having  fiuish'd  this  most  noble  deed. 
Defy  the  worst  of  fate ;  nor  fear  to  bleed. 

£.  Amb.  Keep  back  the  prince,  shoot,  shoot, 

Lod,  O,  I  am  wounded, 
I  fear  I  shall  be  taken. 

Gio.  You  bloody  villains, 
By  what  authority  have  you  committed 
This  massacre  ? 

Lod.  Thine* 

Gio.  Mine? 

Lod.  Yes ;  thy  uncle,  which  is  part  of  thee, 
enjoin'd  us  to*t : 
Thou  know'st  me,  I  am  sure ;  I  am  Coimt  Lo- 

dowick ; 
And  thy  most  noble  uncle  in  disguise 
Was  last  night  in  thy  court. 

Gio.  Ha! 

Gat.  Yes,  that  Moor  thy  father  chose  his 
pensioner. 

Gio.  He  tum'd  murderer ! 
Away  with  them  to  prison,  and  to  torture ; 
All  that  have  hands  in  this  shall  taste  our  jiistice. 
As  I  hope  heaven  ! 

Lod.  I  do  glory  yet. 
That  I  can  call  this  act  mine  own :  For  my  part. 
The  rack,  the  gallows,  and  the  torturous  wneel, 
Shall  be  but  sound  sleeps  to  me,  here's  my  rest ; 
'*  I  limn'cl  tliis  night-piece,  and  it  was  my  best." 

Gio.  Remove  the  bodies ;  sec,  my  honoured 
lord. 
What  use  you  ought  make  of  their  punishment. 

Let  guilty  men  remember^  their  (lack  deedt 

Do  lean  on  crutchet^  made  qftlender  reedt. 


Instead  of  an  Epilogue,  only  this  of  Martial  supplies  me : 
Hac/uerint  ftobit  pr^tmia,  fi  placui. 


^  A  Toledo. — Toledo  is  the  capital  city  of  Newcastile,  and  was  formerly  much  fkmed  for  making  of 
•word-blades.  So,  in  Oreen*s  Quip  for  an  Upttart  Cowiiery  1592 :  "  And  you  cutler,  you  are  patron 
oTroflians  and  swashbucklers,  and  will  sell  them  a  blade  that  may  be  thrust  into  a  bushell ;  but«  if  a 
poore  man  that  cannot  skil  or  it,  you  sell  him  a  swoord  or  rapyer  new  overglased,  and  sweare  the  blade 
cuae  either  from  Turkie  or  Toledo." 
An  Emgluk  Fox. — ^A  cant  term  for  a  sword.  So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Bartholomew  Faky  A.  2.  S.  6 : 
What  would  yon  have,  sbter,  of  a  fellow  that  knovrs  nothing  but  a  basket-hilt,  and  an  old  fox  in't  P" 
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For  tbe  action  of  the  Play,  'twas  generally  well,  and  I  dare  affirm,  with  the  joint-testimony  of 
some  of  their  own  quality  (for  the  true  imitation  of  life,  without  striving  to  make  nature  a  monster) 
the  hest  that  ever  became  them :  whereof  as  I  make  a  general  acknowledgment,  so  in  particular  I 
must  remember  the  well-approved  industry  of  my  friend  Master  Perkins^  ^^  and  confess  the  worth 
of  his  action  did  crown  both  the  beginning  and  end. 
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*'  See  Note  t  to  The  Jew  of  Malta,  Vol.  I.  p.  251.    A  Copy  of  Verses,  by  Mr  Perkins,  is  prefixed 
to  Heywood's  ApoUgy/ar  Acters^ 
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ROBERT  TAILOR. 


Robert  Tailor,  the  Author  of  this  Tlay^  is  entirely  unknown.  The  Title-page  of  it  says  it 
nas  divert  times  publickly  acted  by  certain  London  Prentices  ;  and  Sir  Henry  IVottoHf^  in  a 
Letter  to  Sir  Edmund  Bacon,  dated  1612-13,  gives  the  following  account  of  its  first  performance : 
**  On  Sunday  last  at  night,  and  no  longer,  some  sixteen  Apprentices  (of  what  sort  you  shall 
guess  by  the  rest  of  the  story)  having  secretly  learnt  a  new  play  without  book,  intitled.  The  Hog 
hath  lost  his  Pearl ;  took  up  the  White  Fryers/or  their  Theater ;  and  having  invited  thither  (as 
it  should  seem)  rather  their  mistresses  than  their  masters  ;  who  were  all  to  enter  per  buletinijbr 
a  note  of  distinction  Jrom  ordinary  comedians.  Towards  the  end  of  the  play,  the  sheriffs  (who 
by  chance  had  heard  of  it)  came  in  (as  they  say)  and  carried  some  six  or  seven  of  them  to  perform 
the  last  act  at  Bridewel ;  the  rest  arefied.  Now  it  is  strange  to  hear  how  sharp-witted  the  City. 
u,  for  they  will  needs  have  Sir  John  Swinnerton  the  Lord  Mayor  be  meant  by  the  Pearl/' 


PROLOGUE. 


Our  long-time-niroour'd  Hog,  so  often  crost 
Bjr  aoexpected  accidents,  and  tost 
From  one  house  to  another;  still  deceiving 
Manj  nien*s  expectations,  and  bequeathing 
To  some  lost  labour ;  is  at  length  got  loose, 
LeaTing  his  servile  yoke-stick  to  the  goose ; 
Hath  a  knight's  licence,  and  may  range  at  plear 

sure, 
Spigbt  of  all  those  that  envy  our  Hog's  treasure. 
And  thus  much  let  me  tell  you,  that  our  Swine 
Is  not,  as  divers  criticks  did  divine. 
Granting  at  state-afiiairs,  or  invecting 
Moch  at  our  city's  vices ;  no,  nor  detecting 
The  pride  or  fraud  in't ;   but,  were  it  now 
He  lad  his  first  birth,  wit  should  teach  him  how 
To  tax  these  times  abuses,  and  tell  some 
How  ill  tliey  did  in  running  oft  from  home ; 


For  to  prevent  (0  men  more  hard  than  flint !) 
A  matter,  that  shall  laugh  at  them  in  print. 
Once  to  proceed  in  this  play  we  were  mindless, 
Thinking  we  liv'd  'mongst  Jews,  tliat  lov'd  no 

Swine's  flesh : 
But,  now  tluit  trouble's  past,  if  it  deserve  a  hiss 
(As  questionless  it  will,  through  our  amiss), 
Let  it  be  favour'd  by  your  gentle  sufferance ; 
Wise  men  are  still  indu'd  with  patience : 
We  are  not  half  so  skill'd  as  strolling  players, 
Who  could  not  please  here,  as  at  country-fairs : 
We  may  be  pelted  off,  for  aught  we  know, 
With  apples,  eggs,  or  stones,  from  thence  below; 
In  which  we'll  crave  your  friendship,  if  we  may, 
And  you  shall  have  a  dance  worth  nil  the  play : 
And,  if  it  prove  so  happy  as  to  please. 
We'll  say  *  'tis  fortunate,  like  Pericles. 


*  See  RtliquiiB  Wottmntma,  4th  edition,  1685,  p.  402. 

* 'ti9  fortunaie,  Uke  Fericles — i.  e.  the  play  of  that  name  attributed  to  Sbakspeare.    Perhaps 

t  sneer  was  designed.  To  say  that  a  dramatic  piece  was/ottiiaafo,  is  not  to  say  that  it  was  drsfrrti^: 
ttd  why  of  aU  the  pieces  supposed  to  be  written  by  onr  great  Author  was  this  particularized?      S. 


THE 


HOG  HATH  LOST  HIS  PEARL. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONiE. 


Old  Lord  Wealthy. 
Young  Lordj  hii  Son. 
Maria,  hit  Daughter, 

Albeiit^  \  ^^  Oentlemen,  near  Ftiends. 

LiohTfoot,  a  Country  Gentleman* 
Haddit,  a  youthful  Gallant, 
HoG>  an  Uiurer, 


Rebecca,  his  Daughter. 

PETEii  Servitude^  hit  Man, 

Atlas,  a  Porter. 

A  Priest. 

A  Player. 

A  Serving-^nan. 

A  Nurse, 


rnarn^ 


ACTUS  PRIMUS. 


SCENA  PRIMA. 

Enter  Lightfoot,  a  country  gentleman^  pass^ 
ing  over  the  ttage^  and  knockt  at  the  other 
door. 

Light.  HO)  wi]o*B  within  here  ? 
Enter  Atlas,  a  porter, 

AtioB.  Ha*  ye  any  money  to  pay,  yoa  knock 
with  such  authority,  sir  ? 

light.  What  if  I  have  not,  may  not  a  man 
knock  without  money,  sir } 

Atlas.  Seldom ;  women  and  servants  will  not 
fmt  it  up  so,  sir. 

Light,  How  say  yon  by  that  sir^  but  I 
fyr'ythee,  is  not  this  one  Atlas's  hoose,  a 
fyorter? 

Atlas,  I  am  the  rent-payer  thereof. 

Light.  In  good  time,  sir. 

Atlas.  Not  in  good  time  neither,  sir,  for  I  am 
behind  with  my  landlord  a  year  and  three  quai^ 
ters  at  least. 

Light,  Now  if  a  man  woald  give  but  observ- 
ance to  this  fellow's  prating,  he  would  weary 
ins  ears  sooner  than  a  narliwr.  Do  y'hear,  sir? 
lies  there  not  one  Haddit  a  gentleman,  at  this 
hoBse? 


Atlas,  Here  lies  such  a  gentleman,  sir,  whose 
cloaths  (were  they  not  greasy)  would  bespeak 
him  so. 

Light.  Then  I  pray,  sir,  when  your  leisure 
shall  permit,  that  you  would  vouclraafe  to  help 
me  to  the  speech  of  him. 

Atlas,  We  must  first  crave  your  oath,  sir, 
that  you  come  not  with  intent  to  molest,  per^ 
turb,  or  endaneer  him ;  for  he  is  a  gentleman 
whom  it  hath  pleased  fortune  to  make  her  ten- 
nis-ball of,  and  therefore  subject  to  be  struck 
by  every  fool  into  hazard. 

Light,  In  thnt  I  commend  thy  care  of  him, 
for  which  friendship  there's  a  slight  reward :  tell 
him  a  countryman  of  his,  one  Lightfoot,  is  here, 
and  he  will  not  any  way  despair  of  his  safety. 

Atlas,  With  all  respect,  sir ;  pray  command 
my  house.  [Exit  Atlas. 

Lijght.  So,  now  I  shall  have  a  sight  of  my 
cousin  gallant:  he  that  hath  consumed  eight 
hundred  pounds  a  year  in  as  few  years  as  he 
hath  ears  on  his  head :  he  that  was  wont  never 
to  be  found  without  three  or  four  pair  of  red 
breeches  runnine  before  his  horse,  or  coach: 
he  that  at  a  meal  hath  had  more  several  kinds, 
than  I  think  the  ark  contain 'd:  he  that  was 
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^  Admired  by  niters,  for  his  robes  of  gallantry, 
tnd  fras  indeed  all  that  an  elder  brother  might 
be,  prodigal ;  yet  he,  whose  unthriftiness  kept 
many  a  bouse,  is  now  glad  to  keep  house  in  a 
boose  t'tat  keeps  hira,  the  poor  tenant  of  a  por- 
ter.' And  see  his  appearance  !  I'll  seein  strange 
to  hira. 

Enter  Haddit  in  poor  arraj/. 

Had,  Cousin  Lightfoot^  how  do*st  f  welcome 
to  the  city. 

Light,  Who  calls  roe  cousin?  Where*s  my 
cousin  Haddit  ?  he's  surely  patting  on  some  rich 
apparel,  for  me  to  see  him  in.  I  ha'  been  think- 
ing ail  the  way  I  come  up,  how  much  his  com- 
pany vriil  credit  me. 

Had.  My  name  is  Haddit,  sir,  and  your  kins- 
man, if  parents  may  be  trusted;  and  therefore 
you  may  please  to  know  me  better,  when  you 
see  me  next. 

Light.  I  pKytfaee,  fellow,  stay ;  is  it  possible 
tbou  should'st  be  tie  ?  why  he  was  the  generous 
spark  of  men's  admiration. 

Had.  I  am  that  spark,  sir,  tho*  now  rak'd  up 
in  ashes; 
Yet  when  it  pleaseth  fortune's  chops  to  blow 
Some  gentler  gale  upon  me,  I  ma^  then 
From  forth  of  embers  rise  and  shine  again. 

Light,  O,  by  your  versifying  I  know  you  now, 
sir ;  bow  do*st }  I  knew  thee  not  at  first,  thou'rt 
fery  much  alter'd. 

Had.  Faith,  and  so  I  am,  exceeding  much 
mioe  yoa  saw  me  last ;  about  80p/.  a  year ;  but 
let  it  pass,  ^  for  passage  carried  away  the  most 
part  of  it,  a  plague  of  fortune. 

Light,  Tbou'st  more  need  to  pray  to  fortune 
dnii  curse  her,  she  may  be  kind  to  thee  when 
thon  art  penitent,  but  that  I  fenr  « ill  be  never. 

Had,  O  no,  if  she  be  a  woman,  she'll  ever  love 
those  that  hate  her.  Bat,  cousin,  thou  art  thy 
Other's  6r8t-bom ;  help  mc  but  to  some  means, 
and  rii  redeem  my  mortgag'd  lands  with  a 
wench  to  boot. 

Light.  As  how,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Had.  Marry  thus ;  Hog  the  usurer  hath  one 
only  daughter. 

Light.  Is  his  name  Hog  ?  it  fits  him  exceed- 
ioi;  well :  for  as  a  hog  in  bis  life-time  is  always 
derooring,  and  never  commodious  in  aut^ht  till 


his  death ;  even  so  is  he,  whose  goods  at  that 
time  may  be  put  to  many  good  uses. 

Had.  And  so  I  hope  they  sliall  before  his 
Heath.  This  daughter  of  his  did,  and  I  think 
doth,  love  me;  but  I  then  thinking  myself  wor- 
thy of  an  empress,  gave  but  slight  respect  unto 
her  favour,  for  that  her  parentage  seem'd  not  to 
equal  my  high  thoughts,  puflt'd  up        ■ 

Light.  With  tobacco  surely. 

Had.  No,  but  with  as  bad  a  weed,  vain-glory. 

Light.  And  you  could  now  be  content  to  put 
your  lofty  spirits  into  the  lowest  pit  of  her  favour. 
Why  what  means  will  serve,  roan?  'Sfbot,  if  all 
I  have  will  repair  thy  fortunes,  it  shall  fly  at  tby 
command. 

Had,  Thanks,  good  cnz,  the  means  shalTnot 
be  great,  only  that  I  may  first  be  clad  in  a  gene- 
rous outside,  for  that  is  the  chief  attraction  tlia( 
draws  female  affection.  Good  parts,  without 
habiliments  of  gallantry,  are  no  more  set  by  in 
these  times,  than  a  good  leg  in  a  woollen  stock- 
ing. No,  'tis  a  glistering  presence  and  audacity 
bnngs  women  into  fool's  felicity. 

Light.  YouVe  a  good  confidence,  cnz,  but 
what  do  ye  think  your  brave  outside  shall  effect? 

Had.  That  being  had,  we'll  to  the  usurer, 
where  you  shall  offer  some  slight  piece  of  land 
to  mortgiige,  and,  if  you  do  it  to  bring  ourselves 
into  cash,  it  shall  be  ne'er  the  farther  from  yoa, 
for  here's  e  project  will  not  be  frustrate  of  ilii^ 
purpose. 

Light,  That  shall  be  shortly  tr/d.  I'll  in- 
stantly go  seek  for  a  habit  for  thee,  and  that  of 
the  richest  too  ;  that  which  shall  not  be  subject 
to  the  scoff  of  any  gallant,  tho'  to  the  accom- 
plisliing  thereof  all  my  means  go.  Alas !  what's 
a  man  unless  he  wear  good,  cloaths  ? 

[Exit  LiGHTFOOT. 

Had.  Good  speed  attend  my  suit!  Here's 
a  never-seen  nephew,  kind  in  distress ;  this  gives 
me  more  cause  of  aidroiration  than  the  loss  of 
thirty-five  settings  together  at  Passage.  Ay, 
when  'tis  perforra'd — but  words  and  deeds  are 
now  more  different  than  puritans  and  players. 

Enter  Atlas. 

Atlas,  Here's  the  Player  would  speak  with 
you. 


3 admired  by  niters,/or  his  robes  ofgaUantry. — If  this  be  not  a  corrupted,  it  mnst  be  an  affected, 

word,  coined  from  the  Latin  word  niteo,  to  shine,  or  be  splendid.  He  was  admiral  by  those  who 
tk$u  most  in  the  article  of  dress.      S. 

So,  in  MaiBton's  Satires,  printed  with  Pygmalion,  1598 : 

<<  O  dapper,  rare,  compleat,  sweet  nittie  youtli ! 
Jesu  Maria  I    How  his  clothes  appeare 
Crost  and  recrost  with  lace,  &c.*' 

*  For  passage  carried  away,  8fc. — **  Passage  is  a  game  at  dice  to  be  play*d  at  but  by  two,  and  it  is 
performed  with  three  dice.  The  caster  throws  continually  till  he  hath  tlirown  diibblets  under  ten, 
aad  then  he  is  out  and  loseth  ;  or  dubblets  above  ten,  and  then  he  passeth  and  wins. — Compleat  Gu^e- 
ster,  1680,  p.  119.    ' 
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Had,  About  *  the  jig  I  promised  him.— My 
pen  and  ink !  I  pr*ytbee  let  liim  in,  there  may 
be  some  cash  rhun'd  out  of  him. 

Enter  Player. 

Play,  The  muses  assist  you,  sir:  what,  at 
your  study  so  early? 

Had,  O  chiefly  now,  sir ;  for  Aurora  Mutis 
arnica. 

Play,  Indeed  I  understand  not  Latin,  sir. 

Had,  You  must  then  pardon  me,  good  Mr 
Change-coat ;  for  I  protest  unto  you,  it  is  so 
much  my  often  converse,  that  if  there  be  none 
but  women  in  ray  company,  yet  cannot  I  for- 
bear it. 

Play,  That  shews  your  more  learning,  sir; 
but,  I  pray  yon,  is  that  small  matter  done  I  en- 
treated for  ? 

Had.  A  small  matter!  }rou'll  find  it  worth 
Meg  of  Westminster,  altho'  it  be  but  a  bare  jig. 

Play,  O  lord,  sir,  I  would  it  had  but  half  the 
taste  of  gariick. 

Had.  Gariick  stinks  to  this ;  if  it  prove  that 
you  have  not  more  whores  to  see  this  than  e'er 
gariick  had,  say  I  am  n  boaster  of  my  own  works ; 
disgrace  me  on  the  open  stage,  and  bob  me  off 
with  ne'er  a  penny. 

Play.  O  lord,  sir,  far  be  it  from  us  to  debar 
any  worthy  writer  of  his  merit :  but  I  pray  you, 
sir,  what  is  tlie  title  you  bestow  upon  it? 

Had.  Marry,  that  which  is  full  as  forcible  as 
gariick,  the  name  of  it  is,  Who  buys  my  four 
ropes  of  hard  onions  ?  by  which  four  ropes  is 
meant,  four  several  kind  of  livers ;  by  the  onions, 
hangers-on ;  as  at  some  convenient  time  I  will 
more  particularly  inform  you  in  so  rare  a  hidden 
and  obscure  m3rstery. 

Play,  I  pray  let  roe  see  the  beginning  of  it. 
I  hope  you  have  made  no  dark  sentence  in*t ; 
for,  I'll  assure  you,  our  audience  commonly  are 
very  simple,  idle-headed  people,  and,  if  they 
should  hear  what  they  understand  not,  they 
would  quite  forsake  our  house. 

Had.  O  ne'er  fear  it,  for  what  I  have  writ  is 
both  witty  to  the  wise,  and  pleasing  to  the  igno- 
rant; for  you  shall  have  those  laugh  at  it  far 
more  heartily  that  understand  it  not,  than  those 
that  do. 

Play,  Methinks  the  end  of  this  stave  is  a  foot 
too  long. 

Had,  O  no,  sing  it  but  in  tune,  and  I  dare 
warrant  you. 

Play,  Why  hear  ye.  [He  sings. 

And  you  that  delight  in  trulls  and  minions, 
Come  buy  my  four  ropes  of  hard  Sir  Thomas's 
onions. 


took  ffe  there,  Sir  Thomas  might  very  well  hive 
been  uBft  out ;  besides,  hard  should  have  coilie 
next  the  onions. 

Him,  Fie,  no ;  the  dismembering  of  a  rhime 
to  brihg  ill  reason  shews  the  more  efBcac/  in  the 
writeft 

PUy.  Well,  as  you  please;  I  pray  you,  sir, 
what  Will  the  gratuity  be  ?  I  would  content  you 
as  neftt*  hand  as  I  could. 

iidtf.  80  I  believe.  [Aklde, 

Whvji  Mr  Change -coat,  I  do  not  suppose  we 
shall  flmer  mariy  pounds ;  pmy  make  your  oflf^r, 
if  yoU  give  me  too  much,  I  will,  most  doctor  of 
physikik  like,  restore. 

Plijf,  You  say  well ;  look  you,  sir,  therel  a 
brace  of  angels,  besides  much  drink  of  free-cdit. 
ifitbUlik'd. 

Ht^i.  How,  Mr  Change-coat !  a  brace  .of 
angelS)^  besides  much  drink  of  free-cost  if  it  be 
lik'd !  I  fear  vou  have  leam'd  it  by  heart;  if  you 
have  ttbwder  d  up  my  plot  in  your  Ecouce^  yo« 
may  ho>ne,  sir,  and  instruct  your  poet  over  t 
pot  of  hU  the  whole  method  on't.  But  if  vou  do 
so  juggW,  look  to't.  Shrove.Tuesday  ^  is  at 
hand,  atltl  I  have  some  acquaintauce  with  brick* 
layers  ^hd  plaisterers. 

Play.  iNay,  I  pray,  sir,  be  not  angry ;  for  as 
I  am  a  tt-Ue  stagetrotter,  I  mean  honestly  ;  and 
look  ye,  more  for  your  love  than  otherwise,  I 
give  you  t  brace  more. 

Had,  Well,  good  words  do  much ;  I  cannot 
now  be  fttij^y  with  you,  but  see  henceforward 
you  do  likle  him  that  would  please  a  new-married 
wife,  shew  your  most  at  nrst,  lest  some  otlier 
come  betwi^en  you  and  your  desires ;  for  I  pro- 
test, had  you  not  suddenly  shewn  your  good- 
nature, another  should  have  bad  it,  though  it 
had  been  fdl*  nothing. 

Play,  Th)th  Vm  sorry  I  gave  you  such  cause 
of  impatiency ;  but  you  shall  see  hereafter,  if 
your  mventioh  take,  I  will  not  stand  oflT  for  a 
brace  more  br  less,  desiring  I  may  see  your 
works  before  another. 

Had,  Nay,  before  all  others;  and  shortly 
expect  a  notable  piece  of  matter,  such  a  jig 
whose  tune,  with  the  natural  whistle  of  a  car- 
man, shall  be  mOire  ravishing  to  the  ears  of  tho|>> 
keepers  than  a  whole  concert  of  barbers  at  mid- 
night. 

Play.  I  am  yO^r  man  for't ;  T  pray  you  com- 
mand all  the  kindnms  belongs  to  my  function,  as 
a  box  for  your  friertd  at  a  new  play,  although  I 
procure  the  hate  of  all  my  company. 

Had,  No,  I'll  pay  lt>r  it  rather;  that  may  breed 
a  mutiny  in  your  whote  house. 

Play.  I  care  not,  I  ha'  play'd  a  king's  part  any 


s  7^i^.— See  Note  S5  to  Edward  II,  Vol.  I.  p.  17S. 

^  Shme-Twuday  is  at  hand, — Shrove-Tuesday  was  a  holiday  for  apprentices  and  working  people, 
as  appears  by  several  contemporary  writers.  So,  in  Dekkar's  Seten  deadly  Siimes  of  Limdomy  1606, 
p.  35 :  "  they  presently  (like  prentises  upon  Shrote-Tueiday)  take  the  lawe  into  their  owne  haades, 
aad  doe  what  mey  list." 
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tiiDC  Uiese  ten  yean ;  and  if  I  cannot  cpmmand 
such  a  matter,  'twere  poor,  Yaitb. 

Had,  Well,  master  ChaiigeK^oat,  |ou  shall 
DOW  ieuve  mtr,  for  Til  to  roj  study;  th<)  rooming 
boors  are  precious,  and  my  Muse  ij^editates 
most  upon  an  empty  stomach. 

Play.  I  pray,  sir,  when  tikis  new  invention  is 
produced,  let  me  not  be  forgotten. 

Hud   I'll  sooner  forget  to  be  a  jig-maker. 

[Exit  Player, 
So,  here*s  four  angels  I  little  dreamt  of.  Nay, 
and  there  be  money  to  be  gotten  by  foolery,  I 
liop^  fortune  will  not  see  me  want.     Atlas,  Atlas. 

Enter  Atlas. 

What,  was  my  country  cuz  here  since? 

Alias,  Why,  did  he  promise  to  come  again, 
leeing  how  the  case  stood  w*ye  ? 

Had,  Yea,  and  to  advance  my  down-fallen 
iortanes.  Atlas.  , 

Atlas,  But  ye  are  nut  sure  he  meant  it  you, 
when  he  spake  it. 

Hud,  iioj  nor  is  it  in  man  to  conjecture 
rightly  the  thought  by  the  trjngue. 

Atlas.  Why  then,  IMl  believe  it  when  I  see 
it  If  you  had  been  in  prosperity  when  lie  had 
promised  you  this  kindness 

Had.  I  liad  not  needed  it. 

Atlas.  But  being  now  you  do,  I  fear  you 
must  go  without  it. 

Had,  If  I  do,  Atlas,  be  it  so ;  1*11  e'en  go 
write  this  rhime  over  my  bed's  head : 

Undone  by  folly ;  fortune y  lend  me  more. 
Canst  tkau,  and  wilt  not  f  pox  on  such  a  whore, 

'and  so  1*11  set  up  my  rest.  But  see,  Atlas, 
kere's  a  little  of  that  that  damns  lawyers;  take 
it  in  part  of  a  farther  recompence. 

Atlas.  No,  pray  keep  it;  I  am  conceited  of 
your  better  fortunes,  and  therefore  will  stay  out 
that  expectation. 

Had,  Why,  if  you  will,  you  may ;  but  the 
surmounting  of  my  fortunes  is  as  much  to  be 
doubted,  as  he,  whose  estate  lies  in  the  lottery, 
(ksperate. 

Atlas.  But  ne^er  despair.  'Sfoot,  why  should 
not  yoc  live  as  well  as  a  thousand  others,  that 
vear  change  of  taffety,  whose  meant  were  never 
any  thing? 

Had.  Yet,  cheating,  theft,  and  pandarising, 
or  may  be  flattery.  I  have  maintained  some 
of  them  myself.  But  come,  hast  aught  to  break- 
Cut? 

Atlas.  Yes,  there's  tlie  fag-end  of  a  leg  of 
mutton. 

Had.  There  cannot  be  a  sweeter  dish ;  it  has 
coit  money  tlie  dressing. 

Atlas*  At  the  barber's,  you  mean.    [Exeunt, 


Enter  Albert,  solus. 

Alb,  This  is  the  green,  and  this  the  chamber- 
window  ; 
And  see,  the  appointed  light  stands  in  the  case- 
ment, 
The  ladder  of  ropes  set  orderly ;  yet  he 
That  should  ascend,  slow  in  his  haste,  is  not 
As  yet  come  hither. 

Wer*t  any  friend  that  lives,  but  Carracus, 
I'd  try  tlie  bliss  which  this  fine  time  presents. 
Appoint  to  carry  hence  so  rare  an  heir, 
And  be  so  slack !  'sfobt,  it  doth  move  my  pa* 

tience. 
Would  any  man  that  is  not  void  of  sense, 
Not  have  watcht  night  by  night  for  such  a  prize? 
Her  beauty's  so  attractive,  that  by  lieav'n, 
VJy  heart  half  grants  to  do  my  friend  a  wrong. 
Forego  these  thoughts ;  Albert,  be  not  a  slave 
To  thy  affection ;  do  apt  falsity 
Thy  faith  to  him^^whose  only  friendship's  worth 
A  world  of  women.     He  is  such  a  one, 
I'hou  canst  not  live  without  liis  good, 
He  is  and  was  ever  as  thine  own  heart's  blood. 

[Maria  beckons  him  in  the  window, 
e  beckons  me,  for  Carracus : 
Shall  my  base  purity,  cause  me  neglect 
This  present  happiness?   I  will  obtain  it, 
Spite  of  my  timorous  conscience.    I  am  in  per» 
Habit,  and  all,  so  like  to  Carracus,  [sou^ 

It  may  be  acted,  and  ne'er  call'd  in  question. 

Mar,  calls.  Hist !  Carracus,  ascend : 
All  is  as  clear  as  in  our  hearts  we  wish'd. 
Alb.  Nay,  if  I  go  not  now,  I  might  be  gelded, 

i'faith ! 
[Albert  ascends;  and,  being  on  the  top  of  the 

Utdder^  puts  out  the  candle. 
Mar,  O  love,  why  do  you  so  ? 
Alb,  I  heard  the  steps  of  some  coming  this 
way; 
Did  you  not  hear  Albert  pass  by  as  yet  ? 

Mar,  Not  any  creature  pass  this  way  this 

hour. 
Alb,  Then  he  intends,  just  at  the  break  of  day, 
To  lend  his  trusty  help  to  our  departure. 
'  lis  yet  two  hours  time  thither,  till  when,  let's 

rest, 
For  that  our  speedy  flight  will  not  yield  any. 

Mar,  But  I  fear. 
We  possessing  of  each  other's  presence. 
Shall  oversleep  the  time.     Will  your  friend  call? 
Alb.  Just  at  the  instant,  fear  not  of  his  care. 
Mar.  Come  then,  dear  Carracus,  thou  now 
shalt  rest 
Upon  that  bed,  where  fancy  ofl  hath  thought 

thee; 
Which  kindness  until  now  I  ne'er  did  grant  thee^ 
Nor  would  I  now,  but  that  thy  loyal  faith 


And  so  ril  set  up  my  rest. See  Note  24  to  7^  Jatial  Crew,  postea. 
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I  have  80  often  try*d ;  even  now, 

Seeing  thee  come  to  that  most  hunour'd  end. 

Through  all  the  dangers,    which  black  night 

presents, 
For  to  convey  me  hence  and  marry  me. 
Alb,  If  I  do  not  do  so,  then  hate  me  ever. 
Mar,  I  do  believe  thee,  and  will  hate  thee 
never.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Carracus. 

Car,  How  pleasing  are  the  steps  we  lovers 
make, 
When  in  the  paths  of  our  content  we  pace. 
To  meet  our  longings!  What  happiness  it  is 
For  man  to  love  !  But  oh,  what  greater  bliss 
To  love,  and  be  belov'd  !  O  what  one  virtue 
E'er  reign*d  in  me,  that  I  should  be  inrichM 
With  all  earth's  good  at  once  !  I  have  a  friend. 
Selected  by  the  heavens  as  a  gift 
To  make  me  happy,  whilst  I  live  on  earth ; 
A  man  so  rare  of  goodness,  film  of  faith. 
That  earth's  content  must  vanish  in  his  death. 
Then  for  my  love,  and  mistress  of  my  soul, 
A  maid  of  rich  endowments,  *  beautify'd 
With  all  the  virtues  nature  could  bestow 
Upon  mortality,  who  this  happy  night 
Will  make  me  gainer  of  her  lieav'nly  self. 
And  see  how  suddenly  I  have  attain*d 
To  the  abode  of  my  desired  wishes  1 
This  is  the  green ;  how  dark  the  night  appears  ! 
I  cannot  hear  the  tread  of  my  true  friend. 
Albert !  hist,  Albert ! — he's  not  come  as  yet. 
Nor  is  th'  appointed  light  set  in  the  window. 
What  if  I  call  Maria  ?  it  may  be 
She  fear'd  to  set  a  light,  and  only  heark*neth 
To  hear  ray  steps ;  and  yet  I  dare  not  call, 
Lest  I  betray  myself,  and  that  my  voice, 
Thinking  to  enter  in  the  ears  of  her, 
Be  of  some  other  heard :  no,  I  will  stay 
Until  the  coming  of  my  dear  friend  Albert. 
But  now  think^  Carracus,  what  the  end  will  be 
Of  this  thou  dost  determine :  thou  art  come 
Hither  to  rob  a  father  of  tliat  wealth 
That  solely  lengthens  his  now  drooping  years, 
His  virtuous  daughter,  and  all  of  that  sex  left. 
To  make  him  hnppy  in  his  aged  da)'s : 
I'he  loss  of  her  may  cause  him  to  despair. 
Transport  his  near-decaying  sense  to  frenzy. 
Or  to  some  such  abhorred  hicooveniency, 
Whereto  frail  age  is  subject.     I  do  too  ill  in  this. 
And  must  not  think  but  that  a  father's  plaint 
Will  move  the  heavens  to  pour  forth  misery 
Upon  the  head  of  disobediency. 
Yet  reason  tells  us,  parents  are  o'erseen, 
When  with  too  strict  a  rein  they  do  hold  in 
Their  child's  affections,  and  controul  that  love, 
'Which  the  high  powers  divine  inspire  them  with. 


When  in  their  shallowest  judgments  they  may 

know. 
Affection  crost  brings  misery  and  woe. 
But  whilst  I  run  contemplating  on  this, 
1  softly  pace  to  my  desired  bliss. 
Til  go  into  the  next  field,  where  my  friend 
Told  me  the  horses  were  in  readiness.       [Exit. 

Albert  descending  from  Maria. 

Mar.  But  do  not  stay.     What,  if  you  find 

not  Albert  ? 
Alh.  I'll  then  return  alone  to  fetch  you  hence. 
Mar.  If  you  should  now  deceive  me,  haviog 
gained 
What  you  men  seek  for — 
Alb.  Sooner  Til  deceive  my  soul — and  so  I 
fear  I  have.  [Aside. 

Mar.  At  your  first  call  I  will  descend. 
Alb.  Till  when,  this  touch  of  lips  be  the  true 
pledge 
Of  Carracus'  constant  true  devoted  love. 

Mar.  Be  sure  you  stay  not  long ;  farewel ; 
I  cannot  lend  an  ear  to  hear  you  part. 

[  Blxit  Maria. 

Alb,  But   you    did    lend  a  hand   unto  my 

entrance.  [He  descends. 

How  have  I  wrong'd  my  friend,  my&thful  friend ! 

Robb'd  him  of  what's  more  precious  than  his 

blood. 
His  earthly  heaven,  the  unspotted  honour 
Of   his   soul-joying    mistress !    the  fruition  of 

whose  bed 
I  yet  am  warm  of;  whilst  dear  Carracus 
Wanders  this  cold  night  through  th'unshelt'ring 

field. 
Seeking  me,   treacherous  man  ;   yet  no  man 

neither, 
Though  in  an  outward  shew  of  such  appearance, 
But  am  a  devil  indeed,  for  so  this  deed 
Of  wronged  love  and  friendship  rightly  makes  me. 
I  may  compare  my  friend  to  one  that's  sick, 
Who,  lying  on  his  death-bed,  calls  to  him 
His  deare5>t-thought  friend,  and  bids  him  go 
To  some  rare  gifted  man,  that  can  restore 
His  former  health :  this  his  friend  sadly  hears. 
And  vows  with  protestations  to  fulfill 
His  wish*d  desires,  with  his  best  performance ; 
But  then  no  sooner  seeing  that  the  death 
Of  his  sick  friend  would  add  to  him  some  gain. 
Goes  not  to  seek  a  remedy  to  save. 
But  like  a  wretch  hides  him  to  dig  his  grave ; 
As  I  have  done  for  virtuous  Carracus. 
Yet,  Albert,  be  not  reasonless,  to  indanger 
What  thou  may's t  yet  secure;  who  can  detect 
The  chme  of  thy  licentious  appeute  ? — 
I  hear  one's  pace,  'tis  surely  Carracus. 


*  BetstU\fy*d,-^So  Hamlet^  A.  2.  S.  2  :    "  To  the  celestial,  and  my  soul's  idol,  the  most  beautifitd 
Ophelia."    See  the  Notes  of  Mr  Theobald,  Dr  Johnson^  and  Mr  Steevens,  thereon. 
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Enter  CAaRACus. 

Car.  Not  find  my  friend !  sure  some  malig- 
nant planet 
Rules  o*er  this  night,  and,  envying  the  content 
Which  I  in  thought  possess,  debars  tne  thus 
From  f^bat  is  more  than  happy,  the  lov'd  pre- 
sence 
Of  a  dear  friend  and  love. 
Alh.     *Tis  wronged  Carracus,    by    Albert's 
baseness: 
I  have  no  power  now  to  reveal  myself. 

Car.  The  horses  stand  at  the  appointed  place, 
And  nighrs  dark  coverture  makes  firm  our  safety. 
My  friend  is  surely  fall'n  into  a  slumber 
On  some  bank  hereabouts;  I  will  call  him. 
Friend,  Albert,  Albert. 
Alb,  Whatever  you  are  that  call,  you  know 

my  name. 
Car.  Ay,  and  thy  heart,  dear  friend. 
Alb.  O  Carracus,  you  are  a  slow-pac'd  lover ! 
Your  credit  had  been  touched,  had  1  not  been. 
Car.  As  how,  I  pr'ythee,  Albert? 
Alb.  Why,  I  excus'd  you  to  the  fair  Maria; 
Who    would    have  thought  you   else  a  slack 

performer. 
For  coming  first  under  her  chamber  window. 
She  heard  me  tread,  and  call'd  upon  your  name; 
To  which  I  answered,  with  a  tongue  like  yours ; 
And  told  her,  I  would  go  to  seek  for  Albert, 
And  straight  return. 
Car.  Whom  I  have  found,  thanks  to  thy  faith, 
and  heav*n. 
Bat  had  not  she  a  light  when  you  came  first  ? 

Alb.  Yes,  but  hearing  of  some  company. 
She  at  my  warning  was  forcM  to  put  it  out. 
And  had  I  been  so  too,  you  and  I  too 
Had  still  been  happy.  [Aside. 

Car.  See,  we  are  now  come  to  the  chamber 

window. 
Alb.  Then  you  must  call,  for  so  I  said  I 

would. 
Car.  Maria. 

Mar.  My  Carracus,  are  you  so  soon  retum*d  ? 
I  see  you'll  keep  your  promise. 
Car.  Who  would  not  do  so,   having  past  it 
thee. 
Cannot  be  fram*d  of  aught  but  treachery : 
Fairest,  descend,  that,  by  our  hence  departing. 
We  may  make  firm  the  bliss  of  our  content. 
Mar,  Is  your  friend  Albert  with  you  ? 


Alb,  Yes,  and  your  servant,  honoured  lady. 
Mar,  Hold  me  from  falling,  Carracus. 

[She  deseettds. 
Car.  I  will  do  now  so ;  but  not  at  other  times. 
Mar.  You  are  merry,  sir : 
But  what  d*  y'  intend  with  this  your  scaling 

ladder. 
To  leave  it  thus,  or  put  it  forth  of  sight } 

.  Car.  Faith,  'tis  no  great  matter  which  : 
Yet  we  will  take  it  hence,  that  it  may  breed 
Many  confusM  opinions  in  the  house 
Of  your  escape.   Here,  Albert,  you  shall  bear  it: 
It  may  be  you  may  chance  to  practise  that  way  ; 
Which  when  you  do,  may  your  attempts  so 

prove 
As  mine  have  done,  most  fortunate  in  love. 

Alb.  May  you  continue  ever  so  ! 
But  it*s  time  now  to  make  some  haste  to  horse ; 
Night  soon  will  vanish. — O  that  it  had  power 
For  ever  to  exclude  day  from  our  eyes. 
For  my  looks  then  will  shew  my  villainy.  [Aside, 
Car,  Come,  fair  Maria,  the  troubles  of  this 
night 
Are  as  forerunners  to  ensuing  pleasures, 
And,  noble  friend,  although  now  Carracus 
Seems,  in  the  gaining  of  this  beauteous  prize, 
To  keep  from  you  so  much  of  his  lov'd  treasure. 
Which  ought  not  to  be  mixed ;  yet  his  heart 
Shall  so  far  strive- in  your  wish'd  happiness, 
That  if  the  loss  and  ruin  of  itself 
Can  but  avail  your  good. — 
Alb.  O  friend,  no  more ;  come,  you  are  slow 
in  haste ; 
Friendship  ought  never  be  discussM  in  words. 
Till  all  her  deeds  be  finished  :   who,  looking  in 

a  book. 
And  reeds  but  some  part  of  it  only,  cannot 

judge 
What  praise  the  whole  deserves,  because  his 

knowledge 
Is  grounded  but  on  part — As  thine,  friend,  is 

[Aside, 

Ignorant  of  that  black  mischief  I  have  done  thee. 

Mar.  Carracus,  I  am  weary,  are  the  horses 

far? 
Car,  No,  fairest,  we  are  now  even  at  them : 
Come,  do  you  follow,  Albert  ? 

Alb.  Yes,  1  do  follow;  would  I  had  done  so 
ever. 
And  ne*er  had  gone  before.  [Exeunt. 


ACTUS  SECUNDUS. 


Enter  Hoc  the  Usurer;    with  Pztlb,  Servi- 
tude, trussing  his  points. 

Hog,  What,  hath  not  my  young  Lord 
Wealthy  been   here  this  morning? 

P.  Serv,  No,  in  very  dt?e<l,  sir ;  he  is  a  to- 
«rardly  young  gentleman ;  shall  he  have  my  young 
mistress,  your  daughter,  I  pray  you,  sir  ? 


Hog.  Ay,  that  he  shall,  Peter;  she  cannot 
be  matched  to  greater  honour  and  riches  in  all 
this  country ;  yet  the  peevish  girl  makes  coy  or 
it,  she  had  rather  affect  a  prodigal:  as  there 
was  Haddit,  one  that  by  this  time  cannot  be 
otherwise  than  hang'd,  or  in  some  worse  estate; 
yet  she  would  have  had  him :  but  I  praise  mj 
stars  she  went  without  him,  Utoii^b  X  did  not 
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witboat  his  lands;    'twas   a   rare    mortgage , 
Peter. 

P.  Serv.  As  e'er  came  in  parchment ;  but 
see,  here  comes  my  young  lord. 

Enter  Young  Lord  Wealthy. 

WeaLjun,  'Morrow^  father  Ilo^;  I  am  come 
to  tell  you  strange  news;  my  sister  is  btoVn 
away  to  night,  'tis  thought  by  nigromancy. 
What  nigromancy  is,  I  leave  to  the  readers  of 
the  ^  Seven  Champions  of  Christendom 

Hog.  But  is  it  possible  your  sister  should  be 
stolen?  sure  some  of  tbe  household  servants 
were  confederates  in't. 

WeaLjun,  Faith,  I  think  they  would  have 
confest,  then ;  for  I  am  sure,  my  lord  and  fa- 
ther hath  put  them  all  to  the  bastinado  twice 
this  morning  already ;  not  a  waiting-woman,  but 
has  been  stowed,  i  faith. 

P.  Setv,  Trust  me,  he  says  well  for  the  most 
part. 

Hog.  Then,  my  lord,  your  father  is  far  im- 
patient. 

WeaLjun,  Impatient!  I  ha* seen  the  picture 
of  Hector,' °  in  a  haberdasher's  shop,  not  look 
half  so  furious;  he  appears  more  terrible  than 
wild'fire  at  a  play.  But,  father  Hog,  when  is 
the  time  your  daughter  aud  I  shall  to  this  wed- 
lock-drudgery ? 

Hog.  Troth,  my  lord,  when  you  please :  she*s 
at  your  disposure,  and  I  rest  much  thankful  that 
your  lordship  will  so  highly  honour  me.  She 
shall  have  a  good  portion,  my  lord,  though  no- 
thing in  respect  of  your  large  revenues.  Call 
her  in,  Peter ;  tell  her,  my  most  respected  Lord 
Wealthy  is  here,  to  whose  presence  I  will  now 
commit  her;  [Exit  Peter;]  and  I  pray  you,  my 
lord,  prosecute  the  gain  oi  her  affection  with 
the  best  affecting  words  you  may,  and  so  I  bid 
good-morrow  to  your  lordship.  [Exit  Hoc. 

WeaLjun.  Morrow,  father  Hog.  To  prose- 
cute the  gain  of  her  affection  with  the  best  af- 
fecting words  ;  as  I  am  a  lord,  a  most  rare  phrase ! 
well,  1  perceive  age  is  not  altogether  ignorant, 
though  many  an  old  justice  is  so. 

Enter  Peter  Servitude. 

How  now,  Peter,  is  thy  younjs;  mistress  up  yet  ? 

P.  Serv.  Yes,  indeed,  she's  an  early  stirrer ; 
and  I  doubt  not  hereafter,  but  that  your  lord- 
ship may  say,  she's  abroad  before  you  can  rise. 

WeaLjun.  Faith,  and  so  she  may,  for  'tis 
long  ere  I  can  get  up  when  I  go  fox'd  to  bed. 


But,  Peter,  has  she  no  ot)i«f  suitors  besUI^ 
myself? 

K  Serv.  No,  and  it  like  yt>qr  lordship :  nor 
is  it  fit  she  should. 

WeaLjun.  Not  fit  she  shon|<|:  I  tell  theet 
Peter,  I  would  give  away  a^  Qpuch  as  some 
knights  are  worth,  and  that's  \\^i  much,  only 
to  wipe  the  noses  of  some  dozen  <ir  two  of  gair 
lants,  and  to  see  how  pitytuily  thuse  parcels  of 
men's  flesh  would  look  when  I  had  cau^itt  the 
bird,  which  they  had  beaten  the  bnsh  for. 

P.  Sero.  Indeed,  your  lordshi|(*s  conquest 
would  have  seem'd  the  greater. 

WeaLjun.  Toot,  as  I  am  a  lord,  it  angers  me 
to  the  guts,  that  nobody  hath  been  about  her. 

P.  Serv.  For  any  thing  I  know,  your  lordship 
may  go  without  her. 

WeaLjun.  An'  I  could  have  enjoy'd  her  to 
some  pale-6iced  lover's  distraction,  or  been  en« 
vied  for  my  happiness,  it  had  been  somewhat. 

Enter  Rebecca. 

But  see  where  she  comes !  I  knew  she  had  not 

f>ower  enough  to  stay  another  sending  for.  O 
ords !  what  are  we  ?  our  names  enforce  beauty 
to  fly,  being  sent  for.  [Aside. 

Morrow,  pretty  Beck  :  how  dost  ? 

Reb.  I  rather  should  enquire  your  lordship's 
health,  seeing  you  up  at  such  an  early  liour. 
Was  it  the  tooth-ach,  or  else  fleas  disturb'd  you? 

WeaLjun.  Do  yon  think  I  am  subject  to  such 
common  infirmities  ?  Nay,  were  I  diseas'd,  I'd 
scorn  but  to  be  diseas'd  like  a  lord,  i'fJEiith.  But 
I  can  tell  you  news,  your  fellow  '^  virgin-hole 
player,  my  sister,  is  stolen  away  to-ni^ht. 

Keh.  In  truth,  I  am  glad  on't;  she  is  now  firee 
from  tlie  jealous  eye  of  a  father.     Do  not  ye  sus> 

{>ect,  my  lord,  who  it  should  be  that  has  carried 
ler  away  ? 

WeaLjun.  No,  nor  care  not;  as  she  brews,  so 
let  her  bake;  so  say'd  the  atitient  proverb.  But 
lady  mine,  that  shall  be,  your  father  hath 
'^  wish'd  me  to  appoint  the  day  with  you. 

Keb.  What  day,  my  lord  ? 

WeaLjun.  Why,  of  marriage?  or  as  the 
'^learned  historiographer  writes,  Hymen's  hoH- 
days,  or  nuptial  ceremonious  rites. 

Reb.  Why,  when  would  you.  appoint  tliat, 
my  lord  ? 

WeaLjun.  Why,  let  me  see,  I  think  the  tay- 
lor  may  dispatch  all  our  vestures  in  a  week: 
therefore,  it  shall  be  directly  this  day  se'en- 
night. 


'  Severn  Ckamp^M  ^  CkrisUndom.—A  very  popular  book,  which  is  still  often  reprinted. 

'^  An  allusion  possibly,  though  it  must  be  confessed  an  obscure  one,  to  the  Sign  called  The  Sara- 


eiH*M  Head.      N. 

"  Virgin-hole  player . — A  designed  play  on  the  word  rirginal,  a  spinnet.      S. 

■*  Witk'd  me.— Desired  or  recommended.    See  Note  47  to  The  Honest  frhore^  Vol.  I.  p.  538. 

■'  The  learned  historiographer, — ^This  was  Samuel  Daniel,  who  was  an  bustonan  as  well  as  a  poet 
The  work  above  allnded  to  is  probably  Hymen's  Triumph;  a  Pastoral  1  ragi-comcdy,  acted  at  the 
Queen's  Court  in  the  Strand,  at  the  nuptials  of  Lord  Roxborough.        . 
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P.  Serv^  Gdlk  give  jfba  joy  ! 
Reb,  Of  whal^  I  prAjfk  you  impudence  ?  This 
Mow  will  go  oMr  to  Ake  his  oath  that  he  hath 
seen  as  plight  fnUhs  t6|ether ;  my  father  keeps 
him  for  no  othef  caUil,  than  to  outswear  tne 
tmtli.  My  lord,  bot  io  hold  you  any  longer  in 
a  fool's  paradise,  liOr  td  blind  you  with  the  hopes 
I  never  intend  to  aDcottti>lish,  know,  I  neither  do, 
can,  or  will  love  ydttk 

Weal.jun,  Howl  tibt  love  a  lord?  O  indis- 
creet young  woman  1  thdeed  your  father  told  me 
bow  unripe  I  should  find  you :  but  all's  one,  un- 
ripe fruit  will  ask  mdl^  shaking  before  they  fall, 
than  those  that  are,  lUill  my  conquest  will  seem 
tiie  greater  still.  , 

P.  Serv,  Afore  GoA^  he  is  a  most  unanswer- 
able lord,  and  holds  htff  to't,  i'faith. 

WtaLjun.  Nay,  ybtl  tould  not  have  pleas*d 
Be  better,  than  seeing  ybu  so  invincible,  and  of 
such  difficult  attaining  td*  I  would  not  give  a 
pin  for  the  society  of  i  fetkiale  that  should  seem 
willing ;  but  give 'me  i  #tiich  that  hath  disdain- 
ibl  looks; 

For  'tis  denial  wh^  art  appetite, 
When  pro6fer*d  s«flrice  doth  allay  delight. 
Kth,  The  fool's  w€)U  rend  in  vice. — IV^  lord, 
I  hope  yoa  hereaftef  will  no  farther  insinuate  in 
the  course  of  vour  nff^ttions  |  and,  for  the  better 
withdrawing  from  thetn,  you  thay  please  to  know, 
I  have  irrevocably  decreed  nl^yer  to  marry. 

Weal.  jun.  Nevtf  to  mari-y  I  Peter,  I  pray 
bear  witness  of  her  Wbrds,  th:i^  when  I  have  at- 
tiia*d  ber,  it  may  add  to  my  flittie  and  conquest. 
Reb,  Yes  indeed,  an't  like  fctiMv  lordship. 
WeaLjun,  Nay,  ft  must  thihl.  Beck,  I  know 
how  to  wooe ;  ye  soull  find  no  bashful  univeN 
ikirHiian  of  me. 

Rth.  Indeed,  I  think  y'ad  ne>r  that  bringing 
Qp.    Did  you  ever  Itudy,  my  lord  f 

Wad.  jun.  Yes  fkith,  thnt  I  hive,  and,  the 
last  week  too,  three  days  and  a  night  together. 
Kth.  About  what,  I  pray  ? 
Weal.  jun.  Only  to  find  out,  w)iy  a  woman 
lioing  on  the  rifht  side  of  her  husband  in  the 
<laT-time  should  lit  on  his  left  sid^  lit  night; 
>ad,  as  I  am  a  lord,  I  never  knew  the  meaning 
oo'c  till  yesterday.  Maltapert,  my  father's  but- 
ler»  being  a  witty  jackanapes,  told  me  why  it  was. 
Reh.  ByV  lady,  my  lord,  *twas  a  shrewd  study, 
Mrt  1  fear  bath  altered  the  property  of  your 
PwJ  parts;  for,  rll  assure  you,  I  lov'd  you  a 
wtnight  ago  far  better. 

Weal,  jun.  Nay,  'tis  all  one  whether  you  do 
w»o,  tis  but  a  littte  more  trouble  to  bring  you 
Aboot  again;  and  rto  question  but  a  man  may 

\i}  "^  ^'  '^^^  ^™^'  "*  y^^^  **'*^^«'  »*»d, 

Uic  black  ox  hath  not  trod  upon  that  footof  yours. 

lUk.  No,  but  tiie  white  calf  hath;  and  so  I 
leave  your  lordshin.  [Exit  Rebecca. 

WtuLjun.  WeU,  go  thy  ways,  th'art  as  witty 
>|,nitrromlade-eater  as  ever  I  conversed  with, 
fjvr,  as  I  am  a  lord,  I  love  her  bet^r-and  bet- 
^'»  fU  home  and  poetise  upon  her  good  parts 


presently.  Peter,  here's  a  preparative  to  my 
farther  applications ;  and  Peter,  be  circumspect 
in  giving  me  diligent  notice  what  suitors  seem  to 
be  peeping. 

P.  Serv,  I'll  warrant  you,  ray  lord,  she's  your 
own ;  for  I'll  give  out  to  all  that  come  near  her, 
that  she  is  betrothed  to  you  ;  and  if  the  worst 
come  to  the  worst,  I'll  swear  it. 

Weal.jun.  Why,  godamercy;  and  if  ever  I  do 
gain  my  request, 
Thou  shalt  in  braver  clothes  be  shortly  drest. 

[  Exeunt, 

Enter  Old  Lord  Wealthy,  9olu$. 

Weal,  ten.  Have  the  fates  then  conspired,  and 
quite  bereft 
My  drooping  years  of  all  the  blest  content 
That  age  partakes  of,  by  the  sweet  aspect 
Of  their  welUnurtur'd  issue ;  whose  obedience. 
Discreet  and  duteous  'haviour,  only  lengthens 
The  thread  of  age ;  when  on  the  contrary. 
By  rude  demeanour  and  their  headstrong  wills. 
That  thread's  soon  ravel'd  out.    O  why,  Maria, 
Couldst  thou  abandon  me  now  at  this  time. 
When  my  gray  head's  declining  to  the  grave? 
Could  any  masculine  flatterer  on  earth 
So  far  bewitch  thee,  to  forget  thyself,  [me. 

As  now  to  leave  me?  did  nature  solely  give  thee 
As  my  chief  inestimable  treasure. 
Whereby  my  Hge  might  pass  in  quiet  to  rest ; 
And  art  thou  pmv'd  to  be  the  only  curse, 
Which  heav'n  could  throw  upon  mortality  ? 
Yet  111  not  corse  thee,  tliough  I  fear  the  iates 
Will  on  thy  head  inflict  sdme  punishment. 
Which  I  will  daily  pray  they  may  with-hold. 
Although  thy  disobediency  deserves 
Extreamest  rigour,  yet  I  wish  to  thee 
Content  in  love,  full  of  tranquillity. 

"Enter  Young  Lord  Wealthy. 

But  see  where  stands  my  shame,  whose  indiscre* 

tion 
Doth  seem  to  bury  all  the  living  honours 
Of  all  our  ancestors ;  but  'tis  the  fates'  decree, 
That  men  might  know  their  weak  mortality. 

Weal.jun.  Sir,  I  cannot  find  my  sister. 

Weal,  ten.  I  know  thou  canst  not,  'twere  too 
rare  to  see 
Wisdom  found  out  by  ignorance. 

Weal,  jun.  How,  father  !  is  it  not  possible 
that  wisdom  should  be  found  out  by  ignorance  ? 
I  pray,  then,  how  do  many  magmficoes  come 
by  it? 

Weal.  ten.  They  buy  it,  son,  as  you  had  need 
to  do. 
Yet  wealth  without  that  inay  live  more  content, 
Than  wit's  enjoyers  can,  debarr'd  of  wealth. 
All  pray  fi)r  wealth,  but  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
Of  any  but  one,  that  e'er  pray'd  for  wit. 
He's  counted  wise  enough  in  these  vain  times, 
That  hath  but  meai\s  enough  to  wear  gay  cloatlis. 
And  be  an  outside  o^  humanity.    What  matters 
it  a  pin, 
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How  indiscreet  soe'er  a  natural  be. 
So  that  his  wealth  be  great  ?  that's  it  doth  cause 
Wisdom  in  these  days  to  give  fools  applause. 
And  when  gay  folly  speaks,  how  vain  soever. 
Wisdom  must  silent  sit,  and  speech  forbear. 

WeaLjun.  Then  wisdom  must  sit  as  route  as 
learning  among  many  courtiers.  But,  father,  I 
partly  suspect  that  Carracas  hath  got  my  sister. 

Weal,  sen.  With  child,  I  fear,  ere  this. 

WeaLjun.  By*r  lady,  and  Umt  may  be  true. 
But,  whether  he  has  or  no,  it's  all  one :  if  yon 
please,  I'll  take  her  from  under  his  nose,  in  spite 
on*s  teeth,  and  ask  him  no  leave. 

Weai.  sen.  That  were  too  headstrong,  son  ; 
We'll  rather  leave  them  to  the  will  of  heaven, 
To  fall  or  prosper ;  and  tho'  young  Carracus 
Be  but  a  geutleman  of  small  revenues. 
Yet  he  deserves  my  daughter  for  his  virtues : 
And,  bad  I  thought  she  could  not  be  withdrawn 
From  th'  affectmg  of  him,  I  had,  ere  this. 
Made  them  both  happy  by  my  free  consent ; 
Which  now  I  wish  I  had  granted,  and  still  pray. 
If  any  have  her,  it  may  be  Carracus. 

WeaLjun.  Troth  and  I  wish  so  too ;  for,  in 
my  mind,  he's  a  gentleman  of  a  good  house,  and 
speaks  true  Latin. 

WeaL  sen.  To-morrow,  son,  you  shall  ride  to 
his  house. 
And  there  inquire  of  your  sister*s  being. 
But,  as  you  tender  me  and  your  own  good. 
Use  no  rou|h  language  savouring  of  distaste, 
Or  any  uncivil  terms. 

WeaLjun.  Why,  do  you  take  me  for  a  mid- 
wife? 

WeaL  sen.  But  tell  yoong  Carracus  these 
words  from  me. 
That  if  he  bath,  with  safeguard  of  her  honour. 
Espoused  my  daughter,  that  I  then  forgive 
His  rash  offence,  and  will  accept  of  him 
In  all  the  fatherly  love  I  owe  a  child. 

WeaLjun,  I  am  sure  my  sister  will  be  ghid  to 
hear  it,  and  I  cannot  blame  her ;  for  sheMl  then 
enjoy  that  with  quietness,  which  many  a  wench, 
in  these  days,  does  scratch  for. 

WeaL  sea.  Come,  son,  V\\  write  to  Carracus, 
that  my  own  hand  may  witness  how  much  I  stand 
^fleeted  to  his  worth.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Haddit,  in  his  gay  apparel,  making  him 
ready  ^  and  with  him  Light  foot. 

Had.  By  this  light,  cuz,  this  suit  does  rarely  ! 
the  taylor  that  made  it  may  hap  to  be  saved, 
an't  be  hut  for  his  good  works :  I  think  I  shall 
be  proud  of  'em,  and  so  I  was  never  yet  of  any 
clonths. 

Light.  How!  not  of  your  cloaths !  why,  then, 
you  were  never  proud  of  any  thing,  for  therein 
chiefly  consisteth  pride ;  for  yon  never  saw  pride 
pictured  but  in  gay  attire. 

Had.  True;  but,  in  my  opinion,  pride  might 
as  well  be  portraied  in  any  other  shape,  as  to 
seem  to  be  an  affector  of  gallantry,  being  the 
causes  tliereof  are  so  several  and  diverse.     As 


some  are  proud  of  their  strength,  altho'  that 
pride  cost  them  tlie  loss  of  a  limb  or  two,  by 
over-daring:  likewise  some  are  proud  of  thcdiV 
humour,  altho*  in  that  humour  they  be  often 
knocked  for  being  so :  some  are  proud  of  their 
drink,  altho'  that  liquid  operation  cause  them  to 
wear  a  night-cap  three  weeks  after :  some  are 
proud  of  their  good  parts,  altho'  they  never  put 
them  to  better  uses  than  the  enjoying  of  a  com- 
mon strumpet's  company,  and  are  only  made 
proud  by  the  favour  of  a  waiting-woman  :  others 
are  proud — 

Light.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee  cuz^  enough  of  pride ; 
but  when  do  you  intend  to  go  yonder  to  Cove- 
tousness  tlie  usurer,  that  we  may  see  bow  near 
your  plot  will  take,  for  the  releasing  of  your 
mortgaged  lands  ? 

Had.  Why  now ;  presently ;  and,  if  I  do  not 
accomplish  my  projects  to  a  wish'd  end,  I  wiab 
my  fortunes  may  be  like  some  scraping  trades- 
man, that  never  euibraceth  true  pleasure  till 
he  be  threescore  and  ten. 

Light.  But  say.  Hog's  daughter,  on  -whom  att 
your  hopes  depend,  by  this  be  betroth'd  to  some 
other. 

Had,  Why,  say  she  were ;  nay  more,  married 
to  another,  I  would  be  ne'er  the  farther  from 
effecting  of  ray  intents.  No,  cui,  I  |»artly  know 
her  inward  disposition ;  and,  did  I  but  only  know 
her  to  be  womankind,  I  think  k  were  suffi- 
cient. 

Light.  Sufficient,  for  what  ? 

Had,  Why  to  obtain  a  grant  of  the  best  thing 
she  had,  chastity.  Man,  'tis  not  here  as  'tis  with 
you  in  the  country,  not  to  be  had  witboat  Other's 
and  mother's  good-will ;  no,  the  city  is  a  place 
of  more  traffick,  where  each  one  learns,  by  es« 
ample  o(  their  elders,  to  make  the  most  of  their 
own,  either  for  profit  or  pleasure. 

Light.  Tis  but  your  misbelieving  thoughts 
makes  you  surmise  so :  if  women  were  so  kmd, 
how  haps  you  had  not,  by  their  finvours,  kept 
yourself  out  of  the  claws  of  poverty  ? 

Had.  O  hut  cuz,  can  a  ship  sail  without  water? 
had  I  had  but  such  a  suit  as  this,  to  set  myself 
afloat,  I  would  not  have  fear'd  sinking.     But, 
come,  no  more  of  need  ;  now  to  the  usurer : 
And,  tho'  all  hopes  do  fail,  a  man  can  want  no 

living, 
So  long  as  sweet  desire  reigns  i«»  ^»oni*n* 

Light.  But  then   yourscit  must  able  be  lO 
giving.  [Eseunt. 

JEn/cr  Aldert,  solus. 

Alb.  Conscience,  thou  horror  unto  wicked  men. 
When  wilt  thou  cease  thy  all-afflictiiig  wrath. 
And  set  my  soul  free  from  the  labyrinth 
Of  thy  tormenting  terror  ?  O,  but  it  fits  not ! 
Should  I  desire  redress,  or  wish  for  comfort, 
That  have  committed  an  act  so  inhuoian, 
Able  to  fill  shame's  spacious  chronicle? 
Who,  bottkdamn'd  one,  could  have  done  like  »*f 
Robb'd  mv  dear  friend,  in  a  short  moment's  time. 
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Of  his  love's  higlv-priz*d  gem  oPcliastity : 
That  which  so  many  years  himselthatb  staid  for? 
How  otteii  hath  he,  as  he  lay  in  bed, 
Sireetly  discours*d  to  me  of  his  Maria  ? 
And  with  what  pleasinti;  p:tssions  did  lie  suiTer 
Loye*s  ^eude  war-siege  ?  I'hen  he  would  reUite 
How  he  fii-st  came  unto  her  tiiir  eyes  view ; 
How  lon:^  it  was  ere  she  couhi  hraok  atTection; 
And  then  how  constant  she  did  still  abide. 
I  tlien,  at  this,  would  joy,  as  if  my  breast 
Had  sympathized  in  equal  happiness  [be, 

With  my  true  friend  :  but  nowj  when  joy  should 
Who,  but  a  damn'd  one,  would  have  done  like 

me  ? 
He  hath  been  married  now,  at  least,  a  month ; 
In  ail  which  time  I  have  not  once  beheld  him. 
This  is  his  house ; 

ril  call  to  know  his  healtli,  but  will  not  see  him. 
My  looks  would  then  betray  me;   for,  should 

he  ask 
My  cause  of  seeming  sadness,  or  the  like, 
I  could  not  but  reveal,  and  so  pour  on 
Worse  until  ill,  which  breeds  confusion. 

[He  knocks. 

Enter  Serving-man, 

Serv.  man.  To  what  intent  d'ye  knock,  sir  ? 

Alb,  Because  I  would  be  heard,  sir ;  is  the 
master  of  this  house  witKin  ? 

&rv.  man.  Yes,  marry  is  he,  sir :  would  you 
speak  with  him  ? 

Alb.  My  business  is  not  so  troublesome : 
Is  be  in  h^tb  with  his  late  espoused  wife  ? 

Serv,  man.  Both  are  exceedinj^  well,  sir. 

Alb.  I'm  truly  glad  on't :  farewel,  good  friend. 


Serv.  tnan,  I  pray  you,  let's  crave  your  name, 
sir ;  I  may  else  have  anger. 

Alb.  You  may  say,  one  Albert,  riding  by  this 
way,  only  inquir'd  their  health. 

Serv,  man.  I  will  acqutiint  so  much. 

[Exit  Serving-man. 

Alb.  How  like  a  poisonous  doctor  have  1  come, 
To  inquire  their  welfare,  knowine;  that  myself 
Have  given  the  potion  of  their  ne'er  recovery; 
For  which  I  will  afflict  myself  with  torture  ever. 
And,  since  the  earth  yields  not  a  remedy 
Able  to  salve  the  sores  my  lust  hath  made, 
I'll  now  take  farewel  of  society. 
And  th*  abode  of  men,  to  entertain  a  life 
Fitting  my  fellowship,  in  desert  woods, 
VVhere  beasts  like  me  consort ;  there  may  I  live, 
Far  oflFfrom  wi*onging  virtuous  Carracus. 
There's  no  Maria,  that  shall  satisfy 
My  hateful  lust :  the  trees  shall  shelter 
This  wretched  trunk  of  mine,  upon  whose  barks 
I  will  engrave  the  story  of  my  sui. 
And  there  this  short  breath  of  mortality 
I'll  finish  up  in  that  repentant  stutp. 
Where  not  th*  allurements  of  earth's  vanities 
Can  e'er  o'ertake  me  :  there's  no  baits  for  lust, 
No  friend  to  ruin ;  I  shall  then  be  free 
From  practising  the  art  of  treachery  : 
Thither  then,  steps,  where  such  content  abides, 
Where  penitency  not  disturb'd  may  grieve, 
Where  en  each  tree,  and  springing  plant,  I'll 

carve 
This  heavy  motto  of  my  misery. 
Who  but  a  damn'd  one  could  have  done  like  me  f 
Ciirracus,  farewel,  if  e'er  thou  seest  me  more, 
Shalt  find  me  curing  of  a  soul->sick  sure.    [Exit. 


ACTUS  TERTIUS. 


£ii/er  Careacl'S,  driving  his  man  before  him. 

Car.  Why,  thou  base  villain !  was  my  dearest 
friend  here,  and  could'st  not  make  him  stay  ? 

Serv.  'Sfoot,  sir,  I  could  not  force  liim  against 
his  will,  au'  he  had  been  a  woman. 

Car.  Hence,  thou  untutor'd  slave  ! 

[Exit  Servant. 
But coald*st  thou,  Albert,  come  so  near  my  di>or, 
And  not  vouchsafe  the  coni(iDrt  of  thy  presence  ? 
Hath  my  good  fortune  caus'd  thee  to  repine  ? 
And,  seemg  my  state  so  full  replete  with  good, 
Canst  thou  witltdraw  thy  love,  to  lessen  it  ? 
What  could  so  move  thee  ?  wus*t  because  I  mar- 
ried ? 
Did'st  thou  imagine  I  inPring'd  my  faith. 
For  that  a  woman  did  participate 
In  equal  share  with  tliee  ?  cannot  ray  friendship 
Be  firm  to  thee,  because  'tis  dear  to  her  ? 
Yet  no  more  dear  to  her  than  firm  to  thee. 
Believe  me,  Albert,  thou  do'st  litUe  think 
How  much  thy  absence  gives  cause  of  discontent. 
But  I'll  impute  it  only  to  neglect: 

VOL.    Ill- 


It  is  net^lect,  indeed,  when  friends  neglect 
The  sight  of  friends,  and  say  'tis  troublesome. 
Only  ask  how  they  do,  and  so  farewel ; 
Shewinv  an  outward  kind  of  seeming  duty, 
Which  m  the  rules  of  manhood  is  observM, 
And  think  full  well  they  have  perform'd  theii 

task. 
When  of  their  friend's  health  they  do  only  ask  ; 
Not  caring  how  they  are,  or  how  distrest, 
It  is  enough  they  have  their  loves  exprest 
In  bare  inquiry ;  and,  in  these  times  too, 
Friendship's  so  cold,  that  few  so  much  will  do. 
And  am  not  I  beholden  then  to  Albert? 
He,  after  knowledge  of  our  being  well, 
Said  he  was  truly  glad  on't :  O  rare  friend  ! 
If  he  be  unkind,  how  many  more  may  mend  ? 
But  whether  am  I  carried  by  unkindness? 
Why  should  not  I  as  well  set  light  by  friend- 
ship. 
Since  I  have  seeq  a  man,  whom  I  late  thought 
Had  been  composed  of  nothing  but  of  faith. 
Prove  so  regardless  of  his  friend's  content  ? 

H 
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Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  Come,  Carracus,  I  have  sought  you  all 
about : 
Your  servant  told  me  you  were  much  disquieted. 
Pr*ythee,  love,  be  not  so;  come,  walk  in ; 
I'll  charm  thee  with  my  lute  from  forth  disturb- 
ance. 
Car,  I  am  not  angry,  sweet ;  tho',  if  I  were,  , 
Thy  bright  aspect  would  soon  allay  my  rage. 
But,  my  Maria,  it  doth  something  move  me, 
That  our  friend  Albert  so  forgets  himself. 

Mar.  It  may  be,  *tis nothing  else;  and  there's 
no  doubt 
He'll  soon  remember  his  accustom'd  friendship. 
He  thinks,  as  yet,  peradventure,  that  his  presence 
Will  but  offend,  for  that  our  marriage  rites 
Are  but  so  newly  past. 

Car.  I  will  surmise  so  too,  and  only  think 
Some  serious  business  hinders  Albert's  presence. 
But  what  ring's  that,  Mari^,  on  your  finger  ? 
Mar.  Tis  one  you  lost,  love,  when  I  did 
bestow 
A  jewel  of  far  greater  worth  on  you. 
Car.  At  what  time,  fairest  ? 
Mar.  As  if  you  knew  not;  why  d'ye  make't 

so  strange  ? 
Car.  You  are  disposed  to  riddle;   pray  let's 
see't. 
I  partly  know  it:  where  was't  you  found  it? 
Mar.  Why  in  my  chamber,  that  most  glad- 
some uight 
When  you  enrich'd  your  love  by  my  escape. 
Car.  How  !  in  your  chamber  ? 
Mar.  Sure,  Carracus,  I  will  be  angry  with 
you, 
If  you  seem  so  forgetful.    I  took  it  up 
Then  when  you  left  my  lodge,  and  went  away, 
Glad  of  your  conquest,  for  to  seek  your  friend. 
Why  stand  you  so  amaz*d,  sir?   I  hope  tliat 

kindness, 
Which  then  you  reap'd,  doth  not  prevail 
So  in  your  thoughts,  as  that  you  think  me  light. 
Car.  O  think  thyself,  Maria,  what  thou  art ! 
This  is  the  ring  of  Albert,  treacherous  man  ! 
He  that  enjoy'd  thy  virgin  chastity. 
I  never  did  ascend  into  thy  chamber. 
But  all  that  cold  night,  thro'  the  frozen  field, 
Went  seeking  of  that  wretch,  who  ne'er  sought 

me; 
But  found  what  his  lust  sought  for,  dearest  thee. 
Mar,  I  have  heard  enough,  my  Carracus,  to 
bereave  me  of  this  little  breath. 

[She  moons. 
Car.  All  breath  be  first  extinguish  d : — within 
there,  ho ! 

Enter  Nurse  and  Servants. 

O  nurse !  see  here,  Maria  soys  she'll  die. 

Nurse.  Marry,  God  forbid  !  oh  mistress,  mis- 
tress, mistress !  she  has  breath  yet ;  she's  but  in 
a  trance :  good  sir,  take  comfort,  sheMl  recover 
by-and-by. 


Car.  No,  no,  she'll  die,  nurse,  for  she  said 
she  would ;  an'  she  had  not  said  so,  'thad  been 
another  matter ;  but  you  know,  nurse,  she  ne'er 
told  a  lie  :  I  will  believe  her,  for  she  speaks  all 

truth.  . 

Nurse.    His    memory  begins    to    fail    him. 
Come,  let's  bear 

This  heavy  spectacle  from  forth  his  presence ; 

The  heavens  will  lend  a  hand,  I  hope,  of  com- 
fort, [£jreMii^ 

Carracus  manet. 

Car.  See  how  they  steal  away  my  fair  Maria! 
But  I  will  follow  after  her,  aS  ftwr 
As  Orpheus  did  to  gain  his  soul's  delist ; 
And  Pluto's  self  shall  know,altho'  I  am  not 
Skilful  in  musick,  yet  I  can  be  mad. 
And  force  my  love's  enjoyment,  in  despight 
Of  hell's  black  fury.     But  stay,  stay,  Carracus, 
Where  is  thy  knowledge,  and  that  rational  sense, 
Which  heaven's  great  architect  endued  thee  with  ? 
All  sunk  beneath  the  weight  of  lumpish  nature? 
Are  our  diviner  parts  no  noblier  free. 
Than  to  be  tortur'd  by  the  weak  assaihnents 
Of  earth-sprung  griefs  ?  Why  is  man,  then,  ac- 
counted 
The  head  commander  of  this  universe. 
Next  the  Creator,  when  a  little  storm 
Of  nature's  fury  strait  overwhelms  his  judgment? 
But  mine's  no  little  storm,  it  is  a  tempest 
So  full  of  raging  self-consuming  woe, 
That  nought  but  ruin  follows  expectation. 
Oh,  my  Maria,  what  unheard  of  sin 
Have  any  of  thine  ancestors  enacted. 
That  all  their  shame  sliould  be  pour'd  thus  on 

thee? 
Or  what  incestuous  spirit,  cruel  Albert, 
Left  hell's  vast  womb  for  to  enter  thee, 
And  do  a  mischief  of  such  treachery  ? 

Enter  Nurse,  weeping. 

Oh,  nurse,  how  is  it  with  Maria  ? 

If  e'er  thy  tongue  did  utter  pleasing  words, 

Let  it  now  do  so,  or  hereafler  e'er 

Be  dumb  in  sorrow. 

Nurse,  Good  sir,  take  comfort;  I  am  forced 
to  speak 
What  will  not  please :  your  chaste  wife,  sir,  is 
dead. 
Car.  Tis  dead,  indeed ;  how  did  you  know 

'twas  so,  nurse  ? 
Nurse.  What,  sir  ? 

Car.  That  my  heart  was  dead :  sore  thou  hast 
serv'd 
Dame  nature's  self,  and  know'st  the  inward 

secrets 
Of  all  our  hidden  powers:  Fll  love  theefor't; 
And,  if  thou  will't  teach  me  that  unknown  skill, 
Shalt  see  wliat  wonders  Carracus  will  do  : 
I'll  dive  into  the  breast  of  hateful  Albert, 
And  see  how  his  black  soul  is  round  encompast 
By  fearfol  fiends.  Oh,  I  would  do  strange  things ! 
I'd  know  to  whose  cause  lawyers  will  indiuei  . 
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When  they  had  fees  on  both  sides ;  new  the 

thoughts 
Of  foriom  widows,  when  their  knights  have  left 

them; 
Search  thro*  the  guts  of  greatness,  and  behold 
What  several  sin  best  pleased  them :  thence  I'd 

descend 
Into  the  bowels  of  some  pocky  sir, 
And  tell  to  lechers  all  the  pains  he  felt, 
'  That  they  thereby  might  warned  be  from  lust. 
Troth,  'twill  be  rare  !  .I'll  study  it  presently. 

Nurse,    Alas  !  he  is  distracted  !  what  a  sin 
Am  I  partaker  of,  by  telling  him 
So  curst  an  untruth  ?  But  'twas  my  mistress'  will. 
Who  is  recovered ;  tho*  her  griefs  never 
Can  be  recover'd.    She  hath  vow'd,  with  tears, 
Her  own  perpetual  banishment ;  therefore  to  him 
Death  were  not  more  displeasing,  than  if  I 
Had  told  her  lasting  absence. 

Car,  I  find  my  brain's  too  shallow  far  for  study. 
What  need  I  care  for  being  a  'rithmetician  f 
Let  citiiena*  sons  stand,  an*  they  will,  for  cyphers : 
Why  fibould  I  teach  them,  and  go  beat  my  brains 
To  instruct  unapt  and  uncooceiving  dolts  ; 
Andy  when  all's  done,  my  art,  that  should  be 

fam'd, 
Will  by  vross  imitation  be  but  sham'd  ? 
Your  j  udgment,  madam. 
Nune,  Good  sir,  walk  in;   we'll  send  for 
learned  men 
That  can  allay  your  frenzy. 

Car»  But  can  Maria  so  forget  herself. 
As  to  debar  us  thus  of  her  attendance  ? 
Nunc,  She's  within,  sir,  pray  you,  will  you 

walk  to  her  ? 
Car,  Oh,  is  she  so!  come  then  let's  softly  steal 
Into  ber  chamber,  if  she  be  asleep 
I'll  laugh  shalt  see  enough,  and  thou  shaltweep. 
Softly,  good  Long  coat,  softly.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Maria  iaapage*t  apparel. 

Mar,  Cease  now  thy  steps,  Maria,  and  look 
back 
Upon  that  place,  where  distress'd  Carracus 
Hath  his  sad  being ;  from  whose  virtuous  bosom 
Shame  Imth  coostrain'd  me  fly,  ne'er  to  return. 
I  will  go  seek  some  unfrequented  path. 
Either  in  desert  woods  or  wilderness, 
There  to  bewail  my  innocent  mishaps. 
Which  heaven  hath  justly  poured  down  on  roe, 
lo  punishing  my  disobediency.- 

Enter  Young  Ij>rd  Wealthy. 

Oh,  see  my  brother  !  [Exit  Maria. 

WeaLjun,  Ho,  you  !  three  foot  and  a  half! 
why  page,  I  say  !  'sfoot  he  is  vanish'd  as  suddenly 
as  '^  a  dumb  sliew.  If  a  lord  had  lost  his  way 
oow,  so  be  bad  been  serv'd.     But  let  me  see,  as 


I  take  it,  this  is  the  house  of  Carracus ;  a  rery 
fair  building,  but  it  looks  as  if  twere  dead,  I  can 
see  no  breath  come  out  uf  the  chinniies.  But  I 
shall  know  the  state  on't  by-and-by,  by  the  looks 
of  some  servmg-man.     What  ho,  within  here  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv,  Good  sir,  you  have  your  arms  at  liberty  ? 
wilt  please  you  to  withdi-aw  your  action  of 
battery  ? 

WeaLjun,  Yes,  indeed,  now  you  have  made 
your  appearance.  Is  thy  living  giver  within, 
sir  ? 

Serv.  You  mean  my  master,  sir  ? 

WeaLjun.  You  have  hit  it,  sir,  praised  be 
your  understanding.  I  am  to  have  conference 
with  him  ;  would  you  admit  my  presence  ? 

Serv,  Indeed,  sir,  he  is  at  this  time  not  in 
health,  and  may  not  he  disturb'd. 

WeaL  jun.  Sir,  if  he  were  in  the  pangs  of 
child-bed,  I'd  speak  with  him. 

Enter  Carracus. 

Car,  Upon  what  cause,  gay  man  ? 

WeaL  jun,  'Sfoot,  I  think  he  he  disturbed  in- 
deed, he  speaks  more  commanding  than  a  con- 
stable at  midnight.  Sir,  my  lord  and  father,  by 
me  a  lord,  hath  sent  these  lines  incios'd,  which 
shew  his  whole  intent. 

Car.  Let  me  peruse  them ;  if  they  do  portend 
To  the  State's  good,  your  answer  shall  be  sudden. 
Your  entertainment  friendly;  but  if  otherwise. 
Our  meanest  subject  shall  divide  thy  greatness. 
You'd  best  look  to't,  embassador. 

WeaL  jun.  Is  your  master  a  statesman,  friend  ? 

Serv,  Alas  !  no,  sir  ;  he  understands  not  what 
he  speaks. 

WeaLjun,  Ay,  but  when  my  father  dies,  I 
am  to  be  called  in  lor  one  myself,  and  I  hope  to 
bear  the  place  as  gravely  as  my  successors  have 
done  before  me. 

Car,  Embassador,  I  find  your  master's  will 
Treats  to  the  good  of  sOinewhat,  what  it  is 
You  have  your  answer,  and  may  now  depart. 

WeaLjun,  I  will  relate  as  much,  sir,  fare  ye 
well. 

Car.  But  stay,  I  had  forgotten   quite  our 
chief'st  aflfairs : 
Your  master  farther  writes,  some  three  lines 

lower. 
Of  one  Maria  that  is  wife  to  me. 
That  she  and  I  should  travel  now  with  you 
Unto  his  presence. 

WeaLjun.  Why  now  I  understand  you,  sir : 
that  Maiia  is  my  sister,  by  whose  conjuuctiou 
you  are  created  brother  to  nie,  a  lord. 

Car,  But,  brother  lord,  we  cannot  go  this 
I  journey. 


**  A  dumb  akew — i.  e.  one  of  tho!<e  inexplicable  dumb  sJtetcs  ridiculed  by  Hamlet.    See  edition  of 
Shikspeare  1778,  Vol.  X.  p.  iie4.      S. 
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Weal.jun,  Alas !  no,  sir,  we  mean  to  ride  it ; 
my  si&ter  shall  ride  upon  my  nag. 

Car,  Come  then,  we'll  in,  and  strive  to  wooe 
your  sister. 
I  have  not  seen  her,  eir,  at  least  these  three  days. 
They  keep  her  in  a  chamber,  and  tell  me 
She*8  fast  asleep  still :  you  and  I'll  go  see. 

WeaLjun.  Content,  sir. 

Scrv,  Madmen  uud  fools  agree.         [Exeunt, 

Enter  IIaodit  and  Rebecca. 

Rcb,  When  you  have  got  this  prize,  you  mean 
to  lose  me. 
'  Had,  Nay,  pr*ythee,  do  not  think  so  ;  if  I  do 
not  marry  thee  this  instant  night,  may  I  never 
enjoy  breath  a  minute  after !  by  heaven  1  re- 
.^pect  not  his  pelf,  thus  much,  but  only  that  I 
mav  have  wherewith  to  maintain  thee. 

Heb.  O,  but  to  rob  my  father  tho'  he  be  bad, 
the  world  will  think  ill  of  me. 

Had.  Think  ill  of  thee  !  can  the  world  pity 
him,  that  ne'er  pityVl  any?  besides,  since  there 
is  no  end  of  his  goods,  nor  beginning  of  his  good- 
ness, had  not  we  as  good  share  his  dross  in  his 
life-time,  as  let  coulrovei*sy  and  lawyers  dev(jur 
it  at  his  death  ? 

Utli.  You  have  prevaiKd ;  at  what  hour  is't 
you  intend  to  have  entrance  into  his  chamber? 

Had.  Why,  just  at  mid-night;  for  then  our 
nuparition  will  seem  most  fearful.  You'll  make 
a  way  that  we  may  ascend  up  like  spirits  ? 

Reb,  I  \vill;  but  how  many  have  you  made 
ihstruments  herein  ? 

Had,  Faith  none,  but  my  cousin  Lightfoot 
and  a  player. 

Reb,  But  may  you  trust  the  player? 

Had.  Oh,  exceeding  well;  we'll  give  him  a 
speech  he  understands  not.     But,  now  I  think 
>u't,  what*6  to  be  done  with  your  father's  man, 
1  'trter  ? 

Rcb.  Why  the  least  quantity  of  drink  will  lay 
l.iin  dead  asleep. — But  hark,  I  hear  my  father 
roming;  soon  ni  the  evening  1*11  convey  you  in. 

Had,  Till  when,  let  this  outward  ceremony  be 
a  true  pledge  of  our  inward  affections. 

[Exit  Rebecca, 
^o,  this  goes  better  forward  than  the  plantation 
in  'H'irginia:  but  see,  here  comes  half  the 
'.Vest-Indies,  whose  rich  mines  this  night  I  mean 
{)  be  ransacking. 

Enter  Hog,  Lightfoot,  and  Peter, 

Hog,  Then  you'll  seal  for  this  small  lordship, 
yni  say  t  To-morrow  your  money  shall  be  rightly 
told  up  for  you  to  a  penny. 

Light.  I  pray  let  it,  and  that  your  man  may 
bvt  contents  upon  every  bag. 

Had,  Indeed  by  that  we  mav  know  what  we 
ete;d  uitbout  labour,  for  the  telling  on't  over. — 


Ifow  now,  gentlemen,  are  ye  agreed  upon  tbe 
price  of  this  earth  and  clay  ? 

Hog,  Yes  faith,  Mr  Haddit,  the  gentleman 
your  friend  here  makes  me  pay  sweetly  for*t; 
but  let  It  go,  I  hope  to  inherit  heaven,  if  it  be 
but  for  doing  gentlemen  pleasure. 

Hog.  Peter  ! 

P.  Serv.  Anon,  sir. 

hog.  I  wonder  how  Haddit  came  by  that  gay 
suit  of  cloaths,  all  his  meaiis  were  consumed 
long  shice, 

P.  Serv.  VVhy,  sir,  being  undone  himself,  he 
lives  by  tlie  uudoing  or  (by  lady)  it  may  be  by 
the  doing  of  others  ?  or  peradventure  both ;  a 
decayed  gallant  ma}  live  by  any  thing,  if  he  keep 
one  thing  safe. 

Hog.  Gentlemen,  Fll  to  the  scrivener's,  to 
cause  these  writings  to  be  drawn. 

Light,  Pray  do,  sir,  we'll  now  leave  you  till 
the  morning. 

Hog,  Nay,  you  shall  stay  dinner,  I'll  return 
presently ;  Peter,  some  beer  here  for  these  wor- 
shipful gentlemen,       [Exeunt  Hog  and  Peter. 

Had,  We  shall  be  bold  no  doubt ;  and  that, 
old  penny-father,  you'll  confess  by  to-morrow 
morning. 

Light,  Then  his  daughter  is  certainly  thine, 
and  condescends  to  all  thy  wishes  ? 

Had.  And  yet  you  would  not  once  believe  it; 
as  if  a  female's  favour  could  not  he  obtain'd  by 
any,  but  he  that  wears  the  cap  of  mainte- 
nance ; 

When  'tis  nothing  but  acqaaiotance,  and  a 
bold  spirit, 

That  may  the  chiefest  prize  'mongst  all  of 
them  inherit. 

Light,  Well,  thou  hast  got  one  deserves  the 
bringmg  home  %vitb  trumpets,  and  falls  to  thee 
as  miraculously  as  the  one  thousand  pound  did 
to  the  taylor.  Thank  your  good  fortune.  But 
must  Hog's  man  be  made  drunk  ? 

Had,  By  all  means;  and  thus  it  shall  be  ef- 
fected :  when  he  comes  in  with  beer,  do  you 
upon  some  slight  occasion  fall  out  with  him,  and 
if  you  give  him  a  cuff  or  two,  it  will  give  him  cause 
to  know  you  are  the  more  angry;  then  will  I 
slip  in  and  take  up  the  matter,  and  striving  to 
make  you  two  friends,  we'll  make  him  drunk. 

Light.  It's  done  in  conceit  already — see  w^iere 
he  comes. 

Enter  Peter. 

P.  Serv.  Wilt  please  you  to  taste  a  cup  of 
September  beer,  gentlemen  ? 

Light.  Pray  bej^in,  we'll  pledge  you,  sir. 

P,  Serv.  It's  out,  sir. 

Light,  Then  my  hand  is  in,  sir. 

[Lightfoot  cftffi  him. 
Why  goodman  Hobby-horse,  if  we  out  of  our 


*^   l'irgima.—Se€  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  VI.  p.  44,  Note  20,  edit.  1780. 
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ility  offered  yon  to  begin,  mast  you  out  of 
your  nuM^alily  needs  take  it  ? 

Had.  Why,  how  now,  sirs,  what's  the  matter  ? 

P.  Serv.  The  gentleman  here  ^Is  out  with 
me,  upon  nothing  in  the  world  but  mere  courtesy. 

Had,  By  this  ligiit,  but ^ be  shall  not;  why, 
cousin  Ltghtfbot ! 

P.  Serv,  Is  his  name  Ligbtfoot  ?  a  plague  on 
IttiDy  be  has  a  heavy  hand. 

Enter  Young  Lord  Wealthy. 

Weai,  jun.  Peace  be  here ;  for  I  came  late 
enough  from  a  madman. 

Had.  My  young  lord,  God  save  you. 

Weal,  jun.  And  you  also :  I  could  speak  it  in 
Latin,  but  '^  the  phrase  is  common. 

Had.  True,  my  lord,  and  what's  common 
ooght  not  much  to  be  dealt  withal ;  bnt  I  must 
desire  your  help,  my  lord,  to  end  a  controversy 
here,  between  this  gentleman  my  friend,  and 
honest  Peter,  who  I  dare  be  sworn  is  a^  igno- 
laut  as  your  lordship. 

Weal.  jun.  That  I  will ;  but,  my  masters, 
thus  much  1*11  say  unto  you,  if  so  be  this  quarrel 
may  be  taken  up  peaceably,  without  the  endan- 
gering of  my  own  person,  well  and  good,  other- 
wise I  will  not  meddle  therewith,  for  I  have 
been  vex*d  late  enough  already. 

Had.  Why  then,  my  lord,  if  it  please  you,  let 
me,  being  your  inferior,  decree  the  cause  be- 
tween them. 

Weal,  jun,  I  do  give  leave,  or  permit 

Had.  Then  thus  I  will  propomid  a  reasonable 


motion ;  bow  many  cuffs,  Peter,  did  this  gentle- 
man out  of  his  fury  make  thee  partake  ot? 

P.  Serv.  1  hree  at  the  least,  sir. 

Had.  Ail  which  were  bestowed  upon  you  for 
beginning  first,  Peter. 

P.  Serv.  Yes,  indeed,  sir. 

Had.  Why  then  bear  the  sentence  of  your 
suffering.  You  shall  both  down  into  master 
Hog's  cellar,  Peter;  and  whereas  you  began 
tirst  to  him,  so  shall  he  there  to  you ;  and  as  he 
gave  you  three  cuffs,  so  shall  you  retort  off,  in 
defiance  of  him,  three  blackjacks,  which  if  he 
deny  to  pledge,  then  the  glory  is  thine,  and  he 
accounted  by  the  wise  discretion  of  my  lord 
here  a  flincber. 

Omnet,  A  very  reasonable  motion. 

Weal,  jun.  Why  so;  this  is  better  than  being 
among  madmen  yet. 

Had.  Were  you  so  lately  with  any,  my  lord  } 

Weal.  jun.  Yes  faith;  Til  tell  you  all  in  the 
cellar,  how  I  was  taken  for  an  embassador ;  and 
being  no  sooner  in  the  house,  but  the  madman 
carries  me  up  into  the  garret  for  a  spy,  and  very 
roundly  bade  me  ontruss ;  and,  had  not  a  cour- 
teous serving-man  convey'd  me  away  whilst  he 
went  to  fetch  whips,  I  think  in  my  conscience, 
not  respecting  my  honour,  he  would  have  '^ 
breech'd  me. 

Had.  By  lady,  and  'twas  to  be  fear'd;  bat 
come,  my  lord,  we'll  hear  the  rest  in  the  cellar. 
And  honest  Peter,  thou  that  hast  been  griev'd. 
My  lord  and  I  will  see  thee  well  relievM. 

[Exeunt. 


ACTUS  QUAJtTUS. 


Enter  Albert  in  ilic  woodt. 

Alb.  How  full  of  sweet  content  had  this  life 

been, 
If  it  had  been  embraced  but  before 
Mj  burthenous  conscience  was  so  fraught  with 

sin  ! 
Bot  now  my  griefs  o'ersway  that  happiness. 
0,  that  some  letcher,  or  accurs'd  betrayer 
Of  sacred  friendship,  might  but  here  arrive, 
And  read  the  lines  repentant  on  each  tree, 
TKat  I  have  carv'd  t*expres5  ray  misery  ! 
My  admonitions  now  would  sure  convert 
Tfc  sinfuir&t  creature ;  I  could  tell  them  now, 
How  idly  vain  those  humans  spend  their  lives. 
That  daily  grieve,  not  for  offences  past, 
Hut  to  enjoy  some  wanton's  company ; 
Which  when  obtained,  what  is  it,  but  a  blot. 


Which  their  whole  life's  repentance  scarce  can 

clear  ? 
I  could  now  tell  to  friend-betraying  man. 
How  black  a  sin  b  hateful  treachery, 
How  heavy  on  their  wretched  souls  'twill  sit. 
When  fearful  death  doth  plant  his  siege  but 

near  them. 
How  heavy  and  affrightful  will  their  end 
Seem  to  approach  them,  as  if  then  they  knew 
The  full  beginning  of  their  endless  woe 
Were  then  appointed;  which  astonishment, 
O  blest  repentance,  keep  me  Albert  from ! 
And  suffer  not  despair  to  overwhelm. 
And  make  a  shipwreck  of  my  heavy  soul. 

Enter  Maria  like  a  page. 

Who's  here,  a  page  ?  what  black  disastrous  fate 
Can  be  so  cruel  to  his  pleasing  youth  ? 


'*  The  ^trase  is  comnum.— Alluding  to  the  use  of  it  in  Cooke's  City  Gallant,  commonly  called 
Green's  Tm  Quaque.     See  Vol.  II.  p.  638.* 
*'  Brecck'd  me—i.  e.  whipp'd  me.    See  Note  48  to  Eduntrd  IL  Vol.  I.  p.  188. 
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Mar,  So  now,  Maria,  here  thou  most  forego 
What  nature  lent  thee  to  re-pay  to  death ; 
Famine,  I  thank  thee,  I  have  found  thee  kindest, 
Thou  sett*8t  a  period  to  niy  misery. 

Alb    It  is  Maria,  that  fair  innocent. 
Whom  my  abhorred  lust  hath  brought  to  this; 
1*11  go  for  sustenance :  and,  O  ye  powers ! 
If  ever  true  repentance  won  acceptance, 
O  shew  it  Albert  now,  and  let  him  save 
'^This  wronged  beauty  from  untimely  grave. 

[Exit  Albert. 
Mar,    Sure  something  spake,    or  else  my 
feebled  sense 
Hath  lost  the  use  of  its  due  property ; 
Which  is  more  likely,  than  that  in  this  place 
The  voice  of  human  creature  should  be  heard. 
This  is  far  distant  from  the  paths  of  men ; 
Nothing  breathes  here  but  wild  and  ravening 
beasts,  [seem 

With  airy  monsters,  whose  shadowing  wiiigs  do 
To  cast  a  vail  of  death  in  wicked  livers; 
Which  I  live  dreadless  of,  and  every  hour 
Strive  to  meet  death,  wlio  still  unkind  avoids  me: 
But  that  now  gentle  famine  do«li  begin 
For  to  give  end  to  my  calamities. 
See,  here  is  carv*d  upon  this  tree's  smooth  bark. 
Lines  knit  in  verse,  a  chance  fieir  unexpected ; 
Assist  me,  breath,  a  little,  to  unfold 
What  they  include. 

The  writing, 

I  that  have  writ  these  lines  am  one,  whose  sin 
Is  more  than  grievous ;  for  know,  that  I  have 

been 
A  breaker  of  my  faith,  with  one  whose  breast 
Was  all  composed  of' truth :  but  I  digressed, 
And  fied  th*  embrace  of  his  dear  friendship's  love. 
Clasping  to  falsehood,  did  a  villain  prove ;     ' 
As  thtu  shall  be  expressed :  mu  worthy  friend 
Loro^d  a  fair  beauty,  who  did  condescend 
In  dearest  affection  to  his  virtuous  will  ; 
He  tfien  a  night  appointed  to  fulfil 
Hymen^s  blessed  rites,  and  to  convey  away 
His  love's  fair  person,  to  which  peerless  prey 
I  was  acquainted  made,  and  when  (he  hiour 
Of  her  escape  drew  on,  then  lust  did  pour 
Inraeed  appetite  thro'  all  my  veins. 
And  base  desires  in  me  let  loose  the  reins 
To  my  licentious  will :  and  that  black  night, 
Wlien  my  friend  should  have  had  his  chaste 

delight, 
I  feigned  his  presence,  and,  by  her  thought  him, 
Robb'd  that  fair  virgin  of  her  honour's  gem  : 
For  which  most  heinous  crime,  upon  each  tree 
I  write  this  story,  that  men's  eyes  may  see. 
None  but  a  damn'd  one  would  have  done  like  me. 

Is  Albert  then  become  so  penitent. 
As  in  these  deserts  to  deplore  his  facts. 


Which  his  unfeigned  repentance  seems  to  dear? 
How  good  man  is,  when  he  laments  his  ill ! 
Who    would    not    pardon    now    that    man's 

misdeeds. 
Whose  griefs  bewail  them  thus  ?  could  I  now  live, 
I  would  remit  thy  fault  with  Carracus: 
But  deatli  no  longer  will  nflford  reprieve 
Of  my    abundant    woes:    wrong'd  Carracus, 

farewel ; 
Live,  and  forgive  thy  wrongs,  for  the  repentance 
Of  him  that  caused  theui  so  deserves  from  thee ; 
And  since  my  fyes  do  witness  Albert's  grief, 
I  pardon  Albert;  in  my  wrongs  the  chief. 

Enter  Albert  like  a  hermit. 

Alb,  How  !  pardon  me !  O  sound  angelical ! 
But  see,  she   iiiinta.     O  heavens,    now   sliew 

your  power. 
That  these  distilled  waters,  made  in  grief. 
May  add  some  comfort  to  affliction  : 
Look  u;^,  fair  youth,  and  see  a  remedy* 

Mar.  O,  who  disturbs  me?  I  was  hand  in 
hand. 
Walking  with  death  unto  the  house  of  resL 
Alb.  Let  death  walk  by  himself;  if  he  want 
company. 
There's  many  thousands,  boy,  whose  aged  years 
Have  ta'en  a  surfeit  of  earth's  vanities : 
They  will  go  with  him,  when  he  please  to  call. 
Do  drink,  my  boy,  thy  pleasing  tender  youth 
Cannot  deserve  to  die ;  no,  it  is  for  us, 
Whose  years  are  laden  by  our  oflen  sins. 
Singing  the  last  part  of  our  blest  repentance. 
Are  fit  for  death ;  and  none  but  such  as  we, 
Deatli  ought  to  claim ;  for  when  he  snatcheth 

youth. 
It  shews  him  but  a  tyrant ;  but  when  age. 
Then  is  he  just,  and  not  compos'd  of  rage. 
How  fares  my  lad  ? 
Mar.  Like  one  embracing  death  with  all  his 
parts. 
Reaching  at  life  but  with  one  little  finger; 
His  mind  so  firmly  knit  unto  the  first, 
That  unto  him  the  latter  seems  to  be 
What  may  be  pointed  at,  but  not  possess'd. 

Alb.  O,  but  thou  shalt  possess  it. 
If  thou  didst  fear  thy  death  but  ns  I  do, 
Thou  wouldst  take  pity,  tlio'  not  of  thyself. 
Yet  of  my  aged  years.    Trust  me,  niy'boy, 
Thou'st  struck  such  deep  compassion   In   my 

breast. 
That  all  the  moisture  which  prolongs  my  life 
Will  from  my  eyes  gush  forth,   if  now  thou 
leav'st  me. 
Mar,  But  can  we  live  here  in  this  desert 
wood? 
If  not,  I'll  die,  for  other  places  seem 
Like  tortures  to  my  griefs.     May  I  live  here  ? 


■7  71U«.— The  Quarto  reads  His. 
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Aih.  A  J,  thoQ  sbak  live  with  me,  and  I  will 
tell  thee 
Such  strange  occurrents  of  my  fore-past  life. 
That  ail  thy  young-sprung  griefo  shall  seem  but 

sparks 
To  the  great  fire  of  my  calamities. 

Mar,  Then  I'll  live  only  with  you  for  to  hear 
If  any  human  woes  can  be  like  mine. 
Yet  since  my  being  in  this  darksome  desert, 
I  have  read  on  trees  most  lamentable  stories. 
Alb.   'Tis  true  indeed,    there's  one   within 
these  woods 
Wliose  name  is  Albert ;  a  man  so  full  of  sorrow. 
That  un  each  tree  he  passeth  by  he  carves 
Such  doleful  lines  for  bis  rash  follies  past, 
That  whoso  reads  them,  and  not  drown'd  in  tears, 
Must  have  a  lieart  fram'd  forth  of  adamant. 
Mar,  And  can  you  help  me  to  the  sight  of 

him? 
Alb,  Ay,  when   thou  wilt,  he'll  often  come 
to  me, 
And  at  my  cave  sit  a  whole  winter's  night. 
Recounting  of  his  stories.    I  tell  thee,  boy. 
Had  be  offended  more  than  did  that  man. 
Who  stole  the  fire  from  heaven,  his  contrition 
Would  appease  all  the  gods,  and  quite  revert 
Their  wrath  to  mercy.    But  come,  my  pretty 

boy, 
We'll  to  my  cave,  and  after  some  repose 
Relate  the  sequel  of  each  other's  woes.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Carracus. 

Car,  What  a  way  have  I  come,  yet  I  know 

not  whither. 
The  air's  so  cold  this  winter  season, 
Fm  sure  a  fool.     Would  any  but  an  ass 
Leave  a  wann  matted  chamber  and  a  bed, 
To  run  thus  in  the  cold  ?  and  which  is  more. 
To  seek  a  woman,  a  slight  thing  called  woman  ? 
Creatures,    which  curious  nature  fram'd  as  I 

suppose. 
For  rent-rec rivers  to  her  treasury. 
And  why  I  think  so  now,  I'll  give  you  instance: 
Most  meo  do  know  that  nature's  self  hath  made 

them 
Most  profitable  members ;  then  if  so. 
By  often  trading  in  the  common-wealth 
They  needs  must  be  enrich'd ;  why  very  good. 
To  whom  ought  beauty  then  repay  this  gain 
Which  she  by  nature's  gift  hath  profited. 
But  unto  nature?  why  all  this  I  grant. 
Why  then  they  shall  no  more  be  called  women. 
Far  I  will  stile  them  thus,  scorning  their  leave, 
Tliose  tliat  for  nature  do  much  rent  receive. 
This  b  a  wood  sure,  and  as  I  have  read. 


In  woods  are  echos  which  will  answer  men. 
To  every  question  which  they  do  propound. 
'^  Echo. 

Echo,  Echo. 

Car,  O,  are  you  there  ?  have  at  ye  then  i'faith. 
Echo,  canst  tell  me  whether  men  or  women 
Are  for  the  most  part  damn'd  ? 

Echo,  Most  part  damn'd. 

Car,   Of  both  indeed;   how  true  this  echo 
speaks  I 
Echo,  now  tell  me  if  amongst  a  thousand  women 
There  be  one  chaste,  or  none  ? 

Echo,  None. 

Car,  Why  so  I  think ;  better  and  better  still. 
Now  farther:  Echo,  in  a  world  of  men. 
Is  there  one  ftuthful  to  his  friend,  or  no? 

Echo.  No. 

Car,  Thou  speak'st  most  true,  for  I  have  found 
it  so. 
Who  said  thou  wast  a  woman.  Echo,  lies ; 
Thoo  could'st  not  tlien  answer  so  much  of  truth. 
Once  more,  good  Echo ; 
Was  my  Maria  false  by  her  own  desire. 
Or  was  t  against  her  will  ? 

Echo.  Against  her  will. 

Car.  Troth  it  may  be  so ;  but  canst  thou  tell, 
Whether  she  be  dead  or  not? 

Echo.  Not. 

Car,  Not  dead  ! 

Echo.  Not  dead. 

Car,  Then  without  question  she  doth  surely 
Hve. 
But  I  do  trouble  thee  too  much,  therefore 
Good  speak-truth,  farewel. 

Echo.  Farewel.  [lors 

Car.  How  quick  it  answers !  O  that  counsel- 
Would  thus  resolve  men's  doubts  without  a  fee ! 
How  many  country  clients  then  might  rest 
Free  from  undoing !  no  plodding  pleader  then 
Would  purchase  great  possessions  with  his  tongue. 
Were  I  some  demy-god,  or  had  that  power, 
I  wou'd  straight  make  this  Echo  here  a  judge; 
He'd  spend  his  judgment  in  the  open  court 
As  now  to  me,  without  being  once  soUicited 
In  his  private  cliamber ;  'tis  not  bribes  could  win 
Him  to  o'ersway  men's  right,  nor  could  he  be 
Led  to  damnation  for  a  little  pelf; 
He  would  not  harbour  malice  in  bis  heart. 
Or  envious  hatred,  base  despight  or  grudge. 
But  be  an  upright,  just,  and  equal  judge. 
But  now  imagine  that  I  should  confiront 
Treacherous  Albert,  who  hath  rais'd  my  front ! 
But  I  fear  this  idle  prate  hath 
Made  me  quite  forget  my  *°  cinquepace. 

[He  danceth. 


*'  EdU. — ^The  idea  of  these  answers  from  an  Echo  seems  to  have  been  taken  from  Lord  Sterling's 
4w«r«,  4to.  1604,  Sign.  K  4.  One  of  the  triumvirate,  Pope,  Gay,  or  Arbuthnot,  but  which  of  them 
is  not  known,  in  a  piece  printed  in  Swift's  Miscellanies,  may  have  been  indebted  for  the  same  thought 
to  cither  Lord  Sterling  or  the  present  Writer. 


-A  dance. 
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Enter  Albert. 

Alb.  I  heard  the  Echo  answer  unto  one. 
That  by  his  speech  cannot  be  far  remote 
From  off  this  ground ;  and  see  I  have  descry'd 

him: 
Oh  heavens !  it's  Carracus,  whose  reason's  seat 
Is  now  usurped  by  madness  and  distraction ; 
Which  I,  the  author  of  confusion. 
Have  planted  here  by  my  accursed  deeds. 

Car,  Of  are  you  come,  sir  ?  I  was  sending  the 
tavern-boy  for  you ;  [  have  been  practising  here, 
and  can  do  none  of  my  lofty  tricks. 

Alb.  Good  sir,  if  any  spark  do  yet  remain 
Of  your  consumed  reason,  let  me  strive — 

Car,  To  blow  it  out?  troth  I  most  kindly 
thank  you, 
Here's  friendship  to  the  life.    But,  father  whey- 
beard. 
Why  should  you  think  me  void  of  reason's  iire, 
My  youthful  days  being  in  the  height  of  know- 
ledge ? 
I  must  confess  your  old  years  gain  experience ; 
But  that  so  much  oVr-ruled  by  dotage, 
That  what  you  think  experieuce  shall  effect. 
Short  memory  destroys.    What  say  you  now,  air  ? 
Am  I  mad  now,  that  cau  answer  tlius 
To  all  interrogatories  ? 

Alb,  But  tho'  your  words  do  fiivour,  sir,  of 
judgment, 
Yet  when  they  derogate  from  the  due  observance 
Of  fitting  times,  they  ought  to  be  respected 
No  more,  than  if  a  man  should  tell  a  tale 
Of  feigned  mirth  in  midst  of  extreme  sorrows. 

Car.  How  did  you  know 
My  sorrows,  sir  ?  what  tho'  I  have  lost  a  wife, 
Must  I  be  therefore  griev'd  ?  am  I  not  happy 
To  be  so  freed  of  a  continual  trouble  ? 
Had  many  a  man  such  fortune  as  I, 
In  what  a  heaven  would  they  think  themselves. 
Being  released  of  all  those  tbreat'ninz  clouds. 
Which  in  the  angry  skies,  call*d  women's  brows, 
Sit  ever  mienacing  tempestuous  storms  ? 
But  yet  I  needs  must  tell  you,  old  December, 
My  wife  was  clear  of  this ;  within  her  brow. 
She  had  not  a  wrinkle,  nor  a  storming  frown ; 
But  like  a  smooth  well-polish'd  ivory, 
It  seem'd  so  pleasant  to  the  looker-on, 
She  was  so  kind,  of  nature  so  gentle,         [for*! : 
That  if  she'd  done  a  fault,  she'd  straight  go  die 
Was  not  she  then  a  rare  one  ? 
What,  weep'st  thou,  aged  Nestor? 
Take  comfort,  man,  Troy  was  ordain'd  by  fate 
To  yield  to  us,  which  we  will  ruinate. 

Alb.  Good,  sir,  walk  with  me  but  where  you  see 
The  shadowing  elms,  within  whose  circling  round 
There  is  a  holy  spring,  about  encompassed 
By  dandling  sycamores  and  violets, 
Whose  waters  cure  all  human  maladies. 
Few  drops  thereof,   being  sprinkl'd  on   your 

temples. 
Revives  your  fading  memory,  and  restores 
Your  senses  lost  unto  their  perfect  being. 


Gar,  Is  it  clear  water,  sir,  and  very  fresh  ? 
For  I  am  thirsty  ?  gives  it  a  better  relish 
Than  a  cup  of  dead  wine  with  flies  in't? 

Alb.  Most  pleasant  to  the  taste;    pray,  will 
you  go  ? 

Car.  Faster  than  you,  I  believe,  sir.  \^Exeunt. 

Eater  Maria. 

Mar.  I  am  walk'd  forth  from  my  preser>'er's 
cave. 
To  search  about  these  woods,  only  to  see 
The  penitent  Albert,  whose  repentant  mind 
Each  tr%e  expresseth.    O,  that  some  power  di« 
Would  hither  send  my  virtuous  Carracus !  [vine 
Not  for  my  own  content,  but  that  he  might 
See  how  his  distress'd  frieud  repents  the  wrong, 
Which  his  rash  folly,  most  unfortunate. 
Acted  'gainst  him  and  me ;  which  I  forgive 
A  hundred  times  a  day,  for  that  more  often 
My  eyes  are  witness  to  his  sad  complaints; 
How  the  good  hermit  seems  to  share  his  moans, 
Which  in  the  day-time  he  deplores  'mon^st  trees, 
And  in  the  night  his  cave  is  till'd  with  sighs ; 
No  other  bed  doth  his  weak  limbs  support 
Than  the  cold  earth ;  no  other  harmony 
To  rock  his  cares  asleep,  but  blustering  winds, 
Or  some  swift  current,  hetidlong  rushing  down 
From  a  high  mountain's  top,  pouring  his  force 
Into  the  ocean's  gulf,  where  beiug  swallow'd. 
Seems  to  bewail  his  fall  with  hideous  words : 
No  other  sustenation  to  suffice 
What  nature  claims,  but  raw  unsavoury  roots. 
With  troubled  waters,  where  untamed  beasts 
Do  bathe  themselves. 

Enter  Satyrtj  dance  et  exeunt. 

Ah  me !  what  things  are  these ! 
What  pretty  harmless  things  they  seem  to  be ! 
As  if  delight  had  no  where  made  abode. 
But  in  their  nimble  sport. 

Enter  Albert  and  Carracus. 

YondeFs  the  courteous  hermit,  and  with  him 
Albert  it  seems.    O  see,  'tis  Carracus ! 
Joy,  do  not  now  confound  me ! 

Car.  Thanks  unto  heavens  and   thee,    thou 

holy  man, 
I  have  attain'd  what  doth  adorn  man's  being. 
That  precious  gem  of  reason,  by  which  solely 
We  are  discern 'd  from  rude  and  brutish  bensts, 
No  other  difference  being  'twixt  us  and  them. 
How  to  repay  this  more  than  earthly  kindness 
Lies  not  within  my  power,  but  in  his 
That  hath  indu'd  thee  with  celestial  gifts. 
To  whom  I'll  pray,  he  may  bestow  on  thee 
What  thou  deserv'st,  blest  immortality. 
Alb.  Which  unto  you   befall,  thereof  most 

worthy. 
But,  virtuous  sir,  what  I  will  now  request 
From  your  true  generous  nature,  is,  that  you 

would 
Be  pleas'd  to  pardon  that  repentant  wight 
Whose  sinful  story  upon  yon  tree's  bark  . 
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Yooraelf  did  read,  for  that  you  say,  to  you 
Those  wrongs  were  done. 

Cor,  Indeed  they  were,  and  to  a  dear  wife 
lost: 
Yet  I  forgive  hiiD,  as  I  wish  the  heavens 
Mar  pardon  nie. 

jifar.  So  doth  Maria  too. 

[She  discovers  herself, 

Csr.  Lives  my  Maria  then?  wliat  gracious 
planet 
Gave  thee  safe  conduct  to  these  desert  woods  ? 

Afar.  My  late  mishap  (repenti^  now  by  all^ 
And  therefore  pardon*d)  coropellM  roe  to  iy, 
Where  I  had  perished  for  want  of  food. 
Had  not  this  courteous  man  awak*d  my  sense, 
In  which  death's  self  had  partly  interest. 

Cnr,  Alas,  Maria  !  I  am  so  far  indebted 
To  him  already,  for  the  late  recovery  of 
My  own  weakness,  that  *tis  impossible 
For  us  to  attribute  sufficient  thanks 
For  such  abundant  good.     ' 

Alb,  I  rather  ought  to  thank  the  heaven's 
creator, 
That  he  voucfaftird  roe  such  especial  grace. 
In  doing  so  sroall  a  good  !  which  could  I  hourly 
Bestow  on  all,  yet  could  I  not  assuage 
The  swelling  rancor  of  ray  fore-past  crimes. 

Car,  O,  sir,  despair  not ;  for  your  course  of 

liie 

(Were  your  sins  far  more  odious  than  they  he) 
Doth  move 'Compassion  and  pure  clemency 
In  the  all-mting  judge,  whose  powerfol  mercy 
(yenways  his  justice,  and  extends  itself 
To  all  repentant  minds.    He's  happier  far 
That  sins,  and  can  repent  him  of  his  sin, 
Than  the  sel^justiiier,  who  doth  surmise 
By  his  own  works  to  gain  salvation ; 
Seeming  to  reach  at  heaven,  he  clasps  damna- 
tion. 
YoQ  then  are  happy,  and  our  penitent  friend, 


To  whose  wisli'd  presence  please  you  now  to 

bring  us, 
Tliat  in  our  gladsome  arms  we  may  infold 
His  much-esteemed  person,  and  forgive 
The  injuries  of  his  rash  follies  past. 
Alb,  I'hen  see  false  Albert  prostrate  at  your 
feet,  [He  discovers  himself. 

Desiring  justice  for  his  heinous  ill. 
Car,  Is  it  you  ?  Albert's  self,  that  hath  pre- 
served us? 
O  blest  bewailer  of  thy  misery ! 
Mar,  And  woefoll'st  Uver  m  calamity ! 
Car,  From  which,  right  worthy  friend,  'tis 
now  high  time 
You  be  releas'd ;  come  then,  you  shall  with  us. 
Our  first  and  chiefest  welcome,  my  Maria, 
We  shall  receive  at  your  good  fother^  house; 
Who,  as  I  do  remember,  in  my  frenzy 
Sent  a  kind  letter,  which  desir'd  our  presence. 
Alb,  So  please  you,  virtuous  pair,  Albert  will 

And  spend  the  remnant  of  this  wearisome  life 
In  these  dark  woods. 

Car,  Then  you  neglect  the  comforts  heav'n 
doth  send 
To  your  abode  on  earth.    If  you  stay  here. 
Your  life  mav  end  in  torture,  by  the  cruelty 
Of  some  wild  ravenous  beasts ;  but  if  'mong^t 

men. 
When  you  depart,  the  faithful  prayers  of  many 
Will  much  avail,  to  crown  your  soul  with  bliss. 
Alb,  Lov'd  Carracus,  I  have  found  in  thy 
converse 
Comfort  so  blest,  that  nothing  now  hut  death 
Shall  cause  a  separation  in  our  being. 
Mar,  Which  neaven  confirm ! 
Car,  Thus  by  the  breach  of  faith^  our  friend- 
ship's knit 
In  stronger  bonds  of  love. 
Alb,  Heaven  so  continue  it !  [Exeunt, 


ACTUS  QUINTUS. 


i 


Enter  Hog  in  his  chamber ,  with  Rebecca  lay- 
ing damn  his  bed^  and,  seeming  to  put  the 
k^  under  his  bolster ,  conveyeth  them  into 
harpockeik 

Hojf .  So,  have  you  laid  the  keys  of  the  out- 
ward doors 
Under  mvbobter? 
Reb,  Yes,  forsooth. 
Hag,  Go  your  way  to  bed  then. 

[£jrt^  Rebecca. 
I  wonder  who  did  at  the  first  invent 
These  beds,  the  breeders  of  disease  and  sloth; 
He  was  no  soldier  sure,  nor  no  scholar, 
And  yet  he  might  be  very  well  a  courtier ; 
For  no  good  husband  would  have  been  so  idle. 
No  usurer  neither ;  yet  here  the  bed  affords 

[JDifc.  his  gold, 

VOL.    III. 


Store  of  sweet  golden  slumbers  unto  him. 
Here  sleeps  command  in  war ;  Caesar  by  this 
Obtain'd  his  triumphs;    this  will  fight  man's 

cause. 
When  fiithers,   brethren,   and  the  near'st  of 

friends. 
Leave  to  assist  him ;  all  content  to  this 
Is  merely  vain  ;  the  lovers  whose  affections 
Do  sympathize  together  in  full  pleasure. 
Debarred  of  this,  their  summer  sudden  ends ; 
And  care,  the  winter  to  their  former  jovs^ 
Breathes  such  a  cold  blast  on  their  turtles  hills; 
Having  not  this,  to  shrowd  him  forth  his  stormsy 
Tbey  straight  are  forc'd  to  make  a  separation, 
And  so  live  under  those  that  role  o'er  this. 
The  gallant,  whose  illustrious  outside  draws 
The  eyes  of  wantons  to  behold  with  wonder 
His  rare-shap'd  parts,  for  so  he  thinks  tliey  be, 
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Decked  in  the  robes  of  glistering  gallantry ; 

Having  not  this  attendant  on  bis  person, 

Walks  with  a  cloudy  brow,  and  seems  to  all 

A  great  contemner  of  society ; 

Not  for  the  hate  he  bears  to  company. 

But  tor  the  want  of  this  ability. 

O  silver  !  thou  that  art  the  basest  captive, 

Kept  in  this  prison ;  how  many  pale  offenders 

For  thee  have  suffered  ruin  ?  But,  O  my  gold  ! 

Thy  sight's  more  pleasing  than  the  seemly  locks 

Ofyeliow-hairM  Apollo;  and  thy  touch 

Mure  smooth  and  dainty,  than  the  down-soft 

white 
Of  lady*s  tempting  breast :  thy  bright  aspect 
Dims  the  greatest  lustre  of  heaven's  waggoner. 
But  why  go  I  about  to  extol  thy  worth, 
Knowing  that  poets  cannot  compass  it  ? 
But  now  give  place,  my  gold,  for  here*s  a  power 
Of  greater  glory  and  supremacy 
Obscures  thy  being  ;  here  sits  enthroniz'd 
The  sparkling  diamond,  whose  bright  reflexion 
Casts  such  a  splendor  on  these  other  gems, 
^Mongst  which  he  so  majcstical  appears, 
As  if now  ray  good  angels  guard  me  ! 

A  Jiath  offirty  and  Lightfoot  ascends  like  t( 

spirit, 

.    Light.  Melior  vigilantia  somno. 

Stand  not  amaz'd,  good  man,  for  what  appears 

Shall  add  to  thy  content ;  be  void  of  fears; 

I  am  the  shadow  of  rich  kingly  Croesus, 

Sent  by  his  greatness  from  the  lower  world 

To  make  thee  mighty,  and  to  sway  on  earth 

By  thy  abundant  store,  as  he  himself  doth 

In  Elysium  ;  how  he  reigneth  there^ 

His  shadow  will  unfold  ;  give  thou  then  ear. 

In  under-air,  where  fair  Elysium  stands, 

Beyond  the  river  stiled  Acheron, 

He  hath  a  castle  built  of  adamant ; 

Not  framed  by  vain  enchantment,  but  there  fixM 

By  the  all-burning  hands  of  warlike  spirits. 

Whose  windows  are  compos*d  of  purest  crystal, 

And  deck'd  within  with  oriental  pearls : 

There  the  great  spirit  of  Croesus*  royal  self 

Keeps  his  abode  ni  joyous  happiness. 

He  IS  not  tortur*d  there,  as  poets  feign. 

With  molten  gold  and  sulphry  flames  of  fire, 


Or  any  such  molesting  perturbation ; 
But  there  reputed  as  a  demi-god, 
Feasting  with  Pluto  and  his  Proserpine, 
Night  after  night  with  all  delicious  cntes, 
With  creater  glory  th<in  seven  kingdoms  states. 
Now  rarther  know  the  cause  of  my  appearance ; 
The  kingly  Croesus  having  by  fame's  trump 
Heard,  that  thy  lov'd  desires  stand  affected 
To  the  obtaining  of  abundant  wealth, 
Sends  me,  his  shade,  thus  much  to  signify. 
That  if  thou  wilt  become  famous  on  earth. 
He'll  give  to  thee  even  more  than  infinite ; 
And  after  death  with  him  thou  shalt  partake 
The  rare  delights  beyond  the  Stygian  lake. 

Hog,  Great  Croesus' shadow  may  dispose  of  me 
To  what  he  pleaseth. 

Light.  So  speaks  obediency. 
For  which  I'll  raise  thy  lowly  thoughts  as  high. 
As  Croesus's  were  in  his  mortality. 
Stand  then  undaunted,  whilst  I  raise  those  spirits, 
By  whose  laborious  task  and  industry 
Thy  treasure  shall  abound  and  multiply. 
Ascend  Ascarion^  thou  that  art 
A  powerful  spirit f  and  dost  Convert 
Silver  to  gold ;  I  say  ascend^ 
And  on  me.  Crams*  shade^  attend. 
To  work  the  pleasure  of  his  will. 

The  Player  appears. 

Play,  What  would  then  Croesus  list  to  fill 

Some  mortal's  coffers  up  with  gold. 

Changing  the  silver  it  cfoth  hold  ? 

By  that  pure  metal,  ift  be  so. 

By  the  infernal  gates  I  swear. 

Where  Rhadamanth  doth  domineer ; 

By  Croesus'  name  and  by  his  castle. 

Where  winter  nights  he  keepeth  ^'  wassail; 

By  Demogorgon  and  the  fates. 

And  by  all  these  low  country  states ; 

That,  afler  knowledge  of  thy  mind, 

Ascarion,  like  the  swift-pac  d  wind. 

Will  fly  to  finish  thy  command. 

Light,  Take  then  this  silver  out  of  baud. 

And  bear  it  to  the  river  Tagus, 

Beyond  tb'abode  of  Archi-Magus; 
I  Whose  golden  sands  upon  it  cast, 
'  Transform  it  into  gold  at  last : 


»'  WiMMi/.— Verstigan,  in  his  Restitution  of  Decayed  InteUigence,  1634,  p.  126,  rives  the  followbg 
account  of  the  origin  of  this  term :  **  As  this  Lady  (i.  e.  Rowena)  was  very  beautinill,  so  was  she  of  a 
very  comely  deportment,  and  Hingistus,  having  invited  King  Vortiger  to  a  supper,  at  his  new- 
builded  castle,  caused  that  after  supper  she  came  foorth  of  her  chamber  into  the  King*8  presence, 
with  a  cup  of  gold  filled  yrith  wine  in  her  hand,  and  making  in  very  seemely  manner  a  low  reverence 
unto  the  KiUg,  sayd,  with  a  pleasing  grace  and  countenance  in  our  ancient  language,  Woes  heal  him' 
ford  Cymngy  which  is,  being  rightly  expounded  according  to  onr  present  speech,  he  nfheaitk  Lord 
King,  for  as  was  is  our  verbe  of  the  preterimperfect  tense,  or  preterperfect  tense,  signifying  have  Ais,  so 
was  tieing  the  same  verb  in  the  imperative  mood,  and  now  pronounced  wax,  is  as  much  as  to  say 
grow,  be,  or  become:  and  wae»-heatf  by  corruption  of  pronounciation,  afterwards  became  to  be  wasaaile. 
The  king  not  understanding  what  shee  said,  demaunded  it  of  his  chamberlaine,  who  was  his  interpre- 
ter, and  when  he  knew  what  it  was,  he  asked  him  how  he  might  againe  answer  her,  in  her  owne  lan- 
guage, whereof  being  informed  he  sayd  unto  her  Driiu  heal,  that  is  to  say,  Drink  health."  See 
Note  79  to  Tike  Ordinary,  postea. 
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Which  being  effected  straight  return, 

Au<\  sudden  too,  or  I  will  spurn 

Tills  trunk  of  thine  into  the  pit, 

Where  all  the  hellish  furies  sit, 

Scratching  their  eyes  out.     Quick !  begone ! 

Play,  Swifter  in  course  than  doth  the  sun. 

[Exit  Flayer, 

Light.  How far*st  thou, mortal?  be  not  terrify *d 
At  these  infernal  motions ;  know  that  shortly 
Great  Crcesus'  ghost  shall,  in  the  love  he  bears 

thee, 
Give  thee  sufficient  power  by  thy  own  worth 
To  raise  such  spirits. 

Hog.  Croesus  is  much  too  liberal  in  his  favour 
To  one  so  far  desertless  as  poor  Hog. 

Light,  Poor  Hog  !  O  speak  not  that  word 
poor  again. 
Lest  the  whole  apple->tree  of  Croesus*  bounty, 
Crack'd  into  shivers,  overthrow  thy  fortunes ! 
For  he  abhors  the  name  of  poverty. 
And  will  grow  sick  to  hear  it  spoke  by  those, 
Whom  he  intends  to  raise. — But  see,  the  twilight, 
Posting  before  the  chariot  of  the  sun. 
Brings  word  of  his  approach  ; 
We  must  be  sudden,  and  with  speed  raise  up 
The  spirit  Bazan,  that  can  straight  transform 
Gold  mto  pearl ;  be  still  and  circumspect. 

Bazan,  ascend  up  from  the  treasure 

Of  Pluto f  where  thou  didst  at  pleasure 

Metamorphose  all  his  gold 

Into  pearl,  which  *hove  a  thousand  fold 

Exceeds  the  value ;  quickly  rise 

To  Crasus*  shade,  who  hath  a  prize 

To  be  performed  by  thy  ttrength. 

Haddit  ascends. 

Had.  T  am  no  fencer,  yet  at  length 
From  Pluto's  presence  and  the  hall. 
Where  Proserpine  keeps  festival. 
Tin  hither  come ;  and  now  I  see. 
To  what  intent  I'm  rais'd  by  thee : 
It  is  to  make  that  mortal  rich, 
That  at  his  fame  men's  ears  may  itch. 
When  they  do  hear  but  of  his  store. 
He  hath  one  daughter,  and  no  more> 
Which  all  the  lower  powers  decree, 
She  to  one  Wealthy  wedded  be; 
By  which  conjunction  there  shall  spring. 
Young  heirs  to  Hog,  whereon  to  fling 
His  mass  of  treasure  when  he  dies; 
Thus  Bazan  truly  prophesies. 
But  come,  my  task  ?  1  long  to  rear 
His  fame  above  the  hemisphere. 

Light,  Take  then  the  gold  which  here  doth  lie. 
And  quick  return  it  by-and-by 
All  in  choice  pearl.    Whither  to  go, 
I  need  not  tell  you,  for  you  know. 

Had,  Indeed  I  do,  and  Hog  shall  find  it  so. 

[Aside, 
[Exit  Haddit. 


Light,  Now,  mortal,  there  is  nothing  doth 
remain, 
'Twixt  thee  and  thine  abundance,  only  this ; 
Turn  thy  eyes  eastward,  for  from  thence  appears 
Ascariou  with  thy  gold,  which  having  brought, 
^nd  at  thy  foot  surrendt^r'd,  make  ooeysaiice; 
Then  turn  about  and  fix  thy  tapers  westward. 
From  whence  great  Bazan  brings  thy  orient  pearl. 
Who'll  lay  it  at  thy  feet  much  like  the  former. 
•  Hog,  Then  I  must  make  to  him  obeysance  thus. 

Light.  Who  so;  in  mean  time  Croesus' shade 
will  rest 
Upon  thjr  bed ;  but  above  all  take  heed. 
You  sufter  not  your  eyes  to  stray  aside 
From  the  direct  point  I  have  set  thee  at : 
For  though  the  spirit  do  delay  the  time. 
And  not  return  your  treasure  speedily— 

Hog.  Let  the  loss  li<;ht*on  me,  if  I  neglect 
Or  overslip  what  Ooesus'  shade  commands. 

Light,   [Aiide.'j   So,  now  practise  standing, 
though  it  be  nothing  agreeable  to  your  Hogs 
age.     Let  roe  nee,  among  these  writings  is  my 
nephew  Haddit's  mortgage ;  but  in  taking  that  it 
may  breed  suspect  on  us ;  wherefore  this  box  of 
jewels  will  stand  far  better,  and  let  that  ,alone. 
It  is  now  break  of  day,  and  near  by  this  the 
marriage  is  confinn'd  betwixt  my  cousin  and 
great  Croesus's  friend's  daughter  here,  whom  I 
will  now  leave  to  his  most  weighty  coiitations.. 
So,  gentle  sir,  adieu ;  time  not  permits 
To  hear  those  passions,  and  those  fraiitick  fits 
You're  subject  to,  when  you  shall  find  how  true 
Great  Croesus'  shade  hath  made  an  ass  of  you. 

[Exit, 

Hog,  Let  me  now  ruminate  to  myself,  why 
Croesus  should  be  so  great  a  favourer  to  me. — 
And  yet  to  what  end  should  I  desire  to  know  ? 
I  think  it  is  sufficient  it  is  so;  and  I  would  he 
had  been  so  sooner,  for  he  and  his  spirits  would 
have  sav'd  me  much  labour  in  the  purchasing  of 
wealth;  but  then,  indeed,  it  would  have  been  the 
confusion  of  two  or  three  scriveners,  which,  by 
my  means,  have  been  properly  rais'd. — But  now 
imagine  this  only  a  trick,  whereby  I  may  be 
gull'd  ;  but  how  can  that  be?  are  not  my  doors 
lock'd  ?  have  I  not  seen,  with  my  own  eyes,  the 
ascending  of<he  spirits?  have  I  not  heard,  with 
my  own  ears,  the  invocations  wherewith  they 
were  rais'd  ?  could  any  but  spirits  appear  through 
so  Arm  a  floor  as  this  is  ?  'tis  impossible. — But, 
hark,  I  hear  the  spirit  Ascarion  coming  with  my 
gold.  O  bountiful  Croesus  !  I'll  build  a  temple 
to  thy  mightiness ! 

Enter  Young  Lord  Wealthy  and  Petea 
Servitude. 

Weal.jun.  O  Peter,  how  long  have  we  slept 
upon  the  hogshead  ? 
P.  Serv.  I  think  a  dozen  hoars,  my  lord^  and 
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'tis  nothing:    FU  undertake  to  sleep  sixteen,  | 
upon  the  receipt  of  two  cups  of  muskadine.^^ 

WeaLjun.  I  marvel  what*s  become  of  Haddit 
and  Liglitfoot ! 

P.  Serv,  Uang*em,  flinchers;  they  slunk  away 
as  soon  us  they  had  drank  as  much  as  they  were 
able  to  carry,  which  no  generous  spirit  would  I 
ha'  done,  indeed. 

WeaLjun.  Yet  I  believe  Haddit  had  his  part ; 
for,  to  my  thinking,  the  cellar  went  round  wit^ 
hi  in  when  he  left  us.  But  are  we  come  to  a  bed 
yet  ?  I  must  needs  sleep. 

P.  Sero,  Come  softly,  by  any  means;  for  we 
are  now  upon  tbe^reshold  of  my  master's  cham- 
ber, through  which  I'll  bring  you  to  mistress  Re- 
becca's lodging :  give  me  your  band,  and  come 
very  nicety.  [P£TER/a//!(  into  the  hole, 

Wealjun,  Where  art,  Peter  ? 
P.  Serr,  O  ho ! 

WeaLjun.  Where's  this  noise,  Peter,  canst 
tell? 

Hog,  I  hear  the  voice  of  my  adopted  son-iii-law. 

WeaLjun,  Why,  Peter,  wilt  not  answer  me? 

P.  Serv,  O,  my  lord,  above,  stand  still ;  I'm 

fall'n  down  at  least  thirty  fathom  deep ;  if  you 

stand  not  still  till  I  recover,  and  have  lighten  a 

candle,  you're  but  a  dead  man. 

Hog,  I  am  robb'd,  I  am  undone^  I  am  de- 
luded :  who's  in  my  chamber? 

WeaLjun,  Tis  I,  the  lord  your  son  that  shall 
be:  upon  my  honour  I  came  not  to  rob  you. 
Hog.  I  shall  run  mad  !  I  shall  run  mad  ! 
WeaLjun,  Why,  then,  'tis  my  fortune  to.be 
terrified  with  madmen. 

Enter  Peter  Servitude  with  a  candle. 

P.  Serv.  Where  are  you,  my  lord? 

Hog.  Here,  my  lady :  where  are  you,  rogue, 
when  thieves  break  into  my  house  ? 

P.  Serv.  Breaking  my  neck  in  your  service,  a 
plague  on't. 

WeaLjun.  But  are  you  robb'd,  indeed,  fiither 
Hog?  of  how  much,  I  pray? 

Hog.  Of  all,  of  all ;  see  here,  they  have  left 
roe  nothing  but  two  or  three  rolls  of  parchment; 
here  tt)ey  came  up  like  spirits,  and  took  my  sil- 
ver, gold,  and  iewels.    Where's  mjr  daughter? 

P.  Serv.  She's  not  in  the  house,  sir:  the 
street  doors  are  wide  open. 

WeaL  jun.  Nay,  'tb  no  matter  where  she  is 
now :  she'll  scarce  be  worth  a  thousand  pound, 
and  that's  but  a  tavlor's  prize. 

Hog.  Then  you  U  not  have  her,  sir? 

WeaLjun.  No,  as  I  hope  to  live  in  peace. 

Ho^.  Why  be't  so,  be't  so ;  confusion  cannot 
come  m  a  fitter  time  on  all  of  us.  O  bountiful 
Crf£8us !  how  fine  thy  shadow  hath  de^'our'd  my 
substance ! 


P.  Serv.  Good,  my  lord,  promise  him  to 
marry  his  daughter,  or  be  will  be  mad  presently, 
tho*  YOU  never  intend  to  have  her. 

WeaLjun.  Well,  father  Hog,  tho'  you  are  an* 
done,  your  daughter  shall  not  be,  so  long  as  a 
lord  can  stand  her  in  any  stead.  Come,  you 
shall  with  me  to  my  lord  and  father,  whose  war- 
rants we  will  have  for  the  apprehending  of  all 
suspicious  livers;  and,  tho'  the  labour  be  infinite^ 
you  must  consider  your  loss  is  so. 

Hog.  Come,  I'll  do  any  thing  to  gain  my  gold. 

P.  Serv.  Till  which  be  had,  my  fare  will  be 
but  cold.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  HaddiT|  Rebecca,  Lightfoot,  and 

Priest. 

Had,  Now,  Mr  parson,  we  will  no  farther 
trouble  you ;  and,  for  the  tying  of  our  true  love- 
knot,  here's  a  small  amends. 

Priest,  'Tis  more  than  due,  sir;  yet  I'll  take 
it  all. 
Should  kindness  be  despis'd,  good-will  would  fall 
Unto  a  lower  ebb,  should  we  detest 
The  grateful  giver's  gift,  veriuimo  est. 

Had.  It's  true,  indeed ;  good-morrow,  honest 

parson. 
Priest.  Yet,  if  you  please,  Sir  John  will  back 
surrender 
The  overplus  of  what  you  now  did  tender. 
Had.   O,  by  no  means,  I  pr'ytbee ;    friend, 

good-morrow. 
Light.  Why,  if  you  please.  Sir  John,  to  me 
restore 
The  overplus,  I'll  give  it  to  the  poor. 

Priest,  O  pardon,  sir;  for,  by  your  worship's 
leave, 
We  ought  to  give  from  whence  we  do  receive. 
Had.  Why  then  to  me.  Sir  John. 
Priest.  To  all  a  kind  good-morrow. 

[Exit  Priest. 
Had.  A  most  fine  vicar;  there  was  no  other 
means  to  be  rid  of  him.     But  why  are  you  so 
sad,  Rebecca? 

Keb.  To  think  in  what  estate  my  father  is, 
When  he  beholds  that  be  is  merely  guU'd. 

Had.  Nay,  be  not  grieved  for  that  which 
should  rather  give  you  cause  of  content ;  for 
'twill  be  a  means  to  make  him  abandon  his 
avarice,  and  save  a  soul  almost  incurable.  But 
now  to  our  own  afiairs :  this  marriage  of  oun 
must  not  yet  be  known,  lest  it  breed  suspicion. 
We  will  bring  you,  Rebecca,  unto  Atlas's  house, 
whilst  we  two  go  unto  the  old  Lord  Wealthy's, 
having  some  acquaintance  with  bis  son-in-faw 
Carracus,  who  I  understand  is  there ;  where  no 
(]uestion  but  we  shall  find  your  father  proclaim- 
ing his  loss :  thither  you  shall  come  somewhat 
after  us,  as  it  were  to  seek  him ;  where  I  doubt 


**  Muakadine-^or  mnscadel.    A  kind  of  wine  so  called,  because  for  sweetness  and  smell  it  Ksembici 
musk.    It  comes  from  the  Isle  of  Crete. 
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DOl  bat  so  to  order  the  matter,  that  I  will  re- 
cnve  you  as  my  wife  from  his  owu  hands. 

ReL  May  it  so  happy  prove ! 

Light.  Amen,  say  1;  fur,  should  our  last  trick 
be  known,  great 
Croesus*  shade  would  have  a  conjur'd  time  on*t. 

Had,  Tis  true,  his  castle  of  adamant  would 
scarce  hold  bim:   but  come,  this  will  be  good 
cauise  for  laughter  hereafter. 
Then  we'll  relate  how  this  great  bird  was  pulPd 
Of  bis  rich  featliers,  and  most  finely  gullM. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Old  Lord  Wealthy,  with  Cabracus, 
Maria,  and  Albert. 

Weal,  ten.  More  welcome,  Carracus,  than 
friendly  truce 
To  a  besieged  city  all  distrest : 
How  early  this  glad  morning  are  you  come 
To  make  me  happy  ?  for  pardon  of  your  offience, 
Fve  given  a  blessing,  which  may  heaven  confirm 
In  tr<;ble  manner  on  your  virtuous  lives ! 

Car.  And  may  our  lives  and  duty  daily  strive 
To  be  found  worthy  of  that  loving  favour, 
Which,  from  your  reverend  age,  we  now  receive. 
Without  desert  or  merit ! 

Enter  Young  Lord  Wealthy,  Hog,  and  Peter. 

Weal,  jun.  Room  for  a  desirer  of  justice! 
what,  my  sister 
Maria !  who  thought  to  have  met  you  here  ? 

Mar,  You  may  see,  brother,  unlook*d-for 
guests  prove  often  troublesome. 

WeaL  jun.  Well,  but  is  your  husband  there 
any  quieter  than  he  was  ? 

Car,  Sir,  I  must  desire  you  to  forget  all  inju- 
ries, if,  in  not  being  myself,  I  offer'd  you  any. 

Alh,  1*11  see  that  peace  concluded. 

WeaL  jun.  Which  I  agree  to ;  for  patience  is 
m  Tirtoe,  fiither  Ho^. 

WeaL  Ben,  Was  it  you,  son,  that  cried  so 
load  for  justice? 

WeaL  jun.  Yes,  marry  was  it,  and  this  the 
par^  to  whom  it  appertains. 

liog,  O,  my  most  honoured  lord !  I  am  un- 
done, robb'd,  this  black  night,  of  all  the  wealth 
and  treasure  which  these  many  years  I  have 
hourly  laboured  for. 

Weal.  gen.  And  who  are  those  have  done  this 
outrage  to  you  ? 

Hog,  O  knew  I  that,  I  then,  my  lord,  were 
happy. 

Weal,  ten.  Come  you  for  justice  then,  not 

knowiog 'gainst  whom  the  course  of  justice  should 

eitend  itself?    Nor  yet  suspect  you  none  ? 

Hog,  None  but  tlie  devil. 

WM,jun.  I  thought  he  was  a  cheater,  e'er 

moe  I  heard  two  or  three  ^'  Templen  swear  at 


dice,  the  last  Christmas,  that  the  devil  had 
got  all. 

Enter  Haddit  and  Lighti^oot. 

Had.  My  kind  acquaintance,  jo^  to  thy  good 
success. 

Car,  Noble  and  freebom  Haddit,  welcome. 

Light.  Mr  Hog,  good-day. 

Hog.  For  I  have  liad  a  bad  night  on't. 

Light.  Sickness  is  incident  to  age :  what,  be 
the  writings  ready  to  be  seal*d  we  intreated  last 
day? 

Hog.  Yes,  I  think  they  are ;  would  the  scri- 
vener were  paid  for  tlie  making  them. 

Light,  He  shall  be  so,  though  I  do*t  myself. 
Is  the  money  put  op,  as  I  appointed  ? 

Hog.  Yes,  'tis  put  up:  confusion  seize  the 
receivers ! 

Light,  Heaven  bless  us  all !  what  mean  you, 
sir? 

Hog,  O,  sir,.  I  was  robb'd  this  night  of  all 
I  had; 
My  daughter  too  is  lost,  and  I  undone. 

Light.  Marry,  God  forbid  !  afler  what  man- 
ner, I  pray  ? 

Hog,  O,  to  recount,  sir,  will  breed  more  ruth 
Than  did  the  tale  of  that  hi^h  ^  Trojan  duke 
To  the  sad  fated  Carthaginian  queen. 

Had,  What  exclamation's  that? 

Light,  What  you  i!«  ill  grieve  at,  cuz ; 
Your  worshipful  friend,  Mr  Hog,  is  robb'd. 

Had.  Hobb'd  !  by  whom,  or  how  ? 

Light.  O,  there's  the  grief:  he  knows  not 
whom  to  suspect. 

Had.  The  fear  of  hell  o'ertake  them,  whoso- 
e'er they  be.  But  where's  your  daughter?  I 
hope  she  is  safe. 

Enter  Rebecca. 

» 

Hog,  Thank  heaven,  I  see  she's  now  so. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  my  girl? 

Reb,  Alas,  sir,  carried  by  amazement  I  know 
not  where ;  pufsued  by  the  robbers,  forced  to 
fly  amazed,  affrighted,  tlirough  the  city  streets, 
to  seek  redress ;  but  that  lay  fast  asleep  in  all 
men's  houses,  nor  would  lend  an  ear  to  the  dis- 
tress'd. 

Had.  O  heavy  accident !  but  see,  you  grieve 
too  much. 
Being  your  daughter's  found  ;  for  th'  other  loss. 
Since  'tis  the  will  of  heaven  to  give  and  take. 
Value  it  as  nothing :  you  have  yet  sufficient 
To  live  in  blest  content,  had  you  no  more 
But  my  small  mortgage  for  vour  daughter  here, 
Whom  I  have  ever  lov'd  in  dear'st  affection. 
If  so  you  please  so  much  to  favour  me, 
I  will  accept  her,  spite  of  poverty. 
And  make  her  jointure  of  some  store  of  land, 


«3  TempUrB-'Ckrittmat.—Set  Note  18  to  The  Matdi  at  Midmghi,  Vol.  U.  p.  464. 
^  TV^oii  d«i^.--See  Note  to  Fuimut  Tnes,  Dodsley's  Old  PUys,  Vol.  VII.  edit.  1780. 
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Which,  by  the  loss  of  a  j^ood  aged  friend, 
Late  fell  to  me :  what,  is*t  a  match  or  no  ? 

Hog,  It  is. 

Heul.  Then  FU  have  witness  on't:  my  lord, 
and  gentlemen, 
Please  you  draw  near,  to  be  here  witnesses 
To  a  wish'd  contract  'twixt  this  maid  and  I. 

Omnes.  We  all  are  willing. 

Hog,  Then,  in  the  presence  of  you  all,  I  ^ve 
my  daughter  fireely  to  this  gentleman  as  wife ; 
and,  to  shew  how  much  I  stand  affected  to  him, 
for  dowry  with  her,  I  do  back  restore  his  mort- 

gBged  lands ;  and,  for  their  loves,  I  vow  ever 
ereafter  to  detest,  renounce,  loath,  and  abhor 
all  slavish  avarice : 
Which  doth  ascend  from  hell,  sent  by  the 

devil. 
To  he,  'mongst  men,  the  actor  of  all  evil. 
Omne$,  A  blest  conversion. 
WeaL  $en.  A  good,   iar  unexpected.     And 
now,  gentlemen, 


I  do  invite  yon  all  to  feast  with  me 

This  happy  day,  that  we  may  all  together 

Applaud  his  good  success :  and  let  this  day  be 

spent 
In  sports  and  shews,  with  gladsome  merriment. 
Come,  blest  converted  man,  we*U  lead  the  way. 
As  unto  heaven  I  hope  we  shall. 

Hog.  Heaven  grant  we  may ! 

Car,  Come,  my  Maria,  and  repentant  friend. 
We  three  have  tasted  worst  of  misery. 
Which  now  adds  joy  to  our  felicity. 

Had.  We  three  are  happy  we  have  gain'd 
much  wealth. 
And  tho*  we  have  done  it  by  a  trick  of  stealth, 
Yet  all,  I  trust,  are  pleas'd ;  and  will  our  iU 

acquit, 
Since  it  hath  sav'd  a  soul  was  hell's  by  right. 

WeaLjun.  To  follow  after,  then,  our  lot  doth 
fail; 
Now  rhime  it,  Peter. 

P.  Scrv,  A  good-night  to  all.  [Exeunt  omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


Now  expectation  hath  at  full  receiv'd 

What  we  lato  promised ;  if  in  aught  we*ve  pleas*d, 

rris  all  we  sought  t*  accomplish,  and  much  more 

Than  our  weak  merit  dares  to  attribute 

Unto  itself,  till  you  vouchsafe  to  deign, 

In  your  kind  censure,  so  to  gratify 

Our  trivial  labonrs.— 

If  it  hath  pleased  the  judicial  ear. 

We  have  our  author's  wish;  and^  void  of  fear, 


Dare  ignorant  men  to  shew  their  worst  of  hate. 
It  not  detracts,  but  adds  unto  that  state 
Where  desert  (lourisheth.  • 
We'll  rest  applauded  in  their  derogation, 
Tho'  with  an  hiss  they  crown  that  confirmation : 
For  this,  our  author  saith,  iPt  prove  distasteful. 
He  only  grieves  you  spent  two  hours  so  wasteful ; 
But,'  if  it's  lik'd,  and  you  affect  his  pen. 
You  may  command  it  when  you  please  again. 


EDITION. 

**  The  Hogge  hath  lost  his  Pearle :  A  Comedy.  Divers  times  publikely  acted  by  certaine  Loo- 
don  Prentices.  By  'Robert  Tailor,  London,  Printed  for  Richard  Redmer^  and  are  to  be  solde  at 
the  West-dore  of  Paules,  at  the  signe  of  the  Starre.  1614.  4to. 
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QUBENES   MAJESTIES  SERVANTS. 

WRITTEM  BY 

THOMAS  HEYWOOD. 


TO  THE   HONEST   AND 

HIGH  SPIRITED  PRENTICES,  THE  READERS. 

None  b!«C  to  jon  (as  whom  this  pkiy  most  especially  concerns)  I  thought  ^ood  to  dedicate  this 
labour ;  which  though  written  many  y^re  since,  in  my  infancy  of  jud^ent,  m  this  kind  of  poetry, 
and  my  first  practice;  yet  understanding  (by  what  means  I  know  not)  it  was  in  these  more  exquisite 
and  refined  times,  to  come  to  the  press  in  a  such  a  forwardness  ere  it  came  to  my  knowledge,  tint 
it  was  past  prevention,  and  then  knowing  withal,  that  it  coiAes  short  of  that  accurateness  botJi  in 
plot  and  stile,  that  these  more  censorious  days  with  greater  curiosity  acquire,  I  must  thus  excuse. 
That  as  plays  were  then  some  fifteen  or  sixteen  years  ago  it  was  in  the  fashion.  Nor  could  it  have 
found  a  more  seasonable  and  fit  publication  than  at  this  time,  when  to  the  glory  of  our  nation,  the 
security  of  the  kingdom,  and  the  honour  of  this  renown'd  ciw,  tliey  have  begun  again  the  com- 
mendable practice  of  lone  forgotten  arms,  the  continuance  of  which  I  wish,  the  discipline  approve, 
and  the  encouragement  uiereof  even  with  my  soul  applaud.  In  which  great  and  hoped  good  they 
deserve  not  the  least  attribute  of  approbation,  who,  in  the  dull  and  sleepy  time  of  peace,  first 
wakened  the  remeinbmnce  of  these  arms  in  the  Artillery  Garden,  which,  begun  out  of  their  volun- 
tary affections,  prosecuted  by  their  private  industries,  and  continued  at  their  own  proper  cost  and 
charge,  deserves,  in  my  opinion,  not  only  respect  and  regard,  but  recompence  and  reward.  But 
to  return  again  to  you,  my  brave  spirited  Prentices,  upon  whom  I  have  freely  bestowed  these  Four, 
1  wish  you  all,  that  have  their  courages  and  forwardness,  their  noble  fates  and  fortunes. 

YourSy 

Thomas  H£Twood. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Enter  '  three  in  black  cloaks,  at  three  doors, 

1.  What  mean  you,  my  masters,  to  appear 
thus  before  your  times  ?  Do  you  not  know  that 
I  am  the  Prologue  ?  Do  you  not  see  this  long 
black  velvet  cloak  upon  my  back  ?  Have  you 
not  sounded  thrice }  uol  not  look  pale  as  fear- 
ins  to  be  out  in  my  speech  f  Nay,  have  I  not 
all  the  signs  of  a  Prologue  about  me?  Then,  to 
what  end  come  you  to  mterrupt  me? 

2.  I  have  a  Prologue  to  speak  too. 

3.  And  I  another. 

1.  O  superfluous,  and  more  than  ever  I  heard 
of!  three  Prologues  to  one  play  ! 

2.  Have  you  not  seen  three  ropes  to  toll  one 
bell  ?  three  doors  to  one  house  ?  three  ways  to 
one  town  ? 

1.  I  i^rant  you :  but  I  never  heard  of  any  that 
had  three  heads  to  one  body,  but  Cerberus.  But 
what  doth  your  Prologue  mean  ? 

2.  I  come  to  excuse  the  name  of  the  Play  ? 

3.  I  the  errors  in  the  Play. 

1.  And  I  the  Author  that  made  the  Play. 
Touching  the  name,  why  is  it  called,  True  and 
Strange;  or.  The  Four  Frentices  of  London  t  A 
gentleman  that  heard  the  subject  discoursed, 
said  it  was  not  possible  to  be  true;  and  none 
here  are  bound  to  believe  it. 

9.  It  is  true,  chat  Alexander,  at  thirty-two 
years  of  age,  conquered  the  whole  world;  but 
strange  he  should  do  so.  If  we  should  not  be- 
lieve things  recorded  in  former  ases,  we  were 
'  not  worthy  that  succeeding  times  snould  believe 
things  done  in  these  our  times. 

1.  But  what  authority  have  yon  for  your  His- 
tory ?  I  am  one  of  those  that  will  believe  no- 
thing^that  is  not  in  the  Chronicle. 


S.  Our  authority  is  a  Manuscript,  a  book  writ 
in  parchment,  which  not  being  publick,  nor  ge- 
neral in  the  world,  we  rather  tnought  fit  to  ex* 
empli^  to  the  public  censure  things  concealed 
and  obscured,  such  as  are  not  common  with 
every  one,  than  such  Historical  Tales  as  every 
one  can  tell  by  the  fire  in  winter.  Had  not  ye 
rather,  for  novelties  sake,  see  Jerusalem  ye  never 
saw,  than  London  that  ye  see  hourly  ?  So  much 
touching  the  name  of  our  History. 

1.  You  have  satisfied  me;  and,  I  hope,  all 
that  hear  me.  Now  what  have  you  to  speak 
concerning  the  errors  in  the  Play  ? 

3.  We  acknowledge  none:  hr  the  errors  we 
could  find,  we  would  willingly  amend;  but  if 
these  clear-sighted  gentlemen,  with  the  eyes  of 
their  judgments,  looking  exactly  into  us,  find 
any  imperfections  which  are  hid  from  ourselves, 
our  request  is,  you  would  rather  look  over  them 
than  through  them,  not  with  a  troubled  eye,  that 
makes  one  object  to  seem  two,  but  with  a  fa- 
vourable eye,  which  hath  power  in  itself  to  make 
many  to  seem  none  at  all. 

1.  Oh  now  I  understand  you.  Three  Pro- 
logues to  our  Play !  pardon  me,  y'ave  need  of 
three  hundred,  metliinks,  and  all  little  enough. 
But  to  end  our  beginning  in  a  word.  Thus 
much  by  the  patience  of  these  gentlemen. 

Spectators,  should  you  oppose  your  jndgmentt 
against  us:  where  we  are  three,  which  some 
would  think  too  many;  were  we  thr«e  thousand, 
we  tliink  ourselves  too  few.  Our  Author  sub- 
mits  his  labour  to  ;rou  as  the  Authors  of  all  the 
content  he  hath  within  this  circumference : 
But  for  your  sakes,  this  only  we  dare  say. 
We  promised  yon,  and  we'll  peiform  a  play. 


c^  V^i*  ^  ctoafc«.--From.this  description,  it  appears,  that  it  was  the  custom  fomeriy  for  the 
Speaker  of  a  prolog^ie  to  be  dressed  in  a  black  cloak ;  and  thence  seems  to  have  been  denved  the 
practice  of  dehvermg  those  introductory  parts  of  our  DramaUck  Entertainments  in  a  salt  of  the 
same  colour.    See  also  the  Introduction  to  CffntkuCs  Revels,  and  the  Prologue  to  The  tVommm  HauT 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONi^.. 


The  Old  Earl  of  BoLOiGv, 
Godfrey,^ 

CarELEs,  (  *"/'«"•  *"• 

Eustace,  j 

Bella  Franca,  his  Daughter. 

An  Engliih  Captain, 

Robert  of  Normundjj. 

The  French  King\  Daughter. 

Tancred,  a  Prince  of  Italy, 

The  Souldan  of  Bain/Ion, 


The  Sophy  of  Persia. 

Turnus. 

Moretes, 

A  Chorus,  or  Presenter, 

Mutes, 

The  French  King. 

The  Boloignoies. 

Bandetti, 

Irishmen, 

Ambushes  of  Pagans, 

The  Clown, 


ACTUS  PRIMUS. 


8CENA  PRIMA. 

£nter  the  Old  Earl  of  Boloign,  and  his  daugh- 
ter Bella  Franca. 

O.  E,  Bol.  Daughter,  tbou  seest  how  Fortune 
turns  her  wheel. 
We  that  but  late  were  mounted  up  alofl, 
Luird  in  the  skirt  of  that  inconstant  Dame, 
Are  now  thrown  head-long  by  her  ruthless  hand. 
To  kiss  that  earth  whereon  our  feet  should  stand. 
What  censoring  eye,  that  sees  nie  thus  deject, 
Would  take  this  shape  to  be  that  famous  Duke, 
Which  liath  made  Boloign  thro'  the  world  re- 

nown*d. 
And  all  our  race  with  fame  and  honour  crowned  ? 
B,  Fran,  But,  father,  how  can  you  endure  a 
slave 
To  trtniuph  in  your  fortunes  ?  and  here  stand 
In  soul  deject,  and  banish*d  from  your  land  ? 
0.  E,  Bf*l.  I'll  tell  thee,  girl    The  French 
Kini?,  and  myself. 
Upon  some  terms  grew  in  a  strange  debate, 
And  taking  careful  vantage  of  the  time. 
Whilst  I  with  all  my  powers,  in  aid  of  William 
The  Norman  Duke,  now  English  conqueror, 
Was  busily  employ'd ;  he  sei** d  my  right, 

VOL.    III. 


i  Planting  another,  and  supplanting  me. 
This  is  the  ground  of  my  extremity.    - 

B.  Fran.  If  for  King  William's  sake  now  con- 
queror. 

You  lost  your  birth-right  and  inheritance ; 

How  coTnes  it  that  he  sees  you  in  this  state. 

And  lifts  not  up  your  fortunes  ruinate  ? 

O.  E,  Bol,  A  conquered  kingdom  is  not  easily 
kept ; 

He  hath  so  much  ado  to  guard  his  own. 

That  mine  is  buried  in  oblivion ; 

And  I  am  forc'd  to  lose  tlie  name  of  Earl, 

And  live  in  London  like  a  citizen. 

My  four  sons  are  bound  prentice  to  four  trades. 

Godfrey  my  eldest  boy  I  have  made  a  Mercer ; 

Guy  niy  next  son,  enroU'd  in  Goldsmiths  trade; 

My  third  son  Charles  bound  to  an  Haberdasher; 

Young  Eustace  is  a  Grocer :  all  high  bom. 

Yet  of  the  city-trades  they  have  no  scorn. 

Thus  bare  necessity  hath  made  me  seek 

Some  refuge  to  sustain  our  poverty. 

And  having  plac'd  my  sons  in  such  a  sort : 

The  little  wealth  I  have  left,  I  leave  to  thee. 

Myself  will  travel  to  the  Holy  Land ; 

And  ere  I  lie  within  the  earth's  vast  womb, 

Pay  my  devout  vows  at  my  Saviour's  tomb. 
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B.  Fran,  Was  that  the  cause  you  sent  for  my 

four  brothers  ? 
0.  E.  BoL  Their  wished  sight  will  chear  my 
aged  heart : 
And  I  will  bless  them  all  before  I  part. 

J^n^er  Godfrey,  Guy,  Charles,  flwrf  Eustace, 

like  Apprentices, 

God,  I  wonder,  brothers,  why  my  father  hath 
sent  for  us  thu^  early :  that,  all  business  set 
apart,  we  must  meet  toi^ether  this  morning. 

Guy,  I  know  not  the  reason.  I  had  much 
ado  to  get  leave  of  ray  master  to  be  spared 
from  my  attendance  in  the  shop,  and  serving  of 
customers. 

Char,  Taith  as  soon  as  I  heard  but  the  mes- 
senger say,  my  father  must  speak  with  me :  I 
left  *my  tankard  to  guard  the  conduit;  and 
away  came  I. 

Eus.  I  beshrew  him,  I  should  have  been  at 
breakfast  with  two  or  three  good  boys  this  morn- 
ing: but  that  match  is  disappointed  by  this 
meeting. 

B.  Fran,  See  where  my  brothers  are  already 
come. 

O,  E,   Bol,   Godfrey,  Guy,  Charles,  young 
Eustace,  all  at  once, 
Divide  a  father's  blessing  in  four  parts, 
And  share  my  prayers  aiiiongst  you  equally. 
First,  Godfrey,  tell  me  how  thou  lik'st  thy  trade  ? 
And  knowing  in  thy  thoughts  what  thou  hast 

been. 
How  canst  thou  brook  to  be  as  thou  art  now  ? 

God.  Bound  must  obey :  since  I  have  un- 
dertook 
To  serve  my  master  truly  for  seven  years, 
My  duty  shall  both  answer  that  desire, 
And  my  old  master's  pro6t  every  way. 
I  praise  that  city  whicji  made  princes  tradesmen, 
Where  that  man,  noble  or  ignoble  born, 
That  would  not  practise  some  mechanic  skill, 
Which  mi^ht  support  his  state  in  penury. 
Should  '  die  the  dt  ath;  not  suffer'd  like  a  drone, 
To  suck  the  honey  firom  the  public  hive. 
I  hold  it  no  disparage  to  my  birth. 
Though  I  be  born  an  Earl,  to  have  the  skill 
And  the  full  knowledge  of  the  Mercers  trade. 


And,  were  I  now  to  be  create  anew, 
It  should  not  grieve  me  to  have  spent  my  time 
The  secrets  of  so  rich  a  trade  to  know, 
By  which  advantage  and  {^reat  profits  grow. 
O.  JE.  BoL  Weil  hast  tliou  done  to  overcome 
thy  fate, 
Making  thy  mind  conformed  to  thy  state. 
How  likes  my  Guy  the  Goldsmiths  feculty  ? 

Gtijf,  As  a  good  refuge  in  extremity. 
Say  I  be  born  a  prince,  and  be  cast  down 
By  8«ine  sinister  chance,  or  fortune's  frown; 
Say  I  be  banisli'd:  when  I  have  a  trade. 
And  in  myself  a  means  to  purchase  wealth. 
Though  my  state  waste,  and  tow'ring  honours  fall, 
That  still  stays  with  me  in  the  extream'st  of  all. 
0,  E,  Bol,  What  says  my  third  son  Charles? 
Char,  If  I  should  say  I  >vould  not  brook  those 
bonds, 
Which  God,  and  fate,  and  you,  have  tied  me  in, 
You  would  be  preaching  disobedience  ; 
Or,  should  I  say,  the  city-trades  are  base 
For  such  a  great  man's  sons  to  take  on  them. 
Your  fatherly  regard  would  straight  advise  me 
To  chastise  my  rebellious  thoughts ;  and  say, 
Son,  you  by  this  may  live  another  day. 
Therefore,  as  my  two  brothers,  I  reply  ; 
You  ask  me  if  I  like  it ;  ♦*!  say  I. 

O.  E,  BoL  What  says  mjf  youngest  boy  ? 
Eus,  Father,  I  sa^,  hawking  is  a  pretty  sport. 
And  hunting  is  a  pnncely  exercise ; 
To  ride  a  great  horse,  oh  'tis  admirable  ! 

O.  E,  BoL  Eustace,  I  know  it  is :  but  to  my 
Question. 
How  canst  thou  brook  to  be  a  prentice,  boy  ? 
Eus.  Methinks  I  could  endure  it  for  teven 
years. 
Did  not  my  master  keep  me  in  too  much. 
I  cannot  go  to  breakfast  in  a  morning 
With  my  kind  mates  and  fellow-prentices. 
But  he  cries  Eustace,  one  bid  Eustace  T;ome  : 
And  my  name  Eustace  is  in  every  room. 
If  I  might  once  a  week  but  see  a  tilting. 
Six  days  I  would  full  unto  my  business  close. 
And  ere  the  week's  end  win  that  idle  day. 
He  will  not  let  me  see  a  mustering, 
'  Nor  in  a  May-day  morning  fetch  in  May. 
I  am  no  sooner  got  into  the  fencing-school. 


*  Mtf  tankard  to  gwtrd  the  conduit, — Charles,  the  speaker,  was  bound  to  a  haberdasher ;  bnt  be  here 
alludes  to  the  office  of  a  water-bearer.  See  the  character  of  Co6,  in  Ben  Jonson^s  Every  Man  in  hit 
Umnumr,      S, 

It  m^fat  be  the  duty  of  apprentices  formerly  to  fetch  watei-  firom  the  conduits  for  the  use  of  those 
ftrailies  m  which  they  lived,  m  the  same  manner  as  it  even  yet  is  part  of  their  employment  to  peiform 
offices  as  servile  as  that  mentioned  in  the  text. 

3  Die  the  death.— See  Note  to  Gad's  Promises,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  I.  p.  13,  edit.  1780. 

^  Isajf  I—i  e.  Ay, 

'  Nor  in  a  May-day  morning  fetch  in  itfoy.— Stow  says,  that  "  in  the  month  of  May,  namely  on  May- 
day in  the  momm|f,  every  man,  except  impediment,  would  walk  into  the  sweet  meadows  and  green 
woods,  there  to  rejoice  their  spirits  with  the  beauty  and  savour  of  sweet  flowers,  and  with  the  noise 
(i.  e.  concert)  of  birds,  nraising  God  in  their  kind."  Again,  "  I  find,  also,  that  in  the  month  of  May, 
the  citisens  of  London  (of  all  estates)  lightly  in  every  parish,  or  sometimes  two  or  three  parishes  join- 
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To  play  a  ^  venie  with  some  friend  I  bring ; 
But  Kustace,  Eustace,  ail  tbe  street  must  ring. 
He  wiil  allow  lue  uut  one  hour  for  sport. 
I  must  not  strike  a  foot-ball  in  the  street, 
But  he  %rill  frown :  not  view  the  dunciiig-school. 
But  he  will  miss  me  straight:  not  sutfer  me 
So  much  as  take  up  cudgels  in  the  street. 
But  he  will  chide :  I  must  not  go  to  buffets ; 
No,  though  I  be;  provoked  ;  that's  the  hell, 
Were't  not  for  tms,  J  could  endure  it  well. 

O.  E.  Bol,  Suns,  ve  must  all  forget  your  birth 
and  honours. 
And  look  into  tbe  times  necessity. 
I  know  ye  are  persuaded :  think  not,  sons, 
The  names  of  Prentice  can  disparage  you. 
For  howsoever  of  you  esteem'd  they  be, 
Even  kings  themselves  have  of  these  trades  been 

free. 
I  made  a  vow  to  see  tbe  Holy  Land, 
And  in  tbe  same  my  Saviour*s  sepulthre. 
Having  so  well  disposed  you ;  I  will  now 
First  bless  you,  bovs,  and  then  prefer  my  tow. 

God,  With  much  ado,  do  I  contain  my  spirit. 

Within  these  bands,  that  have  inclos'd  me  round. 

Thoagb  now  this  case  tbe  noble  sun  doth  shroud ; 

Time  shall  behold  that  sun  break  through  this 

cloud. 

Gtty,  My  Genius  bids  my  soul  have  patience. 
And  says  I  shall  not  be  a  prentice  long. 
I  scorn  it  not :  hut  yet  my  spirits  aim, 
To  have  this  hand  catch  at  tlie  Crown  of  Fame. 

Char,  An  Haberdasher  is  the  trade  I  use : 
But  the  soft  wool  feels  in  my  hand  like  steel : 
And  I  could  wish  each  hat  comes  through  my 

hand 
Were  tum'd  into  an  helmet ;  and  each  helmet 
Uoon  a  soldier's  bead,  for  me  to  lead. 
War  is  the  walk  which  I  desire  to  tread. 

Emi,  I  am  a  Grocer  :  yet  had  rather  see 
A  foir  gilt  sword  hung  in  a  velvet  sheath. 
Than  the  best  Barbary  sugar  in  the  world. 
Were  it  a  freight  of  price  inestimable. 
I  have  a  kind  uf  prompting  in  my  brain. 
That  says ;  though  I  be  bound  to  a  sweet  trade, 
I  must  K>rego  it,  I  keep  too  much  in. 
I  would  fast  from  meat  and  drink  a  summer's 

To  see  swords  dasii,  or  view  a  desperate  fray. 
O.  £.  Bol.  Bridle  these  humours,  sons,  expel 
them  clean. 
And  your  high  spirits  within  your  breasts  contaiti ; 
Whilst  I  my  tedious  pilgrimage  prepare. 
To  spend  my  age  in  poverty  and  prayer. 
My  Grst^born,  6rst  farewel ;  my  second  next : 
Charles,  £ustace.  Daughter :  here  my  blessings 
stay. 


Your  wishes  bear  me  on  my  sacred  way.  [Exit, 

Cod.  £ven  to  the  place  you  travel,  there  to 
ascend  [mend. 

With  those  devout  prayers  you  to  heaven  coni- 
Brothers,  since  we  are  now  as  strangers  here. 
Yet  b\  our  father's  provident  care  so  plac'd. 
That  we  may  live  secure  from  penury  : 
So  let  us  please  our  masters  by  our  cure. 
That  we  our  ruin*d  fortunes  may  repair. 

frtft/.  Brother,  if  I  knew  where  to  go  to  war, 
I  wouUl  not  stay  in  London  one  hour  longer. 

Char,  An  hour!  By  heaven,  I  would  not  stay 
a  minute. 

Eu8.  A  minute  !  not  a  moment.    Would  you 
put  a  moment 
Into  a'  thousand  parts,  that  thousandth  part 
Would  not  I  linger,  might  I  g«i  to  war. 
Why,  I  would  presently  run  from  my  master. 
Did  I  but  hear  where  were  a  drum  to  follow. 

jB.  Fran.  Would  you  so,  brother  ? 

Eu9,  Aye,  eood  faith,  sweet  sister, 
I  would  shew  him  as  fine  a  pair  of  heels,  as  light 
and  nimble,  as  any  the  neatest  cork-shoe  in  all 
the  town  turns  up  :  I  would  I'faith. 

B.  Fran.  And  leave  me  hear  alone  ? 

Ouj/.  Alone?  why,  sister. 
Can  YOU  be  led  alone  'mongst  multitudes  ? 
London  is  lull  of  people  every  where. 

God.  Well,  le^e  this  jesting:  we  forget  our- 
selves. 
Sister,  we'll  have  you  to  our  father's  house, 
T'enjoy  the  small  possessions  left  you  there  : 
Return  we  to  our  masters  and  our  charge, 
Lest  seeking  this  our  loitering  to  excuse, 
With  tbrg'd  inventions  we  their  ears  abuse. 

(Sound  a  drum  within  toftly. 
iave  as  much  power  to  sit. 
Sort  out  my  wares,  and  scribble  on  a  shop-board. 
When  I  but  hear  tbe  musick  of  a  drum. 
As  to  abstain  from  meat  when  I  am  hungry. 
I'll  know  what  news  before  I  stir  a  foot. 

Char.  By  heaven,  I  am  enamoured  of  tliis 
tune, 
Tis  the  best  musick  in  tbe  world  to  me. 

£fis.  My  legs  are  marching  straight  when  I 
but  hear  it. 
Ran,  tany  tan :  oh,  I  could  lead  a  drum 
With  a  good  grace,  if  I  but  saw  behind  me 
An  hundred  soldiers  follow  in  even  ranks. 
Had  I  but  here  a  band  of  men  to  lead, 
Methinks  I  could  do  wonders :  oh,  'tis  brave 
To  be  a  captain,  and  command  to  have. 

Enter^  after  a  drum,  a  Captain  with  a 
Proclamation, 

Cap,  All  commanders,  captains,  lieutenants. 


ing  together,  had  their  several  Mayings,  and  did  fetch  in  May-poles,  with  divers  warlike  shews,  with 
good  archers,  morrice-danceci,  and  ouer  devices  ibr  pastime  all  the  day  long ;  and  towards  the  even- 
bg,  they  had  stage-plays  and  bonefires  in  tbe  streets."    See  also  Brand's  Ob^eroaltwM  on  Popular  An- 
tiquUiety  8vo.  1777,  p.  «5o. 
^  Vaui~-i,  e.  a  bout 
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gentlemen  of  companies,  seijeants,  corporals,  or 
common  soldiers  whatsoever,  that  will  accom- 
pany to  the  holy  wars  at  Jerusalem  Robert  Duke 
of  Normandy,  the  King's  son ;  they  shall  have 
pay  and  place,  according  to  their  deserts.  And 
so  God  save  King  William,  surnamed  the  Con- 
queror. [Exeunt  drum  and  Captain. 

£us.  jRan,  tan^  tan.    Now  by  S.  George,  he 
tells  us  gallant  news : 
111  home  no  more ;  I'll  run  away  to-night. 

Guy.  If  I  cast  bowl,  or  spoon,  or  salt  again, 
Before  I  have  beheld  Jerusalem, 
Let  me  turn  Pagan. 

Char.  Hats  and  caps  adieu  : 
For  I  must  leave  you,  if  the  dnim  say  true. 

God.  Nay,  then,  have  with  you  brothers  ;  for 
my  spirit 
With  as  much  vigour  hath  burst  forth  as  thine. 
And  can  as  hardly  be  restrained  as  yours. 
Give  me  your  hands,  I  will  consort  you  too  : 
Let's  try  what  London  Prentices  can  do. 

Eus.  For  my  trade's  sake,  if  ^ood  success  I  have, 
The  Grocers  Arms  shall  in  mme  ensign  wave. 

Giw.  And  if  my  valour  bring  me  to  command. 
The  Goldsmiths  Arms  shall  in  my  colours  stand. 

God.  So  of  us  all :  then  let  us  in  one  ^  fleet 
Launch  all  together :  and  as  we  are  brothers, 
So  let  us  enter  zealous  amity,  ^ 
And  still  prevail  by  our  united  strength. 
I  know  our  hearts  are  one ;  sister,  farewel. 
Trust  me,  in  vain  you  should  persuade  our  stay ; 
For  we  are  bent,  consort  us  with  your  prayers. 

All.  Farewel. 

B.  Fran.  Farewel. 

God.  God! 

Guy.  Heaven! 

Char.  Fate  ! 

Eus.  Fortune! 

God.  Make  us  happy  men,  to  win. 

Guy.  Wear. 

Char.  Vanquish. 

Eusl  Overcome.  [Exeunt. 

B.  Fran.  Amen  ! 
Have  you  all  left  me  midst  a  world  of  strangers. 
Here  only  to  myself:  not  to  protect  me,     . 
Or  to  defend  me  from  apparent  wrong  ? 
Since  it  is  so,  I'll  follow  after  you ; 
In  some  disgube  I  will  pursue  their  steps. 
And  unto  '  heaven  and  fortune  yield  myself. 
Towani  sea  they  are  gone ;  and  unto  sea  must  I, 
A  virgin's  unexpected  fate  to  try,  [Exit. 

Enter  marching  Robert  of  Normandy,  the  Cap~ 
tain,  the  four  Brethren,  drum,  and  Soldien, 

Enter  the  Presenter. 

Pre.  Thus  have  you  seen  these  brothers  ship- 
p'd  to  sea, 


Bound  on  their  voyage  to  the  Holy  Land ; 
All  bent  to  try  their  fortunes  in  one  bark. 
Now,  to  avoid  all  dilatory  news. 
Which  might  withhold  you  from  the  stories  pith, 
And  substance  of  the  matter  we  intend; 
I  must  intreat  your  patience  to  forbear. 
Whilst  we  do  feast  your  eye,  and  starve  your  ear. 
For  in  dumb  shews,  which,  were  they  writ  at 

large, 
Would  ask  a  long  and  tedioMS  circumstance, 
Their  infant  fortunes  I  will  soon  express. 
And  from  the  truth  in  no  one  point  digress. 
Ye  have  seen  the  father  of  these  tour  mir  sons. 
Already  gone  his  weary'd  pilgrimage ; 
Godfrey,  Guy,  Charles,  and  Eustace,  'prest  tosea 
To  follow  Robert  duke  of  Normandy. 
Imagine  now  ye  see  the  air  made  thick 
With  stormy  tempests,  that  disturb  the  sea ; 
And  the  four  winds  at  war  amoug  themselves ; 
And  the  weak  barks  wherein  the  brothers  sail 
Split  on  strange  rocks,  and  they  enforced  to  swim, 
To  save  their  desperate  lives ;  where  what  befel 

them. 
Dispersed  to  several  corners  of  the  world. 
We  will  jnake  bold  to  explain  it  in  dumb  show ; 
For  from  their  fortunes  all  our  scene  must  grow. 

Enter  with  a  drum  on  one  side  certain  Spa- 
niards ;  on  the  other  side  certain  Citizens  of 
Boloign  :  the  Spaniards  insult  upon  them,  and 
make  them  do  homage;  to  the  Citizens  enter 
Godfrey,  as  newly  landed  and  half-naked^ 
confers  with  the  Citizens,  and  by  his  insti' 
gat  ion  they  set  upon  the  Spaniards,  and  beat 
them  away  ;  they  come  to  honour  him,  and  he 
discloseth  himself  unto  them ;  which  done, 
they  crown  him,  and  accept  him  for  their 
Prince  ;  and  so  exeunt. 

Those  Citizens  you  see  were  Bolonoys, 
Kept  under  bondage  of  that  tyrannous  earl. 
To  whom  the   French  king  gave  that  ancient 

seat, 
Which  to  the  wronged  Pilgrim  did  belong. 
But  in  the  height  of  his  ambition, 
Godfrey,  by  shipwreck  thrown  upon  that  coast. 
Stirs  up  th*  oppressed  City  to  revolt; 
And  by  his  valour  was  th*  usurper  slain  ; 
The  City  from  base  bondage  free'd  again. 
The  men  of  Boloign,  wond'ring  what  strong  hand 
Had  been  the  means  of  their  deliverance, 
Besought  him  to  make  known  his  birth  and  state; 
Which  Godfrey  did.     The  people  glad  to  see 
Their  natural  prince  procure  their  liberty. 
Homage  to  him,  create  him  Earl  of  Boloign  ; 
And  repossess  him  in  his  father's  scat. 
Where  we  will  leave  him,  having  honour  won. 
And  now  return  unto  the  second  son. 


'  Fleet. — The  first  edition  reads  ship. 

*  Heaten. — God ;  first  edition.  » 

*  J  '-es^  to  sea.-  -Ready  to  go  to  sea.    See  Note  104  on  The  Four  P$,  Vol.  I.  p.  11, 
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tke  King  of  France,  and  his  daughter, 
ing ;  to  them  Gvy  all  wet.  Tke  Lady 
uitetk  her  father  for  his  entertainment ; 
i  is  granted ;  and  rich  cloaths  are  put 
\  him :  et  sic  exeunt, 

French  kiug  did  with  his  daughter  walk 
sea-side ;  from  far  they  might  espy 

a  rafter  float  upon  the  waves, ' 
IS  iie  drew  more  near  unto  the  shore, 
light  discern  a  man,  though  bas^iy  clad, 
urks  of  honour  kindled  in  his  eyes. 

first  sight  the  beauteous  lady  loves ; 
ays  her  father  to  receive  him  home : 
ch  tlie  king  accords ;  and  in  his  court 
him  a  great  and  special  officer. 
eave  we  Guy  a  gallant  courtier  proved, 

the  beauteous  lady  well  belov'd. 

Bundittos,  with  the  Earl  prisoner, 
tnt  some  of  them  with  him  to  prison, 
fr  CuARLES  all  wet  with  hi*  suord ; 
s  with  the  rest,  and  kills  their  Captain, 
f  yield,  and  offer  to  make  him  their  Cap^ 
,  to  which  he  agrees;  et  sic  exeunt  omnes, 

s  the  third  son  is  by  the  winds  and  waves 
»D  a  plank  as  far  as  Italy, 
jids  just  at  a  lofby  mountain's  foot ; 
wtiose  top  a  many  outplaw'd  thieves, 
tti,  Bravoes,  such  as  keep  in  caves, 
their  abode.     This  crew  assails  young 

Charles ; 
1  the  bickering  strikes  their  Captain  dead. 
vondVing  at  his  valour,  and  bemg  now 
ut  a  leader,  humbly  seek  to  him 
their   chieftain,,  and    command    their 

strength : 
at  their  earnest  suit  he  undertakes, 
•ave    him    there,    tliiuking  his  brothers 

drowu'd, 
lowing  yet  his  father  there  lies  bound. 

a  coarse^  after  it  Irishmen  tnouming,  in 
ad  march ;  to  them  enters  Eustace,  and 
s  with  the  chief  mourner,  wfto  makes  signs 
josent,  after  burial  of  the  coarse;  and  so 
nt. 

:e,  the  youngest  of  the  four,  was  cast 
the  coast  of  Ireland ;  and  from  thence 
nes  to  travel  to  Jerusalem ; 
ling  his  three  brethren  drown'd  by  sea. 
tiave  you  seen  these  four,  that  were  but 

DOW 

one  fleet,  a  many  thousand  leagues 
i  from  one  another:  Guy  in  France, 
cy  in  Boloign,  Charles  in  Italy, 
ce  in  Ireland  'mongst  the  '^  Irish  kerns, 
gentlemen,  the  self-same  wmd  and  fortune 


That  parted  them,  may  brin»  them  "  altogether. 
Their  sister  follows  them  with  zealous  love : 
Be  patient,  ye  will  wonder  when  they  meet. 
Four  London  Prentices  will,  ere  they  die, 
Advance  their  towrin^  fame  above  the  sky; 
And  win  such  glorious  praise  ns  never  fades. 
Unto  themselves  and  honour  of  their  trades. 
Grant  them  your  wonted  patience  to  proceed. 
And  their  keen  swords  shall  make  the  Pagans 
bleed.  \Exit, 

Enter  Guy,  and  the  Lady  of  France, 

Lady,  Fie,  stranger,  can  a  skin  so  white  and 
soft 
Cover  an  heart  obdurate,  hard  as  flint  ? 
Since  I  first  saw  thee  floating  on  the  waves. 
The  fire  of  love  flew  from  your  radiant  eye. 
Which  like  a  sun-beam  pierc'd  unto  my  heart. 

Guy,  Sweet  lady,  all  my  powers  [  owe  to  you; 
For  by  your  favour  I  ascend  this  height. 
Which  seats  me  in  the  favour  of  a  prnice ; 
A  prince,  that  did  he  know  me,  in  the  stead 

[Private  to  himself 
Of  doing  roe  honour,  would  cut  ofl*  my  head. 
He  did  exile  my  father;  cast  me  down ; 
And,  spurred  with  envious  hate,  distressed  us  all. 
Since  fortune  then,  and  the  devouring  seas, 
Have  robb'd  me  of  my  brothers,  and  none  lefl 
Of  all  my  father's  sons  alive  but  I ; 
Take  this  advantage,  and  be  secret,  Guy. 
Meet  this  occasion ;  and  conclude  witli  fate, 
To  raise  again  thy  father's  ruin'd  state. 

Lady.  Fie,  niggard,  can  you  spend  such  pre- 
cious breath. 
Speak  to  yourself  so  many  words  apart ; 
And  keep  their  sound  from  my  attentive  ear, 
Which,  save  your  words,  no  musick  loves  to  hear^ 
Guy,  What  would  you  have  me  say? 
Ldidy,  Would  I  might  t^ch  thee  ! 
Oh  that  I  had  the  guidance  of  thy  tongue  ! 

^Private, 
Bat  what  would  that  avail  thee,  foolish  girl  ? 
Small  hope  in  those  instructions  I  should  find. 
To  rule  your  tongue,  if  not  to  guide  your  mind. 
Guy,  My   tongue,  my  thought!^,  my  heart, 
my  hand,   my  sword. 
Are  all  your  servants;    who   hath  done  you 
wrong  ? 
Lady,  I  doubt  not  of  your  valour.    But  re- 
solve me. 
And  tell  me  one  thing  truly  I  shall  ask  you. 

Guy,  Be't  not  my  birth,  no  question  I'll  deny. 
Doubt  not  my  truth,  for  honour  scorns  to  lye. 
Lady,  I  do  believe  you  :  fair  knight,  do  you 

love  ? 
Guy.  To  ride  a  horse  as  well  as  any  man ; 
To  make  him  mount,  curvet,  to  leap,  and  spring: 
To  chide  the  bit,  to  gallop,  trot  the  ring. 


•0  Irish  kerns.— See  Note  31  to  Edward  II,  Vol.  I.  p. 
"  Alt9gether. — Once  to  meet;  second  edition. 
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Lady,  I  did  not  ask  you  if  you  love  to  ride. 
Something  I  mean;    which  though  my  tongue 

deny, 
Look  on  me,  you  may  read  it  in  mine  eye. 
But  do  you  love  ? 

Guy,  To  march,  to  plant  a  battle,  lead  an 
host, 
To  be  a  soldier,  and  to  go  to  war. 
To  talk  of  flanks,  of  wings,  of  ^*  sconces,  holds, 
To  see  a  sally,  or  to  give  a  charge. 
To  lead  a  '^  vaward,  rereword,  or  main  host; 
By  heaven,  I  love  it  as  mine  own  dear  life. 

Ladjf.  I  know  all  this ;  your  words  are  but 
delays. 
Could  you  not  love  a  lady  that  loves  you  ? 
'Tis  hard  when  women  are  enforc*d  to  wooe. 

[Private, 

Guy,  Where  is  my  man  to  bring  me  certain 
news, 
The  king's  commission  sends  me  to  the  wars  : 
The  villain  loiters  in  my  business. 

Lady,  All  this  is  from  the  matter,    gentle 
knight ; 
The  king's  commission  may  be  sign'd  at  leisure. 
What  say  you  to  my  question  ? 

Guy,  You  would  have  me  tell  you  true  ? 

Lady.  Either  speak  true,  or  do  not  speak 
at  all. 

Guy,  Then  as  I  am  true  knight  I  honour  you. 
And  to  your  service  will  espouse  my  sword. 
I  wish  you  as  I  wish  the  glorious  sun, 
That  it  may  ever  shine ;  without  wfiose  lustre 
Perpetual  darkness  should  o'ershade  the  earth. 
But  tell  me,  lady,  what  you  mean  by  love. 

Lady.  To  love  a  lady,  is  with  heart  entire 
To  make  her  mistress  of  his  whole  desire ; 
To  sigh  for  her,  and  for  her  love  to  weep ; 
As  his  own  heart  her  precious  favours  keep : 
Never  be  from  her,  in  her  bosom  dwell, 
To  make  her  presence  heaven,  her  absence  hell. 
Write  sonnets  in  her  praise,  admire  her  beauty ; 
Attend  her,  serve  lier,  count  his  service  duty, 
Make  her  the  sole  commandress  of  his  powers. 
And  in  the  search  of  love,  lose  all  his  hours. 

Guy,  Tis4)retty  for  some  fool  that  could  en- 
dure it : 
How  near  am  I  unto  this  love,  sweet  lady  ? 
I  love  to  mount  a  steed,  whose  heavy  trot 


Cracks  all  my  sinews,  makes  my  armour  crash : 

I  love  to  march  up  to  the  necls  in  snow. 

To  make  my  pillow  of  a  cake  of  ice. 

That  in  the  morning,  when  I  stretch  my  lirobsy 

My  hair  hangs  thick  with  dropping  isicles. 

And  my  bright  arms  be  frozen  to  the  earth, 

I  love  to  see  my  face  besmear'd  in  blood. 

To  have  a  gaping  wound  upon  ray  flesh. 

Whose  very  mouth  would  make  a  lady  swoon. 

I  love  no  chamber-musick ;  but  a  drum. 

To   give  me  '^  hunts-up.     Could   your  grace 

endure 
To  li^  all  night  witliin  a  sheet  of  mail. 
By  a  drawn  sword  that  parts  not  from  my  side. 
Embrace  a  body  full  of  wounds  and  scars. 
And  hear  no  language  but  of  blood  and  wars  ? 
Such  is  my  life;  such  may  my  honour  prove: 
Make  war  a  lady,  I  that  lady  love. 

Lady.   Fie,  ne,  you  run  quite  from  the  bias 
clean, 
To  love  that  dearly,  which  we  hate  so  deadly. 
If  love  and  I  be  one,  you  hate  us  both. 

Guy.  Then  can  I  love  no  lady  by  my  troth. 
Madam,  farewel ;  for  under  my  command 
I'he  king  your  father  sends  ten  thousand  men. 
To  win  the  holy  town  Jerusalem. 
Thither  must  I.;  esteeming  your  high  honour 
Like  a  bright  comet  and  unmatched  star; 
But  love  no  woman  in  the  world,  save  war. 

Lady.  Go,  flint;  strike  fire  upon  thy  enemies 
steel. 
Whilst    I    descend    one   step  from   fortune's 

wheel. 
Thou  goest  before,  love  bids  me  follow  after : 
By  thee,  the  king  thy  lord  must  lose  hisdaughter. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Charles  like  an  out-law,  with  Bandet^ 
to8  and  Thieves,  and  with  the  Clown, 

Char,  Thieves,  and  good  fellows,  speak,  what 

should  I  call  you  ? 
There's    not    a   rogue  among  you  that  fears 

"  heaven. 
Nor  bne  that  hath  a  touch  of  honesty. 
Robbers,  and  knaves,  and  rascals  all  together. 
Sweet  consort  of  vile  villains  list  to  me. 
Am  not  I  well  prefer'd  to  become  captain 


» 


Sconces. — Block-houses,  or  fortifications  in  war.  Mtnshien  says,  that  a  sconce  Is  also  taken  for 
the  head,  because  a  sconce^  or  block-house,  is  made  round  in  the  fashion  of  a  head,  whereupon  cones 
the  term  in  Oxford  to  seonce  one,  Mulctare  pecunia,  i.  e.  to  set  up  so  much  in  the  Buttery-book  opon 
his  headj  to  pay  for  his  punishment  for  his  offence  committed. 

'^  Vaward. — ^The  foremost  part  of  the  army  in  battle. 

'^  Huni3-up, — ^The  hmnti^p  was  the  name  of  a  tune  anciently  played  to  wake  the  hoBlers,  and  col- 
lect them  together.    So,  in  Maasinger's  Duke  of  Milan,  A.  2.  S.  1 : 


u 


I  was  never  yet 


At  such  a  hunto-f^y  nor  was  so  rewarded," 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  to  Romeo  and  Juliet,  A,  3.  S.  5. 
"  Heaven. — God ;  first  edition. 
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Unto  a  crew  of  such  pernicioas  slaves  ?  t 

I  shall  have  such  a  coil  to  make  you  christians, 
And  bring  you  to  some  shape  of  honesty, 
That  ere  I  do  it,  I  shall  make  your  bodies 
Nothing  but  scare-crows,  to  hang  round  these 
trees. 

Clown.  Brave  captain  Courageous  whom  death 
cannot  daunt ;  we  have  been  all  gentlemen  and 
boose-holders ;  but  I  was  banish'd  for  nothing 
bat  getting  of  bastards;  but  this  fellqw  fled 
from  V^enice,  for  killing  a  man  cowardly  op  the 
Rialto;  some  for  one  vilhtiny,  and  some  for 
another.  Our  captain  that  you  killed,  and  now 
supply  his  place,  poison'd  a  worthy  merchant 
in  the  city  with  rats-bane;  and  flying  hither, 
for  his  valour  we  made  him  our  general.  But 
now,  brave  Cavallero,  to  thee  alone  we  sing 
HoDononero. 

Ckar.  Well,  I  must  have  you  now  turn  honest 
thieves. 
He  that  commits  a  rape,  shall  sure  be  hang'd  : 
He  that  commits  a  murder,  shall  be  murdered 
With  the  same  weapon  that  did  act  the  deed. 
He  that  robs  pilgrims,  or  poor  travellers, 
Tliat  for  devotion's  sake  do  pas!rthese  mountains, 
He  shall  be  naked  tied  to  arms  of  trees. 
And  in  the  days  heat  stung  with  wasps  and  bees. 
Ye  slaves,  I'll  teach  you  some  civility. 

Clown.  Captain,  what  sliall  he  be  none  withal, 
that  lies  with  a  wench  with  her  will,  if  he  be 
bong  that  lies  with  one  against  her  will  ? 

Char,  ril  have  him  whipt. 

Clown.  See,  see,  I  think  the  captnin  hath 
been  a  cook  in  his  time,  he  can  fit  sweet  meat 
with  soar  sauce.  Bat  what  a  fool  is  our  captain, 
to  prescribe  laws  to  out-laws  ?  if  we  would  have 
kept  the  laws  before  in  the  city,  we  needed  not 
to  have  been  driven  now  to  lead  our  lives  in  the 
country.  But,  captain,  since  your  are  our 
captain,  we  will  resign  unto  you  all  our  trea- 
sures and  prisoners,  and  our  spoils.  Take  pos- 
session of  them  '^  in  God's  name,  that  came  to 
OS  in  the  de^'il's  name. 

Ckar.  Yoor  prisoners,  spoils,  and  treasure, 
all  bring  forth, 
That  I  may  seize  them  as  mine  own  by  right; 
As  heir  to  him  whom  I  have  slain  in  nght. 

Enter  Ike  Tkievei^  bringing  in  the  Old  Earl 

bound. 

0.  E.  Bd.  Villains,  I  know  you  drag  me  to 
mv  death : 
And  ye  shall  do  me  an  exceeding  *'  grace, 
Char,  I  am  deceiv'd,  but  I  have  seen  that 

face. 
Vil.  Come,   come  you  old  grey-be«rH,    you 
■mat  before  our  captain :  if  he  say  Vivtj  then 
live;  if  not,  thou  diest  if  thou  were  his  futiter. 


Char.  Villain,   thou  liest  if  thou   wert   my 
brother : 
He  shall  not  die.     Upon  your  low  knees  fall, 
And  ask  him  pardon,  or  I'll  hang  you  all. 

O.  E.  Bol.  Tween  joy  and  fear  amaz'd   in 
heart  I  stand  : 
Doth  my  son  Charles  lead  this  unruly  band  ? 

Char,  Your  only  son,  and  all  the  sons  you 
have, 
And  born  his  father's  desperate  life  to  save. 

O.  E.  Bol.  How  cam'st  thou  here  ?  why  dost 
thou  call  thyself 
My  only  son  ?  having  three  brothers  more. 
Which  unto  me  thy  beauteous  mother  bore. 

Char.  Once  we  were  four,  all  fellow-prentices; 
And  after  fellow-soldiers,  prest  to  serve 
The  good  duke  Robert  in  his  holy  wars. 
But  in  a  storm,  our  ships  so  bravely  mann'd, 
Were  wreckM ;  and,  save  myself,  none  swam  to 

land. 
They  perish'd  there :  I  by  the  waves  and  winds 
Was  driven  upon  this  coast  of  Italy, 
Where  landing  nuked,  save  my  trusty  sword. 
This  crew  of  bold  bandittos  set  upon  me: 
But  in  the  dangerous  fight,  by  chance  I  slew 
The  luckless  cnptain  of  this  damned  crew : 
VVho  since  have  made  me  captain,  here  to  stay, 
Till  fortune  grant  me  a  more  prosperous  way. 

0.  E.  Bol.  Mine  eyes  have  vow'd  to  die  the 
self  same  death 
My  sons  have  done :  son,  let  me  weep  awhile. 
To  bring  the  like  destruction  to  my  eyne ; 
These,  in  salt  tears ;  they  in  a  sea  of  brine. 

Clown.  Is  this  our  captain's  father  ?  what  viU 
lains  were  we  to  use  him  so  roughly  ! 

Vil.  If  the  old  fornicator  had  but  told  us  so 
much,  we  should  have  had  the  grace,  either  to 
have  set  liim  free,  or  fortune  to  have  us'd  him 
more  gently. 

Char.  Since,  father,  we  have  met  this  happy 
day, 
Secure  with  me  amongst  these  out-laws  stay. 

O.  E.  Bol.  Not  for  the  world;  since  I  have 
lost  my  sons. 
All  outward  joys  are  from  my  heart  remov'd : 
Vain  pleasures  I  abhor,  all  things  '*defy, 
That  teach  not  to  despair,  or  how  to  die. 
Yet  ere  I  leave  the  world  I  vow  to  see 
His  holy  blei»sed  tomb  that  died  for  me. 

Char.  Then  take  along  with  you  this  bag  of 
gold 
To  bear  your  charge  in  every  inn  you  come : 
Deny  it  not,  relief  is  comfortable^ 

O.  E.  Bol.  Thanks;  my  dear  son,  expence  it 
will  defray. 
And  serve  to  deal  to  poor  men  by  the  way. 
And  nowfarewel,  sweet  Charles,  thou  all  my  sons, 
For  now  the  last  sand  in  my  hour-glass  runs. 


'^  In  GotTa  name, — ^The  fd  edition  reads  in  Jove'a  name. 

'^  Grace. — The  2d  edition  reads  pUature. 

'*  i>^jf— 1.  e.  refuse  or  deny.    See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Romeo  and  Juliet^  A.  5.  S.  5. 
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Char.  Ye  two  conduct  him  safe  beyond  the 
mouutains. 

Vil.  Shall  I  be  one  ? 

Clown.  And  I  another  ? 

Char.  Ye  know  the  passages,  he  it  your  charge. 

ViL  I  am  glad  the  silly  man  is  weak  and  old : 
By  heaven  my  fingers  tickle  at  his  gold. 

Clown,  Old  man,  is  your  purse  afloat  ? 
I  have^vow'd  to  cut  his  throat. 
But  to  have  it  every  groat.  [Exeunt. 

Char,  And  now  return  we  to  survey  our  cave, 
Peruse  our  treasure  got  by  rape  and  spoil, 
Though  won  by  others,  yet  possest  by  us ; 
Yet  henceforth  shall  be  usM  no  violence. 
Fll  make  these  villains  work  in  several  trades, 
And  in  these  forests  make  a  common-wealth. 
When  them  to  civil  nurture  I  can  bring, 
They  shall  proclaim  me  of  tliese  mouutains  king. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Eustace  and  his  Irishman. 

Eus.  I  think  these  upright  craggy  mountain 

tops 
Are  (if  the  truth  were  known)  high  way  to  heaven. 
For  it  is  streight,  and  narrow,  and  some  places 
Are  for  the  steepness  inaccessible. 
Fair  fall  a  rafter,  and  a  gale  of  wind. 
Or  I  had  gone  to  heaven  a  way  by  water 
Nearer  than  this  by  land ;  that  way  they  found, 
Who  in  the  salt  remorseless  seas  were  drown'd, 
My  brothers,  whom  I  dream  on  when  I  sleep ; 
And  my  eyes  waking  at  their  fortunes  weep. 
Forgetting  them ;  the  friendly  Irish  coast. 
Gave  me  safe  harbour;  thence  I  Imve  travelM 

hitlier, 
Even  to  these  lofty  hills  of  Italy, 
After  prince  Robert  duke  of  Mormandy. 
Tis  safer  sitting  in  my  master's  shop, 
Crying  what  lack  you,  than  'tis  here  to  stay, 
To  wolves  and  wild  beasts  to  be  made  a  prey. 

Irish.  Master,  so  Christ  save  me,  I  shall  wait 
on  thee ;  wake  for  thee  when  thou  sleepest,  run 
for  thee  when  thou  biddest,  and  fly  a  thy  errands, 
like  an  arrow  from  a  bow,  when  thou  wantest 
wine,  or  meat,  to  drink  or  eat,  or  any  other  ne- 
cessary provision. 

Now  I  have  left  my  best  friend  in  the  grave, 
My  friendship  and  my  service  you  shall  have. 
Eut.  Well,  fortune  hath  preserved  me  to  some 

end. 
It  is  for  something ;  that  I  did  not  sink, 
When  the  salt  waves  my  mouth  and  ears  did 

drink. 
I  might  have  fed  the  haddocks ;  but  some  power 
Is  my  good  master,  and  preserves  me  still. 
Well,  sword,  in  all  my  troubles  stand  me  btPe, 
Thou  art  bound  to  wm  me  somewhat  ere  I  die. 


Enter  the  Clown  and  the  Villain^  dragging  the 
Old  Earl  violently,  and  rifling  him. 

Clown,  Give  us  the  gold  my  captain  gave  yon, 
you  old  anatomy. 

Vil.  Grey-beard  deliver,  or  von  are  but  dead. 

0.  E,  Bol.  Take  it,  my  friends;   full  little 
needs  this  strife. 
First  take  the  gold,  and  after  take  my  life. 

Clown.  Nay,  you  old  '^  Jack  a  lent,  six  weeks 
and  upwards :  though  you  be  our  captain's  father, 
you  cannot  stay  there,  and  for  surety  that  you 
shall  not  go  back,  and  tell  him  what  we  have 
done  to  you,  we*ll  kill  you,  and  fling  you  into 
some  coal-pit. 

Vil,  Content ;  and  when  we  have  done,  we 
will  return  him  word  we  have  conducted  thee 
past  all  danger  of  the  mountains :  and  now  pre- 
pare thee  for  the  fatal  stroke. 

0.  E,  Bol,  Thou  dost  me  a  great  kindness, 
let  it  come ; 
God  take  my  soul,  now  when  thou  wilt  strike 
home. 

Eits,  He  strikes  bis  own  soul  down  to  Erebus, 
That  lifts  a  sword  tliat  shall  but  touch  his  hair. 

Irish.  And  by  S.  Patrick  Fll  make  him  garter 
his  hose  with  bis  guts,  that  strikes  any  stroke 
here. 

Clown.  Whom  have  we  here?  a  gentleman 
and  his  water-spaniel  f  let*s  rob  them  too,  and 
after  kill  the  Grey-beard. 

Vil.  Content,  content.    Sirrah,  stand. 

Eus.  Yes,  I  will  stand,  base  wretch,  when 
thou  slialt  fall ; 
And  strike  thee  dead,  and  trampling  on  thy 
"bulk  f     H  J 

By  stamping  with  my  foot  crash  out  thy  sool. 
Take  that,  you  slave,  for  bidding  Eustace  stand. 

[He  beats  them  both  away. 
Now,  father,  go  in  peace. 

0.  E.  Bol.  Thanks,  my  fair  son, 
By  whose  stout  valour  I  have  freedom  won. 
I  can  bestow  upon  you  nought  but  thanks. 
Unless  you  will  divide  this  gold  with  me* 

Eus.  No, father,  keep  it;   thou  art  old  and 
poor: 
'But  when  I  want,  my  sword  sh'all  purchase  more. 

[Apart  to  himself. 

0.  E.  Bol.  By  viewing  him  my  former  grief» 
abouncf. 
Even  such  a  one  was  Eustace  that  was  drowned : 
Which  had  he  liv*d,  his  stature,  years,  and  all. 
Would  have  resembled  his,  so  stnigbt,  so  tall. 
So  fair,  so  strong,  of  such  a  worthy  spirit ; 
But  bis  blest  soul,  by  this,  doth  heaven  inherit. 
Grief  for  his  death  so  near  my  heart  doth  dwelii 
That  for  my  life  I  cannot  say  fareweL       [ExU* 


'9  Jack  a  lent See  Note  on  Green's  Th  QMoque,  Vol.  II. 

^^  Bulk^u  e.  body.    See  Note  3  to  The  First  Part  ^  Jemttmo,  Vol.  I.  p.  461. 
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Eus,  The  captain's  father,  whom  the  slaves 
hadkiird 
Had  not  our  coming  intervented  them, 
Resembles  mine  in  gesture,  face,  and  look. 
But  the  old  earl  my  father  is  by  this 
Within  the  walls  of  fair  Jerusalem, 
Else  had  I  surely  took  this  aged  man 
"Phave  ask'd  him  blessing.  But  what  next  ensues  ? 
I  find  these  mountains  will  be  full  of  news. 

Enter  Charles,  Clown^  Villain^  and  the  Crew, 

Clomn.  Captain,  a  prize !  we  two  were  assailed 
hj  two  huodived,  and  of  them  two  hundred  we 
kiird  all  but  these  two.    These  Qre  the  remain- 
der of  them  that  are  left  alive. 
Ckar,   Go  two  or  three  of  you,  and  fetch 
them  in : 
If  they  resist  you,  take  their  weapons  from  them. 
Clown,  I  had  rattier  somebody  else  should  at- 
tempt them  than  I  now :  but  since  there  is  no 
other  remedy,  give  me  threeor  four  of  the  stoutest 
of  our  crew,  and  then  God  and  S.  Anthony. 
Eut,  More  thieves  and  villains  have  begirt  us 
round. 
Now,  Eustace,  for  the  honour  of  thy  name, 
ReCom  them  to  their  captain  back  with  shame. 
[He  teti  ufHm  them  all^  and  beats  them, 
Ckar,  Now  by  mine  honour,  the  best  piece  of 
flesh 
That  ever  in  these  woods  held  out-law  play. 
Even  such  a  spirit  had  Eustace  when  he  liv'd  : 
We  must  not  lose  this  gallant ;  if  we  can. 
Well  strive  to  make  him  our  companion. 
Eus,  Ye  slaves,  Fll  beat  you  all  iuto  a  mouse- 
hole: 
And  like  a  baited  lion  at  a  stake. 
Kill  all  the  curs  that  come  but  near  to  bark. 
Ye  pils,  have  ye  no  better  men  amongst  you  ? . 
De^  your  captain  from  me :  here  I  stand, 
To  dare  him  to  a  combat  hand  to  hand. 

Ckm;  I  were  a  bastard,  not  my  father's  son. 
Should  I  refuse  it. 
Eus,  By  all  the  land  I  have  left  me  in  the 
world. 
That's  but  my  grave :  captain,  thou  honourest  me. 
Char,  By  all  the  wealth  I  brought  into  these 
woods. 
That's  bat  mv  sword,  thou  dost  the  like  to  me. 
ThoQ  shall  have  Gur  play,  gallant,  by  mine 
honour. 
Eut,  False  was  my  mother  to  my  father's  bed, 
If  I  should  ask  more  odds  of  Hercules. 
Ckar,  He  dies  upon  my  sword,  disturbs  our 
frav; 
Or  in  the  fight  dares  disadvantage  thee. 
£ii«.  Were  I  the  world  commanding  Alexander, 


I  would  make  thee  my  j^phestion  for  that  word. 
I  love  thee  for  thy  valour,  captain  thief. 

Char.  'Tis  th^it  preserves  tliee  from  our  vio- 
lence. 
An  hononr'd  mind  lies  in  this  out-law's  shape. 
So  much  I  reckon  of  thy  chivalry. 
That  wert  thou  master  of  an  Indian  mine. 
Thou  sliouUrst  not  be  diminished  one  denier. 
Securely  6ght,  thy  purse  is  sanctuary'd, 
And  in  this  place  shall  ^'  beard  the  proudest 
thief. 
Eus,  Aji   honour*d  minded   villain,    by   my 
sword, 
A  right  good  fellow,  and  an  honest  thief. 
If  I  should  h(ive  thee  prostrate  at  my  mercy, 
I  will  not  kill  thee  for  thy  liberal  offer. 
Yet  win  it,  lad,  and  take  it  without  fail : 
I  scorn  to  have  my  purse  go  under  bail. 

Char,  He  goes  beyond  me  in  heroick  thoughts : 
To  thine  I  stake  down  this :  stand  all  apart. 
He  that  steps  in,  be  subject  to  our  curses : 
And  now  the  better  man  take  both  the  purses. 
Eus.  It  is  a  match,  Fll  seize  them  to  thy  grief. 
Now,  "  True-man,  try,  if  thou  canst  rob  a  thief. 

They  fight ;  as  they  are  fightings  enter  Bella 
Franca,  pursued  by  an  Out-law  ;  she  runs 
betwixt  them  and  parts  them. 

B,  Fran.  If  ye  were  born  of  women,  aid  a 

woman. 
Chnr.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 
B.  Fran,  Oh,  turn  the  edges  of  your  swords 
'gainst  him. 
That  in  the  forest  would  have  ravish*d  me. 
Char.  Cease  thy  pursuit;  and,  stranger,  pause 
awhile. 
To  hear  the  tenour  of  this  lady's  plaint. 

Eus.  Why  then  kings  truce.     But  let  the 
purses  lie : 
They'll  fall  to  my  advantage  by  and  by. 

Char.  Now  tell  me,  lady,  what's  your  suit  to 

me? 
B,  Fran.  To  save  my  life  from  foul  inchastity. 
For  passing  by  these  countries  on  my  way. 
To  pay  my  zealous  vows  in  Golgotha, 
Attended  only  by  a  little  page ; 
This  villain,  with  a  crew  of  ruffian  thieves, 
Seiz*d  what  we  had  first,  haled  my  page  from  me, 
And  after  would  have  wrack'd  my  chastity. 
But,  being  swift  of  foot,  fear  lent  me  wings 
Hither  (I  hope  in  happy  time)  to  flie. 
Either  to  save  mine  honour,  or  to  die. 

Char,  Thy  honour  and  thy  life  are  both  se- 
cur*d : 
And,  for  a  lady's  sake  you  much  resemble. 
Command  my  sword,  my  subjects,  and  my  cave, 


*'  Beard  the  proudest  thUf.—See  Note  39  to  Edward  IL  Vol.  I.  p.  174. 
**  TVa^-mon.— See  Note  88  to  Gammer  Gurton*s  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p.  1«5. 
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Where  succour,  all  offenceless,  yoa  shall  have. 
Sirrah,  go  you  and  scour  about  the  liill. 

Clown.  I  jjo.  [jE^i^ 

B,  Fran,  Uow  like  is  he  to  Charles  by  ship- 
wreck dead ! 
And  he  to  Eustace  perish'd  in  the  waves ! 
But  they  are  both  immortal  saints  in  heaven : 
Yet  I  am  glad  because  these  shapes  are  theirs. 
My  happy  coming  hath  ta*en  up  their  strife. 
Preserving  mine  own  honour  and  my  life. 

Eus,  So  blush*d  my  sister:  and  this  out-law 
tliief 
Hath  a  resemblance  to  my  brother  Charles : 
But  she  in  London  lives  a  virgin  pure ; 
He  ill  some  huge  whale's  belly  too  too  sure. 

Char.  A  pretty  wench  i'faith;  I'll  marry  her, 
And  make  her  queen  of  all  this  out-law  crew. 

But,  I  am  half  in  love  already,  at  first  sight : 
How  will  this  raging  flame  increase  by  night ! 
Char,  Fair  beauteous  maid,  resign  your  love 
to  me; 
Mistress  of  all  these  forests  you  shall  be. 

Eut.  Love  me,  I'll  kiss  away  these  tears  of 
grief; 
Sweet  wench,  embrace  a  true -man,  scorn  a 
thief. 
Char,  How  now,  sir  sauce !  you  are  as  bold, 
methinks, 
As  if  you  were  a  free-man  of  our  trade ; 
None  but  myself  plead  interest  in  this  maid. 
Eu$.  My  interest  is  as  much;    in  this  'tis 
greater, 
Because  tliat  of  the  two  I  love  her  better. 
Char.  Proud  passenger,  1*11  make  thee  eat 

that  word. 
Eut.  If  I  eat  air,  thou  shalt  digest  my  sword. 
Char,  Revive  this  quarrel,  let  the  former  die; 
Fight  we  for  her,  and  let  the  purses  lie. 

Eus,   Out^lawy   I   rather  love  to  fight  than 
brawl; 
ril  win  from  thee  thy  wench,  thy  purse,  and  all. 
B,  Fran,  Stay,  gentlemen. 

[She  steps  between  them, 
Eus,  By  heaven,  I  scorn  to  stay, 
Till  both  the  purses  I  have  ta'en  away. 

Char,  My  sword  for  me,  my  mistress,  and  my 
gold. 
My  resolution  shall  my  claim  uphold. 

Enter  the  Clown^  running  betwixt  them. 

Clown,  What  do  you  mean,  gentlemen,  to 
fight  among  yourselves,  that  should  be  friends. 


and  had  more  need  to  take  one  another's  part  to 
tight  against  your  enemies?  We  shall  all  be 
slain,  killed,  murdered,  massacred.  For  my 
own  part,  if  I  had  nine  lives,  like  a  cat^  they 
were  all  sure  to  die  one  dog's  death. 

Char,  Why?  what's  the  matter,  fellow? 
Clown.  Oh,  noble  captain,  we  shall  all  be 
slain.  Tancred,  a  prince  of  Italy,  with  an 
army,  hath  beset  the  foot  of  the  mountains,  and 
hath  vow*d  to  make  venison  of  all  us  poor  out- 
laws, and  kill  us  like  deer.  God  be  with  you  : 
ril  go  shift  for  one.  I-^'*'* 

Char,  ^^  Dear  we  will  be  to  him,  before  he 
do  it. 
And  dearly  fell  our  desperate  carcases. 
Kind  stranger,  wilt  thou  take  a  truce  with  me, 
Thou  shalt  divide  with  me  my  dignity  : 
We  two  wilt  jointly  o'er  these  mountains  reign. 
And  by  our  valours  our  estates  maintain. 

Eus.  Because  I  hear  thy  life  in  jeopardy. 
And  thou  hast  dealt  with  me  so  honourably. 
Receive  my  hand ;  now  I  am  wliolly  thine. 
And,  ye  mad  rogues,  I  am  half  your  captain  now. 
Look  when  ye  see  me  nod,  ye  crouch  and  kneel. 
Make  legs,  and  ^curt'sies,  and  keep  bare  your 
crowns. 
Clown,  Tis  hard  to  teach  them  manners  that 
are  clowns. 
But  for  my  own  part,  here's  a  leg,  here's  a  cap, 

here's  a  knee ; 
All  these,  sweet  half-captain,  I  reserve  for  thee* 
Eus,  Speak,  do  you  all  accept  me  ? 
All.  We  do,  we  do. 

Eus,  Then,  brother  thief,  I  am  tum*d  out- 
law too. 
But,  to  do  no  man  wrong,  I  make  that  law. 
Only  to  pass  this  tedious  summer  here. 
Till  we  our  down-cast  fortunes  may  up-rear. 
Char.  You  share  with  me  in  ^^  love,  in  mind, 
in  all.  [^ft  march. 

But,   heark!     I  hear  our  enemies    druois  do 
brawl. 
Eus.  Their  voice  is  welcome :  oh,  that  I  had 
with  me 
As  many  good  lads,  honest  prentices,    [Apart. 
From  £astcheap,  Canwick-street,  and  London 

stone. 
To  end  this  battle,  as  could  wish  themselves 
Under  my  conduct  if  they  knew  me  here  ! 
The  doubtful  day's  success  we  need  not  fear. 
Char,    Oh,    for  some    Cheapside   boys   for 
Charles  to  lead !  [Apart. 


*5  Dear  we  wUl  be  to  Aim,  &c. — This  species  of  quibbling  is  very  conmion  in  our  early  writers. 
Shakspear^  in  The  First  Part  of  Henry  IV.  A.  5.  S.  4. 

**  Death  hath  not  strock  so  fat  a  deer  to  day, 
Though  many  dearer  in  this  bloody  fray." 

See  also  other  instances  in  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  the  last  passage. 
*♦  Curtesies, — The  first  edition  reads  cringes, 
*^'  L9M.— The  first  edition  reads  eiuf. 
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Thejr  would  stick  to  it,  when  these  out-laws  fail. 
Wishes  Are  wind,    let's  think    ourselves  well 

DiannM ; 
We'll  sooner  die  than  fly,  so  make  a  stand. 

Fstiter  Taxcred,  ivith  Drum  and  Soldiers, 

Tan.  Are  these  the  out-laws  that  disturb  our 
peace  ? 
Think  they  these  mountain-tops  can  shelter  them 
From  our  revenge,  and  just-assembled  arms  ? 
CMur^  Come,  come,  let  us  prepare  to  answer 

them. 
TtfM.  Which  be  the  chief  of  these  confounded 

troops? 
Char,  Prince,  I  am  one  of  them. 
EuM,  And  I  anotlier. 
Char.  I  am  his  friend. 
Eus.  And  I  his  out^law-brother. 
Tan,  How    dare    you  stand  contemptuous 
gainst  your  liege  ? 
Captains,  ye  are  our  men. 

Char.  That  we  deny : 
I  am  a  stranger,  Tancred. 
Eus.  So  am  I. 
Tan.  Such  valour  is  reported  to  appear 

[Apart  to  his  own  people. 
In  the  brave  deeds  of  tliese  rude  foresters, 
Tliat  we  could  rather  wish  they  were  our  friends, 
To  dwell  in  cities,  than  keep  out  in  caves. 
Considering  now  what  wars  we  have  in  hand. 
Their  martial  spirits  might  much  advantage  us. 
Would  they  but  keep  within  some  honoured 

bounds. 
Well  work  them  if  we  can  to  our  alliance, 
And  rather  motion  love,  than  proud  defiance. 
Char,  Why   comes  the  County  Palatine  in 
arms. 
To  fight  against  unarmed  foresters  ? 
If  thoQ  wilt  win  renown,  bend  thy  brave  forces 
'Gainst  Pagans  that  besiege  Jerusalem. 
9fuall  fame  and  honour  canst  thou  win  thee 

here; 
Besides,  our  cheap  lives  thou  shalt  purchase 
dear. 
Eus,  We  have  reform'd  these  villains  since  we 
came. 
And  tanglit  them  manners  and  civility  : 
All  rape  and  murder  we  repay  with  death ; 
Amongst  us  doth  not  live  a  ravisher. 

Tan,  I  have  heard  no  less  but  that  you  weed 
out  such 
As  pass  the  bounds  of  Christian  honesty ; 
Which  makes  me  rather  offer  peace  than  war. 
But  what  bright  virgin  stands,  so  discontent? 
Char.  My  life. 
Eus,  My  love. 

Tan,  The  word  had  been  well  spent, 
If  I  had  said  mine  too :  for  I  protest. 
Of  all  this  number  I  affect  her  best. 


Char,  Believe  me,  fellow-partner  in  my  rule. 
You  offer  wrong  to  impart  in  this  my  love. 

Eus.  Half  ot  all's  mine,  I  claim  it  as  my  due; 
In  which,  bright  virgin,  I  except  not  you. 

Tan,  I  do  contain  my  love  with  much  ado. 
For  her  (methinks)  I  could  turn  out-law  too. 
Eus,  What,  do  you  think  to  have  a  double 
share? 
Half  of  her's  mine;  I  will  not  bate  an  hair. 
Char.  By  thine  own  words  thou  gav*st  me 

half  at  least. 
Eus.  But  I'll  ha\*e  all,  my  title  is  increos'd. 
Tan.  Stay,  captains,  for  our  annual  crown's 
revenues. 
We  would  not  lose  the  weakest  of  you  both, 
So  much  do  we  affect  your  chivalries. 
Let  me  take  up  this  mutual  enmity  : 
Your  quarrel  is  for  her;  both  would  enjoy  lier. 
You  claim  her  as  your  right.         [To  Charles. 
Char,  ' Tis  true  I  do. 
Ian.  And,  captain,  you  say  she  belongs  to 

you. 
Eus,  True  (valiant  prince),  my  hopes  shall 
his  destroy ; 
Thou  art  mine  own,  sweet  wench.    ^  Heaven 
give  us  joy ! 
Tan,  Then  till  this  strict  contention  ended  be, 
Deliver  this  bright  virgin  unto  me. 
Here  shall  our  former  hate  and  discord  cease ; 
This  lady  shall  be  hostage  of  your  peace. 
Unto  thy  charge  we  give  ten  thousand  men. 

[To  Charles. 
As  many  soldiers  we  resign  to  thee. 

[To  Eustace. 
Make  me  her  keeper  till  these  wars  be  done : 
Ye  have  the  price,  I  my  content  have  won. 
Char,  Honour  hath  taught  the  Palatine  to 

speak. 
Eus.  Since  what  we  both  desire,  one  can  but 
have. 
Take  charge  of  her.    Let  me  receive  the  charge 
Of  a  great  army,  and  commanding  power ; 
Before  I  marry,  I  must  win  my  dower. 

Char,  So  say  I  too ;  and,  out-law  life,  adieu. 
Tan,  And  welcome,  love,  which  I  must  keep 
for  you. 
Their  drums  shall  scold,  mine  shall  have  time 

to  cease, 
And  whilst  they  war,  with  her  I'll  make  my  peace. 
Are  you  content,  sweet  lady  ? 

B,  Fran.  I  must  do 
That  which  amongst  you  all  best  pleaseth  you. 
I  am  a  prisoner ;  prisoners  must  obey  ; 
You  say  I  shall,  and  I  must  not  say  nay. 
Char,  Do  so,  sweet  love. 
Eus,  Till  these  wars  ended  be, 
I  pr'ythee,  swe^t  love,  keep  thy  heart  to  me. 
Tan.  Come,   captain,   we  bequeath  you   ta 
your  charge. 


^  flMreM.— The  first  edition  reads  God. 
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To  march  with  speed  townrds  the  holy  wars. 
This  lady,  as  our  life  we  will  esteem, 
And  place  her  in  the  honour  of  a  queen. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Robert  of  Normandy^  Godfrey  of 
Boioignt  and  Guy  of  Lessingham,  with  Drum 
and  Soldiers, 

God.  What  art  thou  with  thy  brow  confront- 

est  me  ? 
Guy,  One  that  thinks  scorn  to  give  least 

place  to  thee. 
God.  Thoa  know'st  me  not,  to  set  my  name  so 

light. 
Guy.  I  *'  reck  thee  not,  nay  frown,  thou 
canst  not  fright. 
We  are  no  babe;  or  if  we  were,  yet  know 
Thy  proud  face  cannot  like  a  bug- bear  show. 
God,  Thou  hast  struck  fire  upon  a  flinty 
spirit. 
Think'st-thou,  because  thou  lead*st  the  French 

king's  troops. 
And  art  commander  of  a  few  bold  French, 
That  we  will  yield  the  upper  hand  to  thee  ? 
I  let  thee  know  thou  hast  dishonoured  me. 
Guy,  I  let  thee  know  thou  hast  done  as  much 
by  me. 
Think'st  thou,  thou  canst  outface  me?  proud 

man,  no : 
Know  I  esteem  thee  as  too  weak  a  foe. 

God.  Now  by  my  knight-liood  1*11  revenge 
this  wrong ; 
And  for  that  word  tliy  heart  shall  curse  thy 
tongue. 
Rob,  What  mean  these  ^'  Christian  princes 
thus  to  jar. 
And  bend   their  swords  against  their  mutual 

breasts. 
Whose  edge  were  sharpen'd  for  their  enemies 
crests  ? 
God,  He  shall  not  march  before  me. 
Guy.  But  I  will. 

God.  ^'  Zounds  !  but  thou  shalt  not,  by  this 
blessed  day, 
ril  pitch  thee  like  a  bar  out  of  my  way. 

Ouy,  Thy  arms  want  strength,    thou  canst 

not  toss  me  so. 
God.  No,  can  they  not  ?  by  heaven  I'll  try  a 

throw. 
Rob.  Princes,  I  charge  you  by  the  honoured 
zeal, 


And  love  to  him  for  whom  ye  come  to  fight. 
To  cease  this  envy  and  abortive  jar. 
The  fields  are  broad  enough  for  both  to  march. 
And  neither  have  the  vantage  of  the  ground. 

Guy.  Robert,  mine  arm  shall  act  a  wondrous 
thiii^, 
V\\  hurl  him  like  a  stone  out  of  a  sling. 
Not  have  the  way  ?  I'll  fling  thee  on  the  earth, 
And  then  march  over  thee  with  all  my  troops. 

God.  Robert  of  Normandy,  by  all  the  honour 
Thou  hop*st  t'  atchieve  thee  in  these  holy  wars. 
Stand  from  betwixt  us,  let's  but  try  one*  fall, 
I'll  cast  his  cork-hke  trunk  by  wondrous  skilly 
As  Hercules  threw  Lycas  from  an  hill. 

Rob,  For  God's  sake  and  our  Saviour's,  in 
whose  book 
Ye  now  are  entered  as  bis  soldiers  prest, 
In  whose  camp  royal  if  ye  mutiny, 
Ye  are  found  guilty  by  his  martial  law. 
And  worthy  death :  I  charge  you,  princes  both, 
T'abandon  this  injurious  enmity. 
Stand  you  betwixt  the  soldiers,  lest  this  sting 
Of  blind  sedition  reign  in  this  our  army, 
And  feed  upon  our  bodies  like  a  plague. 
Princes,  I  char^  you,  by  your  Saviour's  blood 
Shed  for  your  sins,  ye  shed  none  at  this  time. 

God,  Well,   let  him  march   before,    I   will 
resign : 
Robert  prevails ;  Frenchman,  the  right  is  thine. 

Guy.  I  will  not  march  first;  but  in  courtesy 
I  will  resign  that  honoured  place  to  thee ; 
But  what  a  king  should  say,  I  should  not  do, 
With  violent  rage  that  would  I  run  into. 
Go  on,  ^^  by  heaven  you  shall,  I  yield  it  yon ; 
By  heaven  you  shall,  the  place  I  n*eely  grant. 
Friendship    can    more    with   me,    than    rude 
constraint. 

God.  Thy  honoured  love  with  hononrl  return. 
What  thou  would'st  give  me,  1  resign  thee  back ; 
This  kind  reply  to  me  stands  like  a  charm, 
''Then  royally  let's  march  on  arm  in  arm. 

Rob.  Such  just  proportion  princes  still  should 
keep. 
Brave  Lord  ot  Boloign,join  your  troops  with  ours, 
That  are  by  birth  approved  Englishmen : 
And  Lord  of  France,  that  under  your  conduct 
Have  ready  arm'd  ten  thousand  fighting  men, 
To  fight  with  us  for  fair  Jerusalem, 
Distrest  by  misbelieving  infidels. 
Let  us  unite  a  friendly  christian  league. 
We  have  entered,  valiant  lords,  upon  our  way 


.  *7  Reck — See  Note  33  to  Tancred  and  Gismunda,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  II.  p.  203.  edit  1780, 

^^  Chrigtian. — ^The  first  edition  reads  hasty. 

^  Zounds. — The  first  edition  reads  By. 

3^  Bv  heaven, — The  second  edition  reads  indeed. 

3>  Then  royally  lets  march  on  arm  in  ai-m.--~This  play,  though  not  mentioned  in  the  key  to  The  Re^ 
heamaly  seems  to  have  been  one  of  those  ridiculed  in  that  witty  performance.  The  above  line  is  not 
unlikely  to  have  been  burlesqued  in  the  following  : 

"  Then,  spite  of  fate,  we'll  thus  combined  stand. 
And,  hke  true  brothers,  walk  still  hand  in  band." 
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So 


£?en  to  the  midst  of  fertile  Lombanly, 
Bj  writers  termed  the  garden  of  the  world. 
Half  of  our  way  we  have  overcdme  already : 
Then  let  us  here  iocamp  upon  these-  downs. 
But  itay,    what  threatening  voice  of  warfare 
sounds } 

Enter,  after  a  Trumpet,  Eustace. 

God.  Had  not  young  Eustace  in  the  seas  been 

drown'd, 

I  should  have  said,  he  treads  upon  this  ground. 

And  but  none  scap*d  the  daneerous  seas  save  I, 

This  Frenchman  I  should  think  my  brother  Guy, 

Eui,  Princes,  my  master.  County  Palatine, 
Wondering  what  bold  foot  durst  presume  to 

tread 
Upon  his  confines  without  asking  leave, 
Sends  me  to  know  the  cause  of  your  arrive : 
Or  why  the  ann'd  hoofs  of  your  fiery  steeds 
Dare  wound  the  forehead  of  his  peaceful  land. 

God.  Dare  !  sends  thy  lord  in  that  ambitious 
key? 

Guy,  Or  hath  the  pride  of  thy  refined  tontiue 
Gilded  tby  message  with  these  words  of  scorn  ? 

Rob.  Add'st  thou  unto  thy  message,  knight, 
or  no? 

Eut.  The  naked  tenour  of  my  master's  mind 
Thus  I  infold ;  rasli,  saucy,  insolent. 
That  by  audacious  boldness  have  not  fear'd 
To  break  into  my  sovereign's  royal  pale ; 
I  clkarge  you'  to  return  the  way  ^ou  camie, 
And  step  by  step  tell  every  tedious  stride, 
That  you  have  measured  rashly  in  his  land ; 
Or  by  the  honour  of  his  name  he  swears, 
To  chace  you  from  the  margent  of  liis  coast. 
With  an  unoumber'd  army  and  huge  host. 

God.  March  back  again !  Oh  scandal  to  our 
names  ! 
Hare  we  deserv'd  to  be  so  censured  on  ? 
Though  not  one  man  upon  my  part  would  stand. 
Alone  ni  pierce  the  bowels  of  his  land. 

Guy.  Basely    retire,    and    thirty    thousand 
strong ! 
Were  the  whole  world's  power  ambush'd  in  our 

way. 
Yet  would  we  on.     Return  dishonourably  ! 
Forward  1*11  march,  though  every  step  I  tread 
Plunge  me  in  blood  thus  hi^b  above  my  head. 

Rob.  Princes,  have  patience,  let  me  answer 
him. 
Knight,  I  condemn  not  thee  for  speaking  boldly 
The  proud  defiance  that  thy  master  sends : 
But  mildly  we  return  our  pleasures  thus. 
We  do  confess  it  was  some  over-sight 
To  march  so  far,  without  some  notice  given 
Unto  the  lord  and  prince  that  ^^  owes  the  land : 
And  we  could  wish  that  we  had  crav'd  bis  leave. 


But  since  *tis  thus,  that  we  have  march*d  thus  fiir. 
And  basely  to  retire  is  infamous^ 
(If  not  with  leave)  we  forward  mean  to  go : 
l^espight  of  king  or  emperor  shall  say  no. 

Eus,  I  will  inform  the  prince  my  sovereign  so. 

[Ent. 

Guy.  That  young  knight's  face,  raethinks,  I 
well  should  know. 

God.  1  see  the  swords,  were  sharp'd  'gainst 
infidels, 
Must  be  employed  to  lavish  Christian  blood.* 
Upon  his  soul  lie  all  the  heinous  guilt. 
Who,  being  a  Christian  prince,  forbids  and  hart 
Our  quiet  pas.sage  to  these  Pagan  wars. 

Guy.  Tliis  bickering  will  but  keep  our  arms 


in  ^^  ure. 


The  holy  battles  better  to  endure. 

Rob.  Well,  God  for  us,  for  our  intent  is  good ; 
Charg'd  be  their  souls  with  all  this  Christian 
blood. 

Enter  Tancred,  Charles,  Eustace,  Drum^ 
Colours,  and  Soldiers,  marching. 

Tan.  What  art  thou  brav'st  the  County  Pala- 
tine? 
Rob.  My  name  is  Robert  duke  of  Normandy. 
Tan.  Speak,  will  ye  aU  retire  the  way  ye  came? 
Rob.  God  keep  duke  Robert  from  so  foul  a 

shame! 
God.   Basely  retire  when  we  have  march'd 
thus  far ! 
First  we'll  unpeople  this  thy  land  by  war. 
Char.  Then  will  we  drive  you  back  by  our 
main  force. 
And  seize  upon  your  troops  of  foot  and  horse. 
Guy.  So  say  you :  but,  should  you  attempt 
to  do't. 
We  straight  should  overthrow  you  horse  and  foot. 
Eus.  So  said,  so  done,  brave  lord,  were  gal* 
lant  play ; 
Biit  you  would  at  the  first  push  shrink  away. 

Rob.  No,  proud  Italians,  all  our  spirits  are  fire, 
Which  burns  not  downward,  but  is  made  t*  aspire. 
Prince,  we  confess  we  did  foq^et  ourselves, 
Presuming  on  that  ancient  privilege 
Which  every  Christian  brother  prince  should 

claim 
One  in  the  interest  of  another's  name; 
An  error  we  confess,  though  not  a  fault. 
But  basely  with  dishonour  back  to  fly, 
And  to  be  held  as  cowards,  we  '^  deny. 

Tan.  And  nothing  else  can  satisfy  mine  ire. 
But  whence  ye  came  the  same  way  to  retire. 
Rob.  And  that  I'll  never  do. 
God.  Nor  I. 
Guy.  Nor  I. 


>*  Owes. 


Note  27  to  Cornelia,  Dodsley*8  Old  Plays,  Vol.  11.  p.  f  84.  edit.  1780. 
'^  Ure — i.  e.  in  practice,  use.    See  Note  It  to  Ferrex  and  Porrex,  YoL  I.  p.  28* 


>♦  lleiiy.^-See  Note  18,  p.  79. 
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Ck4ir.  Then  shall  ye  on  these  Lumbard  chano- 
pains  die. 
To  arms,  brave  soldiers ! 

Eu8,  Strike  up,  warlike  drum ; 
Prepare  you,  Cliristian  princes,  now  we  come. 
Cod.  Stay,  brave  prince  Tancred,  stay,  {i;reat 
Norman  duke. 
Out  of  my  zeal  to  God  and  Christendom, 
To  staunch  the  blood  which  should  be  broached 

this  day, 
Unto  the  grief  ot  all  that  honour  Christ, 
And  ioy  to  such  as  love  idolatry : 
I  make  this  challenge  general  through  the  host 
Of  him  that  interrupts  us  on  our  way. 
If  any  proud  Italian  dare  take  up 
The  honour*d  gage  which  I  have  here  thrown 

down. 
And  fight  a  single  combat  for  our  passage ; 
These  shall  be  made  our  strict  conditions : 
If  him  I  conquer,  all  our  host  shall  march 
Without  least  let  and  contradiction : 
If  I  be  vanquish*d  by  thy  champion's  hand. 
Our  army  shall  march  back  out  of  thy  land. 
Char,   A  princely  motion  to  save  Christian 
blood. 
Great  prince  of  Italy,  upon  my  knee 
I  humbly  beg  I  may  thy  champion  be. 

jf Viii.  Thou  hast  thy  suit;  thy  valour  hath  been 
try'd : 
With  a  rough  brow  see  thou  confront  his  pride. 
Rob,  Then  what  ten  thousand  Christian  lives 
should  right. 
These  two  brave  lords  will  end  in  single  fight. 
Tan,  It  is  agreed. 

Eut,  Stand  to't,  brave  outlaw-brother, 
Would  I  were  one  of  them. 
Guy,  And  I  the  other. 
Char,  What  weapon  wilt  thou  use  ? 
God.  That  which  neit  comes. 
Give  me  this  partisan ;  now  strike  up,  dmms. 
Char,  Give  me  this  soldier's ;  trumpet,  sound 
a  charge : 
I'll  stop  the  passage  which  he  seeks  t*  enlarge. 
God.  Princes,  stand  off,  my  warlike  arm  this 
day. 
For  all  your  troops,  shall  win  a  prosperous  way* 
Char,  Thou  canst  not  enter,  though  the  way 
stood  ope ; 
My  heart,  and  this,  thy  passage  vows  to  stop. 
God.  Vet  will  I  through. 
Char.  Thou  shalt  not,  this  says  nay. 
God,  Oh,  but  behold !  I  have  this  to  hew  my 
way. 

Theyfighty  and  are  parted  by  Robert  and 

Tancred. 

Tan,  I  wonld  not  lose  my  champion  for  the 

world.  [spent, 

Jto6.  Nor  I  this  prince :  for  were  these  spirits 


All  Christendom  their  fortunes  might  lament. 
Part  tliem  on  equal  odds,  and  equul  terms : 
Both  alike  valiant,  both  have  honour  won. 
More  valorous  live  not  underneath  the  sun. 

Tan.  We  will  reserve  their  haughty  chivalries^ 
To  exercise  against  God's  enemies. 

Eut.  They  have  won  honour,  I  have  idly  stood : 
By  my  good  stars  I'll  have  a  challenge  too, 
If  any  in  their  camp  dares  answer  me. 
Give  me  thy  pike,  a  pike  a  prince  may  trail, 
And  at  that  weapon  will  I  cttallenge  oil. 
Great  prince,  these  fiery   princes   that  came 

hither 
To  brave  our  forces,  had  a  champion 
To  challenge  us:  are  we  as  valiant. 
And  shall  we  fail  to  do  the  like  to  them  ? 
Give  me  but  leave,  my  lord,  to  send  one  boast 
T*  affright  them,  like  a  devil,  through  their  host. 

Tan.  It  pleaseth  us;  then  when  thou  wilt  begin. 

Hob.   What  champion  shall  we  have  to  an- 
swer him  ? 

Guy,  I  should  esteem  him  my  immortal  foe, 
Thart  should  attempt  to  take  away  the  honour 
Of  such  a  strong  encounter  from  my  hand. 
Champion,  appear  betwixt  our  royal  hosts. 
Let's  see  thy  strength  make  good  thy  haughty 
boasts. 

Eut.  I  am  here ;  stand  thou  forth  on  the  ad- 
verse part. 
Survey  me  well,  brave  Hector  I  resemble. 
Whose  very  brow  did  make  the  Greeks  to  tremble. 

Guy.  But  I,  Achilles,  proud  ambitious  boy. 
Will  drag  thy  coarse  about  the  walls  of  Troy. 
Give  me  thy  pike,  I'll  toss  it  like  a  reed, 
And  with  this  bull-rush  make  mine  enemy  bleed. 
Rapier  and  pike  !  is  that  thy  honoured  play  ? 
Look  down,  ye  gods,  this  combat  to  survey. 

Eta.  Rapier  and  pike  this  combat  shall  decide'; 
Gods,  angels,  men,  shall  see  me  tame  thy  pride. 

Guy,  Thou  do'st  thyself  wrong  to^  o'er-charge 
thine  arm 
With  such  a  weapon  as  thou  canst  not  wield. 
I'll  teach  thee;  thou- shalt  like  my  zany  be, 
And  feign  to  do  my  cunning  after  me. 

Eus.  Thou  would *st  instruct  thy  master  at  this 

Think'stthou  this  rye-straw  cano'er-rulemy  arm? 
Thus  do  I  bear  him  when  I  use  to  march  ; 
Thus  can  I  fling  him  up,  and  catch  him  thus : 

[They  ton  their  pikes. 
Then  thus,  to  try  the  sinews  of  my  arm. 

Guy.  But  thou  should'st  cliarge  him  thus,  ad- 
vance him  thus. 
Thus  should'st  thou  take  him,  when  thou  seest 

from  far 
The  violent  horses  run  to  break  our  ranks. 
Eut,  Ail  that  is  nothing,  I  can  toss  him  thus. 
Guy.  I  thus:  'tis  easier  sport  than  the  ^^  ba- 
loon. 


3S  Balo0M,—i.  e,  foot-ball.     Baion^  Fr.      S. 
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Eus.  We  trifle  time,  this  shall  thy  rage  with- 
stand. 

Guy,  With  this,  our  host  shall  pierce  thy  sove- 
reign's land. 

They  fight ;  Robert  and  the  Palatine  cast  their 
*^  warders  between  them,  and  part  Ihetn, 

Rob.  That  host  should  lose  ten  thousand  Pa- 
gans lives 
With  the  rich  honour  of  their  overthrow, 
That  should  but  lose  his  champion  in  this  combat. 
If  both  should  perish,  our  brave  Christian  army 
Should  be  more  weak  by  tliousands  than  it  was. 
Tan,  Their  matchless  valour  have  prevailed 
with  us ; 
Freely  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  our  land ; 
Our  army  here  we  do  conjoin  with  yours. 
To  lead  them  to  the  fait  Jerusalem. 

Rob.  We  pawn  our  faith  to  this  perpetual 
league : 
And  now  we  shew  ourselves  that  Christian  host, 
In  which  true  peace  should  flourish  and  abound ; 
Unto  this  peace  let  drums  and  trumpets  sound. 
Champions,  embrace ;  and  all  your  stern  debate 

[Flourish. 
Pour  in  abundance  on  the  Pagans'  heads. 
Princes  and  lords,  let  our  united  bands 
Win  back  Judea  from  the  Pagans'  hands. 

[Exeunt  marching. 

Manet  the  French  Lady. 

Lady.  Thus  have  I  mask*d  my  bashful  modesty 
Under  the  habit  of  a  trusty  page, 
And  now  my  servant's  servant  am  I  made. 
Love,  that  transform'd  the  gods  to  sundry  shapes. 
Hath  wrought  in  roe  this  metamorphosis. 
My  love  and  lord,  that  honoured  me  a  woman, 
Loves  me  a  youth,  employs  me  every  where ; 
I  Serve  him,  wait  upon  hini ;  and  he  swears 
lie  favours  both  my  truth  and  diligence  : 
And  now  I  have  learnt  to  be  a  perfect  page. 
He  will  have  none  to  truss  his  points  but  me, 
At  board  to  wait  upon  his  cup  but  me. 
To  bear  his  target  in  the  fleld  but  me. 
Nay,  many  a  thing,  which  makes  me  blush  to 

speak; 
He  will  have  none  to  lie  with  him  but  me ; 
I  dream  and  dream,  and  things  come  in  my  mind : 
Only  I  hide  my  eyes ;  but  my  poor  heart 
Is  barr'd  and  kept  from  love  s  ^'  society. 
Like  Tantalus,  such  is  my  poor  repast, 
I  see  the  apples  that  I  cannot  taste. 
I'll  stay  my  time,  and  hope  yet,  ere  I  die. 


My  heart  shall  feast  as  richly  as  my  eye. 

[Exit.    Flourish. 

Enter  the  Old  Sou  loan,  the  Young  Sophy, 
tables  and  forms ;  and  Moretes,  Turn  us, 
with  Drum  and  Soldiers. 

Soul,   Counsel,  brave  lords;    the  Christiaa 
army  marcheth 
Even  to  our  gates  with  paces  undisturbed  ; 
The  hollow  earth  resounds  with  weight  of  arms. 
And  shrinks  to  bear  so  huge  a  multitude. 
They  make  a  valley  as  they  march  along. 
And  raising  hills  encompass  either  side. 
Counsel,  brave  lords,  these  terrors  to  decide. 
Sophy.  Jove's  great  vicegerent  over  all  the 
world : 
Let  us  confront  their  pride,  find  with  our  powers 
Disperse  the  strength  of  their  assembled  troops. 

Soul.  Sion  is  ours  by  conquest ;  all  Judaea 
Is  the  rich  honour  of  our  conquering  swords. 
Shall  we  not  guard  it  then,  and  make  our  breasts 
The  walls  that  shall  defend  Jerusalem  ? 

Sophy.  They  shall  march  over  us,  that  march 
this  way : 
Before  the  Christians  shall  attain  these  walls 
With  dead  men's  faces  we  will  pave  the  earth. 

Soul.  I  cannot  judge  the  Christians  are  so  mad 
To  come  in  way  of  battle,  but  of  peace. 
Sophy.  They  rather  travel  in  devotion. 
To  pay  their  vows  at  their  Messiah's  tomb. 
And  so,  as  pilgrims,  not  as  soldiers  come. 

Soul.  Your  own  power  blinds  you,  and  hath 
skreen'd  your  eyes. 
My  hairs  do  wear  experience  livery : 
But  yours,  the  badge  of  youth  and  idleness. 
Their  army  stands  upon  a  mountain  top. 
Like  a  hu^e  forest ;  their  tall  pikes,  like  pines. 
In  height  do  over-peer  the  lower  trees ; 
Their  horsemen  ride  like  Centaurs  in  the  meads. 
And  scout  abroad  for  pillage  and  for  prey : 
Courage  is  their  good  captain. 

Sophy.  Courage  !  no. 
Pale  fear,  and  black  destruction,  lead  the  foe. 

Soul.  I  say  again,  the  Christian  princes  lead 
An  army,  for  their  power  invincible. 
Victorious  hope  flits  hovering  on  their  plumes ; 
Their  gilded  armour  shines  against  the  sun, 
Dazzling  our  eyes  from  top  of  yonder  hill, 
Like  the  bright  streaks  that  flow  from  paradise. 
Sophy.  On,  conquest  worthy  the  brave  Persian 
swords ! 
Let  us  descend  from  forth  the  town  and  meet 
them. 


'*  Warden. — ^Warders  appear  to  have  been  a  kind  of  truncheons  carried  by  the  person  who  presided 
at  these  single  combats.  On  its  being  thrown  down,  both  the  parties  were  obliged  to  cease  fightui^. 
fto,  in  the  account  given  by  Hall  of  the  duel  between  the  Duke  of  Norfolk  and  Duke  of  Hereford,  it 
is  said,  **  The  Duke  of  Norffolke  was  not  foil  set  forwarde  when  the  Kynge  cast  doune  his  warder,  and 
the  heraoltes  cried  ho,  ho.  Then  the  Kyng  caused  tlieir  speres  to  be  taken  from  them,  &c."  lu'* 
trodmedantothe  History  qf  Henry  IV.  M.S.  See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  £tJi^  Aidkorri //.  A.l.  S.S. 

3'  Society. — ^The  first  edition  reads  satiety. 


88 


THE  FOURE  PRENTICES  OF  LONDON.     [Heywoob. 


SouL  No. 
Sophj/,  Yes. 

SouL  ^*  Should  Jove  himself  Id  thunder  an- 
swer I, 
When  we  say  no ;  we'd  pull  him-  from  the  sky. 
Sophy,    bhould  Souldan^    Sophy,  priest,  or 
presbyter. 
Or  gods,  or  devils,  or  men,  gainsay  our  will. 
Him,  them,  or  thee,  would  tEe  brave  Persian  kill. 
Aior,  Quench  your  hot  spleens  with  drops  of 
sweet  advice, 
Temper  your  rage  with  counsel,  mighty  kings. 
SouL  1  say  we  will  make  peace  with  Chris- 
tendom. 
Sophy,  I  say  the  Persian  scorns  to  be  col- 
league. 
Or  to  have  part  with  them  of  Christendom, 
SouL  Yet  hear  my  age. 
Sophy.  Yet  hevken  to  my  youth.  [age. 

Mor.  My  tongue  give  place  unto  the  Souldan's 
Tur.   But  I  applaud  the  Persian's  youthful 

rage. 
SouL  Stay,  lords,  our  grave  experience  doth 
foresee 
The  mischiefs  that  attend  on  this  debate. 
We  tread  the  path  of  our  destruction, 
By  our  dissentions  grow  the  Christians  strong. 
Whom  our  united  hearts  may  easily  quell. 
Brave  Persian  Sophy,  we  commend  your  liate 
To  them  that  have  abhorr*d  our  Pagan  gods; 
Yet  temper  it  with  wisdom,  valiant  prince. 
'Tis  our  security  I  would  increase. 
When  with  my  words  I  mention  gentle  peace. 
Mor.  Experience  doth  instruct  the  Souldan's 
tongue. 
Hearken  to  him,  he  speaks  judicially. 

Sophy.  My  tongue  a  while  gives  licence  to 
mine  ear ; 
Tlie  depth  of  your  grave  wisdom  let  us  hear. 
SouL  Then  thus,  let's  send  unto  the  Christians' 
host. 
To  know  what  cause  hath  brought  them  thus  far 

arra'd. 
If  peaceably  they  come  to  visit  here 
The  ancient  reliques  of  their  Saviour's  tomb ; 
Peace  shall  conduct  them  in,  and  guard  them  out. 
But  if  they  come  to  conquer  Sion's  hill. 
And  make  irruption  through  our  triple  walls ; 
Death  and  despair  shall  ambush  in  their  way, 
And  we  will  seize  the  ensigns  they  display. 
Sophy.  My  youth  yields  willingly  to  your  grave 
years: 
Let  it  be  so.    But  whom  shall  we  elect 
To  be  created  lords  embassadors  ? 

SouL  Moretes  shall  be  one ;  for  I  am  sure 
He  will  employ  his  tongue,  peace  to  procure. 


Sophy.  Tumus  another ;   he  that  all  things 
dares. 
Will  with  defiance  stir  them  up  to  wars. 
SouL  Moretes  and  brave  Turnus,  speed  yon 
straight 
Unto  the  Christian  host ;  say,  if  they  come 
Like  pilgrims,  to  behold  the  sepulchre. 
Our  gates  stand  open  to  receive  them  in ; 
And  be  you  painful  to  persuade  a  peace. 
But  if  they  stand  upon  their  hostile  ground. 
Say  that  our  breasts  are  arm'd,  our  swords  are 

keen. 
Bold  are  our  hearts,  and  fiery  is  our  spleen. 
And  so  be  goue. 
Mor.  I  to  persuade  a  peace.  [Exit. 

Tur.  I  go  the  furious  rage  of  war  t'  encrease. 

[Exit. 
SouL  We  will  mean  time  conduct  our  royal 
hosts, 
(One  half  is  mine,  the  other  you  shall  lead) 
To  intercept  them  ere  they  win  the  sight 
or  these  invincible  and  bigli-built  walb. 
Brave  Persians,  we  will  both  in  ambush  lie, 
Sure  now  the  Christians  are  all  come  to  die. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Tancred  with  Bella  Franca,  richly 
aitired :  ihe  somewhat  affecting  him,  though 
the  makei  no  ihew  of  it ;  Robert  of  Nor^ 
fnandyj  the  four  Brethren,  and  the  French 
Lady  like  a  Page. 

Tan.  Behold,  brave  Christian  princes,  all  the 
glory 
That  Tancred  can  inherit  in  this  world. 

Eus.  Part  of  it's  mine. 

Char.  And  part  belongs  to  me. 

God,  An  heavenly  mixture  now  beshrew  my 
heart. 
But  Godfrey  with  the  rest  could  cry  half  part. 

Guv.  I  am  all  hers. 

Rob.  That  lady  seems  to  me 
The  fairest  creature  ever  eye  did  sec. 

B.  Fran.  Tancred,  of  all,  thy  fi^ce  best  pleasetlv 
me.  [Ill  private. 

Tan.  Fair  lady. 

Eus.  Madam. 

Char,  Mistress. 

God.  Efeauteous  love. 

Guy.  Bright  goddess. 

Rob.  Nymph. 

F.  Lady.  Love  whom  ye  will  say  I : 
So  ye  affect  not  my  beloved  Guy. 

Tan.  Lords,  she  is  mine. 

Eus.  Wheu  did  my  interest  cease? 

Char.  When  I  am  here,  you  bro^r  out-law, 
peace. 


3"  8h»uU  Jove  kImteVt  Sec— The  Souldaii  here  is  as  violent  as  Prince  Prettyman  in  Tki  RdkarmL 
A.  4.  8,  2  .- 

<'  Dnrst  any  God  be  so  uncivil, 

I'd  make  that  God  subscribe  himself  a  dcviU" 
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God.    Why  should  not  I  enjoy  her  ? 

Rob.  Why  not  I? 

Guy,  Slie  can  have  none  but  me. 

£m.  (ind  Char.  That  we  deny. 

B.  Fran,  Princes,  what  means  this  frenzy  in 
your  hearts? 
Or  hath  some  necromantic  conjurer 
Rais'd  by  his  art  some  fury  in  my  shape. 
To  work  sedition  in  the  Christian  camp  ? 
You  have  confirm'd  by  general  parliament 
A  statute,  tlmt  must  stand  inviolate ; 
Namely,  that  mutiny  in  prince  or  peasant 
Is  death,  a  kingdom  cannot  save  his  life. 
Then  whence  proceed  these  scrahge  contentions  ? 

Char.  I  seii'd  her  first. 

Eu9.  I  first  her  tlioughts  did  prove. 

Tan.  I  plead  the  composition  for  my  love. 

Rob,  If  wealth  will  win  the  thoughts  of  that 
chaste  lady, 
ni  bid  as  (kltr  as  any  for  her  Ibve. 

God,  If  valour  may  atchieve  her,  I  'moogst 
many 
Will  bid  more  warlike  blows  for  her  thaif  any. 

Guy.  Nay,  if  you  go  to  scrambling,  this  for 
roe.  [Drawi. 

F.  Lndy.  Speed  they  that  list,  so  you  re- 
pulsed be. 

b,  Fran.  Yet  hear  me,  princes. 

Eus.  Hence  with  frivolous  words. 

God,  Stand  we  to  prate,  wheu  others  draw 
their  swords  ? 

Char.  Speak  thou  my  cause.  {Drawt, 

Tan.  This  shall  my  pleader  be.  'Draws, 

Eus,  Thou  art  for  us.  'Draws, 

Rob.  And,  sword,  speak  thou  for  me. 

B.  Fran.  He  that  best  loves  me,  pierce  me 
with  his  sword, 
Lest  I  become  your  general  overthrow. 
1  do  conjure  you,  by  the  love  you  bear  me. 
Either  to  banish  this  hostility, 
Or  all  at  once  to  act  my  tragedy. 
A  blow  is  death  proclaimM  by  parliament : 
Can  ye  make  laws,  and  be  the  first  that  break 

them  ? 
Knew  I  that  this  my  beauty  bred  this  strife. 
With  some  black  poison  I  would  stain  my  cheeks, 
Till  I  look*d  fouler  than  an  ^thiop. 
Still  do  ye  brandish  your  contentious  swords  ? 
This  night  shall  end  my  beauty,  and  to-morrow 
Look  to  behold  my  crystal  eyes  scratched  out. 
My  visage  roartyr*d,  and  my  hair  torn  off: 
Ue  that  best  loves  it,  ransom  it  with  peace, 
I  will  preserve  it,  if  your  fury  cease. 
Bat  ifye  still  persist,  the  heavens  I  call ' 
As  my  vow's  witness,  I  will  hate  ye  all. 

Tan.  To  shew  my  love,  my  sword  shall  sleep 
in  rest. 

God.  Ill  keep  mine  sharp  for  the  brave  Soul- 
dan's  crest. 


Guv,  Peace,  sword. 

Rod.  The  Norman  Robert  keeps  his  keen, 
T*  abate  the  fury  of  the  Souldan's  spleen. 

Char,  My  sword  cries  truce. 

Eus.  Blade,  when  thou  next  art  seen. 
Thou  mak'st  thy  lord  a  king,  his  love  a  queen. 

B.  Fran.  You   have  r^eemM  my  beauty, 
your  last  jar 
llad  made  perfection  with  my  fiu^e  at  war. 

Eus.  Lady^  the  virtuous  motions  of  your  heart 
Add  to  th*  abundant  graces  of  your  fame. 
It  was  your  beauty  that  did  blind  our  souls. 
And  in  our  close  breast  placM  oblivion* 
Tis  true,  we  have  ordain*d  a  strict  decree. 
That  whosoever  in  our  Christian  host 
Strikes  with  a  sword  in  hostile  enmity, 
Forfeiu  his  life;  then  break  off  this  debate. 
And  keep  our  own  decrees  inviolate. 

Enter,  with  ^^  a  Tucket  before  them,  Turnus 

and  MoRETES* 

Mor.  Health  to  the  Christians  from  the  mighty 

Souldan. 
Tur.  Death  and  destruction  from  the  Persian 

Sophy. 
Rob.  That  tongue  brings  peace,  to  thee  will  I 

attend. 
God.  That  tongue  brings  war,  thy  motions  we 

commend. 
Tan.  Speak  peace,  thy  looks  are  smooth,  we'll 

list  to  thee. 
Char.  Speak  war,  bring  war,  and  we  to  war 

agree. 
Mor.  The  Babylonian  Souldan,  mighty  princes, 
Sends  me  to  know  the  cause  of  this  your  march 
Into  a  laud  so  far  remote  from  ye. 
Ifye  intend  to  see  your  prophet's  tomb, 
As  holy  pilgrims,  peace  shail  guard  your  way. 
Eus.  Peace  we  defy;  let's  hear  what  thou 

canst  say. 
Rob.  Proceed,  proceed. 
Guy.  Do  ;  and  I'll  sound  my  drum, 
To  drown  his  voice  that  doth  for  parleance  come. 
Eus.  Why,  I  am  born  to  nothing  in  this  world 
But  what  mv  sword  can  conquer.    Should  we 

yield 
Our  fortunes  to  hose  composition, 
I  have  no  hopes  mine  honour  to  increase : 
Curst  be  his  oase  ear  that  attends  to  peace ! 
Mor,  Let  me  conclude  my  message. 
God.  Pagan,  no ; 
War*s  friend  speak  thou ;  I  am  to  peace  a  foe. 
Tur.  The  Persian  Sophy  thus  instructs  my 
tongue  : 
That  prince  amongst  you  whose  heroic  breast 
Dares  shew  itself  to  his  triumphant  spear, 
(Excepting  but  the  name  of  Christian) 
Like  to  the  Persian  gods  he  honours  him. 
But  should  he  know  a  heart  in  these  proud  troops. 


'9  A  tucket. ^Set  Note  16  to  The  First  Part  fffJeronimo,  Vol.  I.  p.  469. 
VOL.    III.  M 
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And  know  that  heart  to  he  addict  to  peace, 
He'd  hate  him  like  a  man  that  should  blaspheme. 
In  Sion  towers  hangs  his  victorious  flag, 
Blowing  deflance  this  way;  and  it  shows 
Like  a  red  meteor  in  the  troubled  air ; 
Or  like  a  blazing  comet,  that  foretells 
The  fall  of  princes. 

Char,  Thine  own  prince's  fall. 

Tur,  Then,  in  one  word,  destruction  to  you 
all ! 

God.  I  had  not  thought  such  spirits  had  re- 
mained 
Within  the  warlike  breasts  of  Infidels, 

Eus.  Dares  the  mojestic  spirit  of  th^  king 
Answer  a  challenge  ?  dares  he  pawn  his  crown 
Against  the  hazara  of  ten  thousand  lives  f 

Guy,  And  who  should  fight  against  him  ? 

Eui.  I. 

Guy,  Thou ! 

Eut,  I,  'gainst  him,  and  thee,  and  all  the 
world. 
That  interdicts  my  honour. 

Guy.  Me! 

Eus,  Thee.  [A  blow  changed. 

Guy,  Fire,  rage,  and  fury,  all  my  veins  do 
swell ; 
Be  mute,  my  tongue ;  bright  sword,  my  fury  tell. 

Eut.  Fire  mount  'gainst  his  mad  fury,  check 
his  rage. 
Bum  out  then  flame,  his  blood  thy  heat  shall 
'suage.        [Theyjight,  and  are  parted, 

God,  What  have  ye  done?   injustice  stains 
our  crests, 
If  for  this  act  ye  have  not  lost  ^  your  lives. 

Rob,  I  will  not  bear  the  badge  of  Christendom 
In  such  a  Bedlam  mad  society. 

Chan  Cease  to  determine  of  their  hair-brain 
rage, 
Tillye  have  sent  the  Pagans  from  our  tents. 

Ian,  Tis  well  advis'd.    Soldiers,  take  charge 
of  them, 
Till  we  determine  of  our  embassy. 

Mor.  I  fear  me,  Tumus,  had  you  known  before 
The  spirits  of  these  haughty  Christians, 
T*  have  been  so  full  of  envious  chivalry. 
You  would  have  tempered  some  part  of  your  rage. 
You  see  they  strive,  and  fight  amongst  themselves, 
To  practise  hate  against  they  meet  with  us. 

Tur.  Moretes,  no;  we  scorn  all  abject  fears, 
And  they  shall  know  our  hearts  as  great  as  theirs. 

God,  It  shall  be  so.    Attend  me,  Pogan  lords ; 
We  come  not  with  grey  gowns,  and  pilgrim's 

staves. 
Beads  at  our  sides,  and  sandals  on  our  feet. 
Fear  in  our  hearts,  entreaty  in  our  tongues, 


To  beg  a  passage  to  our  prophet's  grave ; 
But  our  soft  beaver  fells  we  have  turn'd  to  iron. 
Our  gowns  to  armour,  and  ^'  our  shells  to  plumes. 
Our  walking  staves  we  liave  chang'd  to  scymitars; 
And  so  with  pilgrims  hearts,  not  pilgrims  habits, 
We  come  to  hew  our  way  through  your  main 

armies, 
And  offer  at  the  tomb  our  contrite  hearts 
Made  purple  with  as  many  Pagans  bloods. 
As  we  have  in  our  breasts  religious  thoughts. 
And  so  be  gone,  no  words  in  trifling  waste, 
Death  follows  after  you  with  wings  of  haste. 

Tur.  That  prince  speaks  musick,  which  doth 
chear  my  heart. 

Mor.  Princes  adieu,  with  terror  I  depart. 

[Exeunt. 

Char,  Now  to  these  other  captain-mutineers. 
What  shall  be  done  with  them  f 

Eut.  Even  what  you  please. 
We  have  liv'd  with  pain,  and  we  can  die  with 
ease. 

Guy,  What  God  both  made,  a  God's  name 
do  you  mar  ? 
Death  is  the  least  I  fear :  now  to  the  bar. 

Rob.   Lords,  give  me  leave  to  temper  our 
decree. 
The  law  is  death,  but  such  is  our  regard 
Of  Christian  blood,  we  moderate  it  thus. 
Because  we  know  your  worths,  your  lives  are 

sav*d : 
Yet  that  the  world  shall  see  we  prize  our  laws, 
A  nd  are  not  partial  should  we  sit  on  kings ; 
We  doom  you  everlasting  banishment 
From  out  the  Christian  army. 

Eui.  Banishment! 
This  was  your  doing;  well,  I'll  be  revenged : 
By  all  the  hopes  that  I  have  lost,  I  will. 
Princes,  your  dooms  are  upright,  I  obey  them, 
And  voluntarily  exile  myself. 
(Against  my  furious  spirit)  I  could  weep 
To  leave  this  royal  army,  and  to  lose 
The  honour  promis*d  in  the  Pagans'  deaths. 
Farewel  to  all,  with  tears  of  grief  I  go. 
Ye  are  all  my  friends,  thou  only  art  my  foe. 

[Exit. 

Guy,  Hold  me  so  still;  where'er  I  next  shall 
meet  thee. 
This  sword,  like  thunder,  on  thy  crest  shall  greet 

thee. 
Banish'd  the  camp  I  go,  but  not  so  far, 
But  I  will  make  one  in  this  Christian  war : 
Like  an  unknown  knight  I  will  bear  a  sliield, 
In  it  engraven  the  trade  I  did  profess, 
When  once  I  was  a  Goldsmith  in  Cheapside: 
And  if  I  prosper,  to  these  amis  Fit  add 


^  Four.— The  first  edition  reads /Aeir. 

♦'  OwskelU  to  p/iMi«f.->Dr  Warburton  observes  (Note  to  Hamlet,  A.  4.  S.  6),  "  that  the  cliiff 
places  of  devotion  bemg  beyond  sea,  or  on  the  coasts,  the  pilgrims  were  accustomed  to  put  cockle- 
shells upon  their  hats,  to  denote  the  inteution  or  performance  of  their  devotion."  See  also  Mr  Stecvens 
on  the  same  passage. 
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Some  honour,  and  the  scatcheon  I  shall  bear 
Shall  to  the  Pagans  bring  paJe  death  and  fear. 
Adi^u,  brave  Christian  lords;  for  I  must  stray, 
A  bonish'd  man  can  never  miss  his  way.  [Exit, 

God,  Why  do  you  look   so  snd  upon  their 
griefs  ? 

Ckar.  Ahy  pardon  me.     My  heart  begot  a 
thought 
At  their  departure,  which  had  been  of  force 
Thave  8train*d  a  tear  or  two  from  my  moist  eye. 
How  like  was  he  to  Eustace !  he  to  Guy  ! 

Go<L  A  leaden  weight  of  grief  lies  at  my  heart, 
And  I  could  wish  myself  were  banish'd  too^ 
To  bear  them  in  their  sorrows  company. 

Rob.  These,  for  example's  sake,  must  be  re- 
mo  v'd, 
Aud  though  their  absence  will  jnuch  weaken  us^ 
Yet  we  had  rather  put  us  in  God's  guard. 
Lessening  our  own  strength,  than  to  bear  with 

that 
Which  might  in  time  lead  to  our  overthrow. 
March  forward,  lords  ;  our  love  we  will  defer. 
Prince  Tancred,  till  our  wars  chief  heat  be  spent, 
Keep  still  this  beauteous  lady  in  your  tent. 

[Exeunt,    FUmtish. 

Manent  French  Lady  and  Bella  Franca. 

?.  Lady.   My  lord   is  banish'd,   what  shall 
♦*  poor  1  do  ? 
There  is  no  way,  but  I  must  after  too. 
Bnt  ere  I  go  some  cunning  I  must  use, 
To  make  this  lady  my  lord's  love  refuse. 
B.  Fran,  Fair  youth,  why  have  you  singled 
me  alone  ? 
h  it  to  share  joy,  or  partake  my  moan  ? 
■P.  Lady,  Whetlier  ^ou  please.     Invention, 
help  me  now,  [Apart, 

To  bring  her  out  of  love  with  my  sweet  lord ; 
For  should  she  love  him  I  were  quite  undone. 
Madam,  in  faith,  how  many  suiters  have  jou  ? 
B,  Fran,  More  than  I  wish  I  had  ;  first,  the 

French  general. 
?.  Lady,  Oh  God,  I  fear:    I   think  I  am 
accurst. 
^  loves  liim  best,  because  she  names  him  first 
B.  Fran,  The  English  Robert,  County  Pala- 
tine; 
Two  gentlemen  that  took  me  in  the  woods ; 
One  is  now  banish'd,  but  the  other  still 
^Ys  in  the  army ;  then,  the  Boioign  duke. 
r.  Lady,  And  which  of  all  these  is  the  pro- 

perest  man  ? 
B.  Fran,  'Faith,  let  me  hear  thy  judgment. 
f.  Lady.  Prince  Robert  is  a  gallant  gentleman: 
But  the  French  lord  uncomely,  and  unshap'd. 
Taocred's  a  proper  man,  but  the  French  lord, 
He  liath  no  making,  no  good  shape  at  all. 


I  could  not  love  a  man  of  his  complexion  : 
I  would  not  have  him  if  I  were  a  lady. 
Had  he  more  crowns  than  Caesar  conquered. 
£.  Fran,  I  see  no  such  defects  in  that  French 

lord. 
F,  Lady.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  so.    Upon  my  life,  she 
loves  him  ! 
I  must  devise  some  plot,  or  they  will  use 
Some  means  to  meet,  and  marry  out  of  hand. 
Lady,  he  was  my  master ;  but,  believe  me, 
He  is  the  most  insatiate  man  for  women. 
That  ever  breath'd ;  nay,  madam,  which  is  more. 
He  loves  variety,  and  delights  in  change. 
And  I  heard  him  say,  should  he  be  married. 
He'd  make  bis  wife  a  cuck-quean. 

B.  Fran,  Why  though  he  do ;  'tis  virtue  in  ft 
woman, 
If  she  can  bear  his  imperfections. 

F,  Lady,  Upon  my  life,  they  are  made  sure 
already^ 
She's  pleas*d  with  any  imperfections. 
What  should  I  do  ? 

B.  Fran,  Now,  fair  youth,  list  to  me, 
I  will  acquaint  the  with  a  secrecy. 
These  lords  so  trouble  me  with  their  vain  suits. 
That  I  am  tir*d  and  wearied,  and  resolve 
To  steal  away  in  secret  from  the  camp. 

F,  Lady.  My  Guy  is  gone,  and  she  would 
follow  him ; 
I  must  prevent  it,  or  else  lose  my  love. 

B,  Fran.   Wilt  thou  consort  me,  bear  me 
company, 
And  share  with  me  in  joy  and  misery? 

F,  Lady,   Madam,  I  will.     She  loves  him, 
and  no  wonder. 
I'll  go,  be't  but  to  keep  them  still  asunder. 
B,  Fran.  Then  from  their  tents  ^this  night 
we'll  steal  away. 
And  through  the  wide  woods  and  the  forests  stray. 

[Exeunt,    Flouruh, 

Enter  Souldak,  Sophy,  Turnus,  Moretes, 
Drums,  Ensigns,  and  Soldiers, 

Soul.  Then  your  reports  sound  nooght  but 

death  and  war. 
Mor,  The  Christians  would  not  lend  an  ear 

to  peace. 
Sophy,  Since  they  demean  themselves  so  ho- 
nourably, 
This  earth  shall  give  them  honourable  graves. 
Tur.  By  pride  herself  are  their  proud  ensigns 
bom: 
War  in  their  tongues  sits ;  in  their  fiices  scorn. 

Sotil,  Our  resolutions  shall  control  base  fears. 
We  are  proud  as  they ;  our  swords  shall  answer 
theirs. 


^  Poor  L — This  expression  is  ridiculed  in  The  Rekearsal,  A.  3.  S.  5  : 

*'  Pray  let  us  two  this  single  boon  obtain,  ^ 
That  you  will  here,  with  poor  us,  still  remain." 
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Sophy,  Didst  t1)0u  deliver  oar  strict  embassy  ? 
Tur,  I  did,  my  lord. 
SauL  Did  they  not  quake  to  hear  it  ? 
Tur,  No  more  than  rocks  shake  with  a  puff 
of  breath ; 
They  come  resolv'd,  and  not  in  fear  of  death. 
Sophy,  LookM  they  not  pale  ? 
Tur,  With  fury,  not  with  fear. 
They  were  mad,  because  yonr  forces  were  not 
there. 
Soul,  Did  you  not  dash  their  spirits  ?  fell  not 
their  eyes 
Down  to  the  earth,  when  thou  didst  speak  of  us  ? 
Went  not  a  fearful  murmur  through  their  host, 
When  thou    did'st  number  our    unnumbered 

power  ? 
Did  not  their  faint  swords  tremble  in  their  hands 
At  that  name  Souldan  ? 

Sophy,  Or  when  thou  nam*dst  me, 
My  power,  my  strength,  my  matchless  chivalry ; 
Fell  they  not  flot  upon  the  earth  with  fear  ? 
Tur,  No,  but  their  proud  hearts  bounded  in 
their  breasts, 
Their  plume;  flew  bravely  on  their  golden  crests : 
And  they  were  ready  to  have  fallen  at  jar, 
Which  of  them  first  should  with  the  Persian  war. 
Mor,  There  was  no  tongue  but  breathed  defr- 
aoce  forth : 
I  could  not  see  a  face  but  menac*d  death : 
No  hand,  but  brandish*d  a  victorious  sword. 
Thev  all  cry  battle,  battle;  peace  defy ; 
And  not  a  heart  but  promised  victory. 

Soiil,  There's  not  an  heart  sludl  scape  our 
tyranny, 
Since  tliey  provoke  our  indignation : 
Like  the  vast  ocean  shall  our  courage  rise. 
To  drown  their  pride^  and  all  their  powers  sur- 
prize. 
Sophy,  !M y  scymitar  is  like  the  bolt  of  Jove, 
That  never  toucheth  but  it  strikes  with  death. 
Oh  how  I  long  till  we,  with  spears  in  rests. 
Strike  out  the  lightning  from  their  high-plum'd 
crests. 
Soul,  I  would  bum  off  this  beard  in  such  a 
flame. 
As  I  could  kiudle  with  my  puissant  blows  : 
Yet  the  least  hair  I  value  at  more  worth 
Than  all  the  Christian  empire, 

Sophy,  Speak,  brave  Souldan, 
^3  Shall  our  bar*d  horses  climb  yoqd*  mountain 

tops, 
And  bjci  them  battle  where  they  pitch  their  tents? 


Soul*  ^Courage  cries,  on;  but  good  advice 
saith,  stay. 
Experience  bids  us  fight  another  way^. 
Why  should  we  tire  our  troops  in  search  of  them. 
That  with  audacious  boldness  seek  out  us  ? 
Let  us  stand  to  receive  them  when  thev  come, 
And  with  a  grove  of  pikes  growing  on  this  earth, 
Where  now  no  tree  appears,  toss  up  their  bodies, 
Whose  coarses  by  your  strong  arms  kept  aloof 
May  hang  like  bloody  pendants  on  your  staves. 

Sophy,  Oh  sight  best  pleasing  to  the  Persian 
gods! 

I'ur,  In  the  skies  forehead  shall  the  bright 
sun  stand 
AmazM  to  view  that  glorious  spectacle. 
And  with  the  pleasing  sight  forget  his  way. 
To  grace  our  trophy  with  perpetual  day. 

Mttr,  But  how  shall  we  receive  their  armed 
troops  ? 
What  special  order  will  your  grace  assign 
To  them  that  shall  command  your  companies? 

Soul,  It  shall  be  thus.    This  way  the  Chris* 
tians  march ; 
The  body  of  our  Host  shall  stay  behind. 
To  be  a  strength  to  fair  Jerusalem. 
But  we  with  certain  soldiers  secretly 
Will  lie  in  ambush :  the  great  Persian  Sophy, 
With  Tumus,  and  a  chief  command  of  men. 
Shall  guard  that  way :  myself,  and  thou  Moretes, 
Will  keep  this  passage  with  a  troop  select. 
To  seize  on  their  fore-runners,  scouts,  and  spies. 
Assist  us.  Fate  ;  ere  lone  the  world  shall  know 
Our  {^lories  by  the  Christians'  overthrow. 
This  IS  my  quarter :  these  my  men  shall  be. 

Sophy.  Moretes,  thou  and  these  shall  fbllow 
me.  [Ej^eunt, 

Enter  Robert  of  Normandy, 

Rob,  Oh,  whither  will  blind  love  conduct  my 
steps  ? 
Prince  Tancred's  dear,  and  English  Robert's  joy, 
Is  fled  in  secret,  and  hath  left  our  tents. 
Thus,  like  an  errant  and  adventurous  knight, 
I  have  left  the  host  to  follow  her  fiiir  search, 
And  durst  not  trust  the  air  with  my  intent. 
This  way,  tliey  say,  she  went;  the  camp's  secure* 
This  way,  unknown,  in  secret  I  pursue  her. 

Enter  Charles. 

Char,  This  way  my  love  went  like  a  shooting 
star, 
I  Whose  blazing  train  doth  gild  the  firmament. 


*)  8haU  our  hm>d  kone$,  &c.— The  bar*d  horses  are  the  barbed  hprses,  i,  e.  bories  adorned  witi) 
trappings^    So  in  TV  MiracU$  ^  JUotes,  by  Drayton : 

^  There  floats  the  bar'd  steed  with  his  rider  drown'd." 

See  Note  on  King  Richard  III,  Shakspeare,  Vol.  VII.  p.  4.  edit.  1778.      3, 
*^  Qonr^ge  qiet,  &c.— So,  in  The  Rthearaal,  A.  3.  S.  5  : 

**  Shall  I  to  honour,  or  to  love  give  way  ? 
(h  09,  erpe$  h^mur  ;  tefuier  kre  sa^s^  fia»j,'* 
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Soch  glorions  beauty  adds  the  to  the  way. 
Making  the  dark  nieht-paths  shine  bright  as  day. 
Ye  boaoured  arms  tarewei,  aod  camp  adieu, 
I  do  tbnake  rovself  her  to  pursue. 

Rob,  Behold  a  traveller !  1  will  enquire 
If  chance  hath  cast  his  eye  upon  my  love. 

Char.  I  was  about  to  ask  of  yonder  man. 
Whether  her  beautv  had  enrich'd  his  sight: 
Bat  'til  my  rival  Robert ;  Charles,  obscure  thee ; 
For  should  he  see  thee,  he  would  quickly  judge 
What  adamant  had  drawn  me  to  these  woods. 
One  case  I  see  hath  made  us  errauts  both. 
To  be  found  wandering  tlms  I  should  be  loth. 

Rob,  Love  that  drew  me  hath  drawn  that 
knight  along, 
Being  but  a  child,  a  giant's  not  so  strong. 

Enter  Soulpan,  Moretes,  and  Soldiers, 

Soul,  Stand,  Christians ;  by  your  crosses  on 
your  breasts 
Te*re  mark'd  for  death,  and  base  destruction. 
Rob,  What  are  ye,  that,  like  cowards,  with 
such  odds 
Assault  us  thus  unfumish'd.  for  the  wars. 
Saul,  I  am  the  Souldan;  these  my  men  at 
arms. 
That  lie  to  intercept  you,  and  prepare 
For  your  accursed  lives  this  fatal  snare. 
Char,    The  Souldan,   the  grand  enemy  to 
Christ, 
The  deviPs  lieutenant,  viceroy  under  him ! 
Brave  English  Robert,  since  our  frowning  stars 
Have  brought  us  to  this  narrow  exigent, 
And  train'd  us  hither  with  a  chain  of  love 
To  perish  by  the  swords  of  infidels, 
Stand  foot  to  foot. 
Rob,  Tush,  I  am  Pagans^  swords  prodf ;  and 
my  stars 
Have  mark'd  me  for  a  conqueror  in  these  wars. 
Soul,  iTpon  them,  soldiers;  pity  they  despise, 
Scarce  can  the  world  afibrd  a  richer  prize. 

[Alarum, 

Theyfight^  and  are  both  taken. 

Char,  Thou  glorious  eye  of  heaven,  be  ever 
blind; 
Mask  thy  bright  face  in  clouds  eternally ; 
Dark  vapours  and  thick  mists  thy  front  embrace ; 
And  never  shine  to  look  on  my  disgrace. 

Rob,  A  prisoner,  Robert !  this  my  comfort  be : 
He  makes  me  bound  that  best  can  set  me  free. 
SoiU,  Take  them  to  guard,  this  entrance  to 
our  wars 
Is  foil  of  spirit,  and  begets  much  hope. 
We  win  not  yet  examiue  what  ye  are, 
Till  tortures  wring  it  from  your  slavish  tongues. 
That  done,  your  bloods  tliese  champions  shall 
embrue ;  [crew. 

Mean  time  we'll  wait  for  more  of  your  loose 


Enter  Guy  with  his  shield,  and  a  Page  brings 
his  sword  and  target :  in  each  of  his  hands  a 
pole-<ise, 

Guy,  I  am  tum*d  wild  man  since  I  us*d  these 
forests ; 
And  I  have  won  more  weapons  in  these  woods. 
From  out-laws,  whom  my  sword  hath  vanquished. 
Than  I  can  carry  on  my  back  with  ease. 
I  have  swords,  targets,  pikes,  and  partisans, 
Pole-axes,  maces,  clubs,  and  horsemen^s  staves. 
Darts,  halberds,  long  swords,  pistols,  petronels. 
All  which  I  have  conquered.    At  this  mountain 

ridge 
Two  villains  with  these  weapons  set  upon  roe : 
But  with  my  sword  I  made  them  turn  their 

heels. 
And  leave  these  trophies  which  I  thus  support 
And  bear  upon  my  shoulders  conqueror-like. 
What !  do  I  see  an  ambush  ?  by  their  arms 
They  should  be  Pagans:  Robert  prisoner ! 
With  him  a  Christian  leader  !  Oh,  my  God  ! 
Thou  hast  either  brought  me  to  revivemy  name 
By  rescuing  these,  or  here  to  die  with  shame. 
Come  life,  come  death;  a banisli'd  man  will  itj 
To  live  with  honour,  or  with  honour  die. 
Robert,    break  from  thy  guard,    make  them 

dismay*d. 
Receive  these  weapons,  Grod  hath  sent  thee  aid. 
Rob,  ^'  God,  and  Saint  George. 
Char,  Now  by  the  Souldan*s  crown, 
If  I  can  wield  this  weai>on«  he  shall  down. 
Guy,  The  Christian  s  God  for  us. 
Soul,  What,  are  they  free  ? 
Alarum  drums,  the  heathen  powers  for  me. 

[They  fight ;  the  Pagans  are  beaten  eff^ 
Guy  departs  suddenly, 
Rob,  Some  angel,  in  the  habit  of  a  kuight, 
Hath  rescued  us :  such  heavy  downright  blows 
Could  never  come  from  any  mortal  arm. 
For  every  blow  he  reacird  was  certain  death. 
Char,  What  is  that  power,  if  heavenly  power 
he  be,  ^ 

That  we  may  laud  and  praise  his  deity? 

Rob,  Departed  on  a  sudden  ere  we  know. 
To  whom  our  freedoms  and  our  lives  we  owe ! 

Char,  By  that  inscription  graven  on  his  shield| 
We  may  perhaps  descry  him  in  the  camp  ; 
Cease  admiration  then :  let  tiieee  events 
Hasten  our  steps  back  to  survey  our  tents. 

[Eseuntf 

Enter  severally  Godfrey  and  Tancred. 

Tan.  Godfrey ! 
God,  Tancred! 

Tan,  Well  met,  my  lords,  in  these  unpeopled 
paths : 
What  hath  your  love  made  you  to  leave  the  fieldf 


♦«  IM|  tmd  SaiiU  GeoT^e.-Set  Note  ?  tP  the  Pvimtrnf  HTak^Uld,  VoL  L  p.  446, 
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God,  Godfrey  ne*er  dreamt  to  hare  met  with 

Taacred  here  : 
The  lady  that  hath  fled  from  our  chaste  love 
(Whom  Tancred  I  do  more  affectionate. 
Because  she  much  resembles  my  fair  sister) 
Hath  caused  me  so  much  to  forget  myself. 
And  /play    the    wanderer   in   these  unknown 

woods —  [^^  march. 

But  softy  that  drum  should  speak  the  Pagaii*s 

tongue : 
I  fear  we  are  betray'd ;  ay,  ay,  'tis  so : 
Toncred,  we  are  round  compast  by  the  foe. 

SouLDAN,  Sophy,  and  Soidiers,  encompass  (he 
Christian  Princes :  Enter  Eustace,  and  set 
them  free, 

Eus,  Thank  me  for  this;   for,  next  th'  Al- 
mighty powers,  [lives. 
I  have  been  the  means  to  save  your  desperate 
Now,  Chrbtian  Princes,  I  am  quit  with  you 
For  all  the  grace  you  have  done  me  in  the  camp ; 
^nd  now  you  owe  me  for  my  banishment. 
And  though  you  have  exilM  me  from  your  tents. 
You  have  not  power  to  keep  from  the  wars. 
Upon  this  shield  I  bear  the  Grocers'  arms, 
Unto  which  trade  I  was  enrol'd  and  bound : 
And,    like   a  strange  knight,    I   will  aid   the 

Christians : 
Thou  trade,  which  did*st  sustain  my  poverty, 
Did'st,  helpless,  help  me;  though  I  left  thee  then. 
Yet  that  the  world  shall  see  I  am  not  ingrate, 
Or  scorning  that,  which  gave  my  fortunes  breath, 
I  will  enlarge  these  anns.  and  make  their  name 
The  original  and  life  of  all  my  fame. 
But  I  am  tir*d  with  travel,  shield  lie  there : 
Oh  that  I  could  but  see  that  lustly  spirit, 
My  arch-foe,  rival  in  my  banishment. 
To  be  reveng*d,  and  end  my  hostile  hate  ! 
Ill  dream  I  flvht  with  him  to  ease  my  spleen, 
And  in  that  thought  I  lay  me  on  this  green. 

[Sleeps, 

Enter  Guy  with  a  Paper  and  his  Shield, 

Guy,  Arms,  ye  are  full  of  hope  and  sweet 
success. 
The  famous  art,  whose  honoured  badge  ye  are, 
First,  when  I  liv*d  'mongst  London-prentices, 
Gave  me  an  honest  and  a  pleasant  life. 
Now  in  these  woods  have  won  me  fame  and  ho- 
nour: 
And  I  have  rescued  princes  f^ith  this  shield : 
And  princes  are  indebted  to  these  arms. 
And  if  I  live,  in  memory  of  this. 
Within  tlieir  fair  hall  shall  this  scutcheon  hang 
Till  some  smooth  pen  historify  ray  name. 
What  object's  that  ?  a  knight  asleep  or  dead  ? 
Oh,  'tis  the  bass  and  ground  of  all  my  liate ; 
r|l.  kill  the  villain :  oh  dishonoured  tliougbt ! 
Art  thon  not  son  unto  the  Boloign  duke. 


And  canst  thou  hatch  dishonour?  Arcb-foe,  live, 
I  scorn  advantage,  should  1  fight  with  Mars. 
He  bears  tliis  shield  I  will  exchange  with  his. 
And  leave  a  motto  written  in  mine  own 
Shall  make  him  quake  to  read.   Beswifl  my  pen, 
T'aflright  his  sense  when  he  sh.nll  wake  again. 
Tis  done.     Then  go  with  me;  and  mine  stay 

here. 
Which  in  despight  of  thee,  base  knight,  I  wear. 

[Exit. 
Eus,  The  hours  have  over-run  me  witli  swift 
pace. 
And  time  hath  fastened  to  him  swallows*  wings. 
Come  swurd,  come  shield ;   but  soft,  thou  art  a 

stranger, 
And  pardon  me  good  shield,  I  know  thee  not. 
What  have  we  here? 

Ask  not  who  that  shield  doth  owe^ 
For  he  is  thy  mortal  foe : 
And  wherever  he  sees  that  shield^ 
City,  boroughf  grove,  orfcld. 
He  that  bears  it,  bears  his  bttne. 
By  his  hand  he  must  be  slain, 
Ihine,  in  spite  of  thee,  he* U  bear ^ 
(If  thou  dar*st)  his  scutcheon  wear. 
He  writ  this,  that  thy  shield  will  keep. 
And  might  have  slain  thee  being  asleep, 

Tis  a  fine  fellow;  by  this  light,  he  i» 

An  honest  rogue,  and  hath  a  good  conceit. 

Wear  it  ?  Til  wear  it.     If  I  do  not !   well. 

He  needed  not  to  have  put  iu  the  *^  word  ; 

For  I  dare ;  dare  I  ?  he  shall  see  I  dare. 

Belike  he  fears  I  dare  not  challenge  mine. 

Were*t  fastened  to  tlie  arm  of  Belzebub, 

I  would  fight  with  him  with  firebrands  for  my 

shield. 
But  dares  he  wear  mine?  on  my  life  he  dares: 
I  love  him  like  my  brother  for  this  act : 
And  I  will  bear  this  shield  with  as  much  pride^ 
As  sate  I  iu  a  chariot  by  Jove's  side. 
Shine  bright,  my  stars,  to  do  me  some  fair  grace. 
Bring  us  to  meet  in  some  auspicious  phice. 

[Exit, 

Enter  Bf.lla  Franca  and  the  French  Lady 
flying,  pursued  by  the  Clown, 

Clown,  Nay,  you  cowardly  lady,  that  run 
away  from  the  camp,  aud  dare  iM>t  stand  to  it, 
I  am  glad  I  have  light  on  you;  choose  your 
weapon,  choose  your  weapon ;  I  am  a  soldier, 
and  a  martial  man,  and  I  will  oflfer  you  the 
right  of  arms:  if  you  vanquish  roe,  I'll  be  your 
captive;  if  you  be  cast  down,  1*11  carry  you  back 
prisoner. 

F,  Lady,  I  wear  a  weapon  that  I  dare  not 
draw ! 
Fie  on  this  womauish  fear ;  what  shall  I  do  ? 


ffonl— 4.  e.  dare;  which  u  pat  m  the  margin  of  both  the  quartos  is  part  of  the  text. 
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B.  Fran»  Some  of  my  fatber*s  spirit  revives  in 


me; 


Give  me  thy  weapon,  boy,  and  thou  shalt  see, 
I  for  us  both  will  win  sweet  liberty. 

Clown,  I  was  never  so  over-reach*cl ;  and,  but 
for  shame,  and  that  I  am  a  man  at  arms,  I 
would  run  away,  and  take  me  to  my  legs.  Have 
at  thee,  sweet  lady. 

At  tkeyjigkt,  Eustace  comet  in, 

Eut^  Base  villain,  dar*st  thou  offer  violence 
Ualo  a  hidy ;  stay,  maintain  thy  challenge. 

Clomm.  You  tliink  you  have  a  foul  in  liand ; 
DO,  by  my  faith,  not  I.  If  you  have  any  busi- 
ness to  the  camp,  farewel;  I  am  running  thither 
as  fast  as  I  can.  [Exit, 

Eut.  Mount  up,  my  soul,  unto  the  height  of 

Saving  my  foe,  whose  honoured  shield  I  bear, 
None  liviug  did  I  more  desire  to  meet. 
B,  Fran,   Saving  those  Christian  lords  that 

seek  my  love. 
None  living  did  (  mure  desire  to  shun. 
Eut,  Well  met,   brave  Saint,   iu  these   un- 
peopled paths, 
Fear  no  rude  force,  for  I- am  civil  born. 
Descended  from  a  princely  parentage. 
And  though  an  exile  from  the  Christian's  camp, 
Yet  in  my  heart  I  wear  the  cross  of  Christ, 
Even  in  as  deep  a  crimson  as  the  best. 
Love  me,  though  I  am  landless,  and  remote 
From  tlie  fair  clime  where  first  I  breathed  this 

air; 
Yet  know  I  bear  a  kingdom  in  this  sword, 
Aod,  ere  I  die,  look  to  behold  this  front 
Eropal'd  and  circled  with  a  royal  crown. 
JB.  Fran,  I  never  mark*d  this  gallant  half  so 

much: 
He  bath  my  brother's  eye,  my  father*s  brow, 
And  he  is  Eustace  all  from  top  to  toe. 

Eut,  I  had  a  sister,  lady,  with  that  red 
That  gives  a  crimson  tincture  to  your  cheek ; 
With  such  a  band  hid  in  a  glove  of  snow, 
That  spake  all  mosick,    like   your    heavenly 

tongue ; 
And  for  her  sake,  fair  saint,  I  honour  you. 
B.  Fran,  I  had  a  brother,  had  not  the  rude 

seas 
Deprived  me  of  him,  with  that  manly  look. 
That  grace,  that  courage,  I  behold  m  you. 
A  prince,  whom  had  the  rude  seas  never  seen, 
Even  such  another  had  young  Eustace  been. 
£iii.  Eustace !  even  such  an  accent  gave  her 

tongue. 
So  did  my  name  sound  in  my  sister's  mouth. 
(Ml,  Bella  Franca,  were't  thou  not  obscur*d 
Within  a  dood  and  mask  of  poverty ; 
Such  fame  ere  this  had  thv  rare  virtues  won. 
Thus  bad  thy  beauty  check'd  th'  all-seeing  sun. 
B.  Fran.  It  is  my  brother  Eustace. 
Eut,  View  Iter  well. 
Imagine  her  but  thus  attir'd,  and  she 
Woiiid  Bella  Franca  and  my  sister  be. 


B.  Fran,  But  strip  my  brother  from  bis  pren- 
tice coat. 
His  cap,  his  common  soldier's  base  disguise ; 
Even  such  a  gallant  as  this  seems  to  me, 
Such  would  my  brother,  my  sweet  Eustace,  be. 

Eut,  'Sister ! 

B,  Fran.  Brother ! 

Eut,  Make  me  immortal  then ;  by  heaven  I 
vow, 
I  am  richer  than  the  Persian  Sophy  now. 

B,  Fran,  All  Asia  flows  not  with  more  plen- 
teous treasure, 
Than  I,  to  embrace  my  brother,  my  heart's 

pleasure. 
How  did  you  scape  the  waves  ? 

Eut,  Hbw  have  you  past 
The  perilous  land,  and  crost  the  seas  so  vast  ? 

B,  Fran,  Where  are  my  brothers,  Eustace  ? 

Eut,  Oh,  those  words 
Pierce  to  my  heart  like  darts  and  pointed  swords; 
Omit  these  passions,  sister,  they  are  dead. 
But  to  forget  these  griefs,  what  youth  is  this? 

F,  Lady,  Page  to  the  Prince  of  France. 

Eut,  Tis  he  I  hate. 
As  chief  occasion  of  my  banishment. 

B.  Fran,  Yet,  my  sweet  brother,  do  not  blame 
the  youth, 
Full  well  he  hath  demean'd  himself  with  me. 
He  never,  since  we  entred  in  these  woods. 
Left  me  in  my  distress ;  when  we  alone 
Sit  in  these  desarts,  never  by  rude  force 
Did  do  me  the  least  shame,  or  violence. 

F.  Lady,  A  good  cause  why  I  lead  so  chaste  a 
life, 
A  jealous  man  may  trust  me  with  his  vn(e, 

Eut.  Well,  sirrah,  for  your  truth  and  honesty 
I  pardon  thee,  though  I  detest  thy  lord. 

F.   Ladi^,   Then   let  me  change  my  habit, 
gentle  sir, 
Lest  in  this  shape  I  chance  to  meet  my  master. 
Then,  if  you  please,  I'll  cloath  me  like  a  lady, 
And  wait  upon  your  sister  in  your  tent. 

Eut.  Nay,  if  it  please  thee,  I  am  well  content. 

F.  Ladjf.  My  plot  is  good ;  well,  howsoe'er  it 
prove. 
Twill  either  end  my  life,  or  win  my  love.      [^o 

Eut.  Come,  best  part  of  myself,  we  now  will 
To  wail  our  foitunes,  and  discourse  our  woe. 
I  will  disguis'd  unto  the  famous  siege. 
And  in  these  arms  make  known  my  valour's  proof: 
You  shall  in  secret  in  my  tent  abide. 
I  to  atchieve  fame  will  my  spiriu  employ, 
Afier  this  grief  my  heart  divuies  mucn  joy. 

[  Exeunt. 

Enter  Robert  and  Tancred,  Godfrey  and 
Charles,  with  their  Shieldt  and  Seutdieonty 
Drum  and  Soldiert;  Oot>trey*s  Shield,  having 
a  Maidenhead  wit  ha  Crown  in  it;  CuaIiles's 
Shield  the  Haberdathert*  Amu, 

Rob,  Behold  the  high  walls  of  Jerusalem, 
Which  Titus  and  Vespasian  once  brake  down : 
I  From  off  these  turrets  have  the  ancient  Jews 
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Seen  worlds  of  people  mustering  on  these  plains. 
Ob,  princes,  which  of  all  yoar  eyes  are  dry, 
To  look  upon  this  temple,  now  destroyed  i 
Yonder  did  stand  the  great  Jehovah's  bouse, 
In  midst  of  all  his  people,  there  be  dwelt : 
Vessels  of  gold  did  serve  his  sacrifice. 
And  with  him  for  the  people  spake  the  priests. 
There  was  the  ark,  the  shewbread,  Aaron*s  rod. 
Sanctum  sanctorum ^  and  the  Cherubins. 
Now  in  that  holy  place,  where  God  himself 
Was  personally  present.  Pagans  dwell ; 
False  gods  are  rear'd,  each  temple  idols  bears. 
Oh,  who  can  see  this,  and  abstam  from  tears  ? 
God,  This  way,  this  sacred  path  our  Saviour 

trod, 
When  he  came  riding  to  Jerusalem, 
Whilst  the  religious  people  spread  his  way 
With  flowers  and  garments,  and  Hosanna  cry'd. 
Yonder  did  stand  the  great  church,  where  he 

taught. 
Confuting  all  the  Scribes  and  Pharisees. 
This  place  did  witness  all  his  miracles : 
Withm  this  place  did  stand  the  judgment  seat, 
Where  Pontms  Pilate  with  the  elders  sate. 
Where  they  condemned  him  to  be  whipp'd  and 

crown'd. 
To  be  derided,  mock*d,  and  cniclfied. 
His  hands  bor'd  through  with  nails,  his  side  with 

spears. 
Oh,  who  can  see  this  place,  and  keep  bis  tears  ? 
Char,  On  yond'  side  of  the  town  he  died  for  us : 
At  whose  departure  all  these  walls  did  shake, 
And  the  destroyed  temples  veil  did  rend : 
The  groves  are  to  be  seen,  from  which  ghosts  rose: 
There  stood  the  cross,  there  stands  the  sepulchre: 
The  place  still  bears  the  name  of  Dead  men's 

bones. 
And  still  the  tomb  our  Saviour's  livery  wears. 
What  eye  can  see  it,  and  not  melt  in  tears? 

Tan.  No  soldier  but  shall  look  with  reverence 
Upon  these  fair  and  glorious  monuments. 
To  swear,  or  speak  propbanely,  shall  be  death. 
I  cast  my  heart  as  low  as  to  this  earth. 
And  wish  that  I  could  march  upon  my  knees, 
In  true  submission,  and  right  holy  zeal. 
Oh,  since  our  wars  are  ^^  God's,  abandon  fears. 
But,  in  contrition  weep  repentant  tears. 

Rob.  Sound  a  parlee;  I  see  your  hearts  are 

fir'd. 
Your  souls  with  victory  from  heaven  inspired. 

Sound  a  parlee.    Enier^  upon  the  n/alls,  Soul- 
dan,  SoPHYy  TURNUS,   MOAETES.      SoldiCTS. 

Flourish, 

Soul.  Why  swarm  these  Christians  to  our  city 
walls  ? 
Look  (foreigners),  do  not  the  lofty  spires, 
And  these  cloud-kissing  turrets  that  you  see. 
Strike  deadly  terror  in  your  wounded  souls  ? 


Go,  Persian,  flourish  my  vermilKon  flag. 
Advance  my  standard  high,  the  sight  whereof 
Will  drive  these  stragglers  in  disordered  ranks. 
And  in  a  burly  burly  throng  tliem  hence. 

P.  Sophy.  See  how  they  quake,  to  view  ou 
martial  looks ! 
As  when  a  sturdy  Cyclops  rears  aloft 
A  boisterous  truncheon  *mongst  a  troop  of  dwarfl 

God.  Souldan  ^uid  Sophy,  ye  damn'd  hell 
hounds  both. 
So  quakes  the  eagle  to  behold  a  gnat, 
The  lion  to  behold  a  marmoset, 
m  beard  and  brave  you  in  your  own  belief, 
As  when  the  heathen  god,  whom  you  call  Jove 
Warr'd  with  the  giant,  great  £nceladtts« 
And  flun^  him  from  Olympus  two-topp'd  moant 
The  swains  stood  trembling  to  behotcl  his  fall, 
That  witli  his  weight  did  make  the  earth  to  groai 
So,  Souldan,  look,  when  I  have  scal'd  these  walls 
And  won  the  place  where  now  thou  stand's 

secure. 
To  be  hurl'd  head-long  from  the  proodest  towei 
In  scorn  of  tbee,  thy  false  gods,  and  their  powei 

Char.  We  will  assail  you  like  rebounding  rocks 
Bandied  against  the  battlements  of  heaven : 
We'll  turn  thy  city  into  desart  plains : 
And  th]^  proud  spires  that  seeiA  to  kiss  the  cloud 
Shall  with  their  gilt  tops  pave  the  miry  streets. 
As  all  too  base  for  us  to  march  upon. 
Seest  thou  this  shield  ?  however  this  device 
Seems  not  to  rank  with  emperors;  Souhlan,  kno^ 
This  shield  shall  give  thy  fatal  overthrow. 

SouL  Such  peals  of  thunder  did  I  never  heat 
I  think  that  very  words  these  walls  will  tear. 

God.  This  shield  you  see  includes  two  mvsti 
A  virgin  crown'd,  it  is  the  Mercers  Arms,  [rie 
Withal  the  picture  of  my  love  that's  fled. 
Both  these  I'll  grace,  and  add  to  them  thy  beac 

Sophy.   Methinks  I  see  pale  death  fly  froi 
their  words : 
Their  speech  so  strong ;  how  powerful  are  the 
swords ! 

Char,  Since  first  I  bore  this  shield,  I  quartere 
With  this  red  lion,  whom  I  singly  once  [i 

Slew  in  the  forest ;  thus  much  have  I  already 
Added  unto  the  Haberdashers  Arms. 
But  ere  I  leave  these  fair  Judaean  bounds. 
Unto  this  lion  I'll  add  all  your  crowns. 

Tur.  Send  for  some  prisoners;  martyr,  tortm 
them 
Even  in  the  face  of  all  the  Christian  host. 

Soul,  tt  shall  be  so,  Moretes,  bring  them  fortl 

Rob.  No  drop  of  blood  falls  from  a  Cbristiai 
heart. 
But  thy  heart's  blood  shall  ransooK 

Enter  some  bringing  forth  Old  Earl  of  BoLOlGV 
and  other  Prisoners  bound. 

Soul.  Bring  them  forth. 


^7  God's.— The  second  edition  reads  flif. 
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Derise  new  tortures :  oh,  for  some  rare  artist, 
That  could  invent  a  death  more  terrible 
Than  are  the  everlastin);  pan^  of  hell ! 

O.  £,  hoi.  Oil,  brethren,  let  not  me  move  you 
to  roth: 
Happy  is  he  that  suffers  for  the  truth. 
The  joys  to  come  eicceed  the  present  i^rief; 
Secure  yourselves,  for  Christ  is  my  relief. 

God,  Why  shrinks  the  warm  blood  from  my 
troubled  heart } 

Char,   Why  starts  my  hair  up  at  this  heavy 
sight? 

(Sod,  Say,  father,  are  not  you  the  Boloign  earl  ? 

0.  £.  BoL  Fair  son,  I  was  the  happy  Uoloign 
earl; 
But  now  my  son 

Char*  Call  no  man  son  but  me« 
Father,  my  sword  shall  win  you  liberty.        [be  : 

God,  Peace,  forged  bastard,  whatsoe'er  thou 
My  reverend  father,  call  none  son  but  me, 
For  in  this  sword  doth  rest  thy  liberty. 

Char,  Such  mercy,  as  my  sword  affords  to 
Pagans, 
He  finds  that  calls  me  bnstard ;  I  am  Charles, 
Father,  you  know  me  since  I  rescued  you, 
i  am  your  only  son,  the  rest  are  dead. 

O.  jc.  BoL  I  know  thee,  Charles. 

God.  But,  father,  I  am  Godfrey ; 
That  by  my  valour  have  regained  your  right ; 
Have  got  your  dukedom  from  th'insulting  French, 
And  am  myself  invested  Boloign's  Duke. 

O.  E.  lioL  I  know  thee,  Godfrey. 

Char.  Godfrey! 

God,  Brother  Charles ! 
The  confident  assnrance  of  thy  death 
Made  me  to  give  the  lye  to  my  own  thoughts. 

Char.  The  self-same  strong  opiuion  blinded 
Else  for  my  brother  I  had  chiuleng*d  thee,  [me, 
Brother,  you  might  have  known  me  by  the  arms 
Which  I  have  bom  in  honour  of  my  trade. 

God,  Ahy  but  ^  the  resolution  of  tliy  death 
Made  me  to  lose  such  thought. 

Rob,  Let  us  rejoice. 
And  to  your  plausive  fortunes  give  our  voice. 

God.  Prince  Robert,  did  the  time  afford  us 
leave,  • 
We  would  discourse  the  sum  of  our  escapes : 
Bat  to  our  father's  rescue. 

Char.  Yield  him,  slaves. 

Soul.  Tush,  we  will  keep  him  spight  of  all 
your  braves. 

God.  Be  that  our  quarrel. 

Char,  Witli  courage,  courage  strives. 
We  fight  for  Christ,  our  father,  and  our  lives. 

Sophy,   Here  stands  my  ensign,  and  by  it  a 
crown. 
That  you  shall  know  the  Persian  honourable, 

[Seti  up  his  standard  and  crown* 


He  that  can  fetch  this  ensign  from  the  walls, 
(Which  I  myself  will  guard,)  and  leave  some  token 
Behind  him,  that  his  sword  hath  conquered  it. 
He  shall  enjoy  them  both. 

SouL  And  nere  stands  mine, 

[Sets  up  his  standard  and  <:rozcn. 
The  Babylonian  emperor's  royal  standard. 
By  it  I  plant  the  rich  Sicilian  crown. 
Guarded  by  me  and  my  all-conquerinc;  troopo. 
He  that  but  leaves  a  note  he  hath  been  hert . 
And  scapes  unslain,  although  he  win  them  no:, 
That  Christian  will  I  honour. 

Rob.  Drums,  alarum. 

SouL  As  loud  and  proud  defiance  our  drum 
sounds. 

God,  For  Christ,  my  father,  conquest,  and  two 
crowns.  [Exeunt,    Aiarum, 

The  Christians  are  repulsed.  Enter,  at  two 
several  doors,  Guy  and  Eustace,  ciimb  up 
the  walls,  and  beat  the  Pagans,  take  away 
the  crowns  on  their  heads,  and  in  the  stead 
hang  up  the  contrary  shields,  and  bring  away 
the  ensigns,  flourishing  them  several  ways. 

Enter  Souldan,  Sophy,  Moretes,  Turnus, 

with  Soldiers, 

Soul.  Now  the  first  wall  is  won,  the  ensigns 
seiz'd. 
The  crowns  surpriz'd,  the  Christians  have  the 

day: 
What,  shall  we  leave  the  town  ? 
All.  Aye,  leave  the  town. 
Sophy.  'lis  best,  'tis  best  to  take  us  to  the 

field. 
Tur,  I  think  'tis  best  that  we  make  good  the 
breach. 
And  have  no  thought  of  marching  towards  the 

field : 
We  leave  a  place  of  much  security. 
All,  Why  then  make  good  the  breach. 
Sonl,  It  shall  be  so. 
Gather  our  forces  to  make  good  the  breach. 
Sophy.  Tush,  why  should  we  be  pent  up  m  a 
town? 
Let's  ope  the  gates  and  boldly  issue  out. 
Leaving  some  few  pikes  to  make  good  the  breach. 
Whatsay  you,  lords? 

Lords,  Then  let  us  issue  out. 
AIL  Set  ope  the  gates,  and  let  us  issue  out. 
SouL  And  so  expose  us  to  the  general  spoiL 
Keep  the  gates  shut,  defend  them  manfully. 
These  Chnstians  fight  Uke  devils;  keep  fast  the 

gates,  , 

And  once  again  let  us  make  good  the  wall. 
AIL  Make  good  the  walU,  make  pood  the 
walls.  [Exeunt. 


^  TV  re«>2a«oa-i.  e.  the  conviction,  the  being  assured.    See  Note  «S  to  Toacrcd  and  GiimimAi, 
Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  II.  p.  ISi.  edit.  1780. 
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Enter  at  one  door  Robert  and  Charles,  thei^ 
meet  Eustace  with  his  Trophy :  enter  at  ano~ 
ther  door  Godfrey,  Tancred;  they  meet 
Guy  with  his  Trophy, 

Rob,    Triumphant  honour  hovers  o'er  our 
arms : 
What  gallant  spirit  bravely  hath  born  hence 
The  emperor's  standard^  slaughtered  his  proud 

guard, 
And  in  the  stead  thereof  hung  up  his  shield  ? 

Eus,  Witness  this  royal  crown  upon  my  head, 
I  seized  the  ensign,  I  hung  up  that  shield. 

God,  What  puissant  arm  snatchM  hence  the 

Sophy's  standard  ? 
Guy,  This  crown  upon  my  head  says  it  was  I. 
Char,    Forgetful  Charles,  brave  Robert  see 
the  knight. 
Whose  valour  freed  us  from  the  Souldan's  hands. 
Rob»  Renowned  Christian,  ever  honoured  be, 
It  was  thy  sword  procured  us  liberty. 

Eus.  By  heaven  not  I,  I  never  came  in  place. 
Where  Robert,  or  that  gallant,  were  distressed  : 
But  there  are  others  thankless,  whom  I  freed. 
And  now  too  proud  forget  that  honoured  deed. 
God.  Twas  he  releas'd  us;  honoured  stran- 
ger, thanks ; 
But  they  are  idle  offerings  from  true  hearts. 
Prince  Tancred  and  myself  owe  thee  our  lives. 
Guy.  You  mock  me,  princes,  never  did  my 
sword 
Drink  drop  of  Pagans*  blood  to  set  you  free : 
But  Robert  and  that  prince  unthankful  be. 
Char,  Whose  shield  is  that  ? 
Eus.  Mine. 

Char.  Then  to  you  we  owe 
Thanks  for  our 'lives,  the  Pagans*  overthrow. 

Eus.  The  shield  I  challenge,  but  the  act  deny, 
I  never  gave  you  life  or  liberty. 
God,  Whose  shield  is  that  r 
Guy,  Mine. 

God.  Then  by  thee  we  live. 
Thou  didst  our  desperate  lives  and  freedom  give. 
Guy.  What  mean  you,  princes,  to  deride  a 
stranger  ? 
These  eyes  did  never  sec  you  two  in  danger. 
Eus.  Who  owes  that  shield  ? 
Guy,  I :  and  who  owes  that? 
Eus,  I. 

Guy,  Thou  know*st  me  then. 
Eus,  Thanks  fortune,  that  I  do. 
Guy,  Have  at  thee,  slave. 
Eus,  Brave  foe,  have  at  thee  too. 

[Fight,  and  are  parted  by  the  Prince. 
God.  Whate'er  your  quarrel  be,  contend  no 
more, 
He  draws  his  sword  *gainst  me  that  fights  agiun : 
For  I  am  foe  to  all  dissension. 
Char,  So  are  we  all,  then  end  these  wars  in 
words. 
The  Pagans  have  employment  for  your  swords. 
Eus,   For  one  blow  more,    take  here  my 
crown  amongst  you. 


Now  that  my  spleen  is  up,  it  will  not  down, 
ril  give  you  all  I  have  for  one  bout  more. 
Guy,  Lords,  take  mine  too :  by  heaven  FU 
pawn  my  life 
Against  the  Souldan's  head,  to  bring  it  you. 
So  you  will  let  us  try  this  mastery. 

Itob,  Kingdoms  nor  crowns  can  hire  it  at  our 
hands, 
It  shall  not  be,  we  say  it  shall  not  be. 
What,  are  you  lords?  we  charge  you  by  his 

honour. 
Whom  in  your  outward  habit  you  profess. 
To  tell  us  both  what  and  from  whence  ye  ar^. 
Guy,  You  charge  us  deeply.    I  a  bani9h*d 
roan, 
Whom  you  for  mutiny  expulst  the  camp, 
Yet  was  I  leader  of  ten  thousand  French, 
But  thought  by  you  unworthy  of  these  wars. 
Since  my  exile  (prince  Robert  view  me  well) 
I  freed  you  two  from  base  captivity. 
*  rwas  I  that  brought  you  weapons  in  the  v«roods. 
And  then  you  term*d  me  some  celestial  power; 
But  being  now  in  safety,  you  forget 
Your  dangers  past,  and  cancel  that  great  debt. 
Eus,  Nay,    I  am  sure  you  long  to  know 
me  too. 
I  am  your  out-law  brother,  one  of  your  leaders, 
Baiiisird  with  him :  that  from  the  Persian's  rage 
Freed  Tuncred,  and  that  valiant  man  at  arms  ; 
However  now  they  can  forget  my  prowess. 
What  need  you  more,  I  am  he  that  won  this 

crown, 
And  from  these  high  walls  pluck*d  that  ensign 
down. 
Rob,  You  have  redeemed  all  your  offences 
past. 
Deserving  best  in  this  society  : 
But  when  you  freed  me,  you  did  bear  that  shield  ? 
f,  I  did,  but  since  exchang'd  it  with  my 


Guy, 


foe. 


God.  And  you  did  bear  that  shield  ? 

Eus,  True,  I  did  so. 
Ah,  had  I  been  awake,  thou  know'st  my  mind. 
Thou  hadst  writ  thy  ruin  in  blood. 

Guy,  Thy  words  are  mine. 

Char.  Leave  brother  Godfrey,  and  the  Bo* 
loign  duke. 

Eus.  How ! 

Guy,  What! 

Char,  Do  you  not  know  tliese  faces? 

God.  Brother  Charles. 

Eus,  Brother ! 

Guy.  Charles ! 

God,  V\[   question   with  them,    for  may   it 
not  be 
They  might  escape  the  seas  as  well  as  we? 
I  had  a  brother,  sir,  resembled  you. 

Eus.  I  had  a  brother  too  resembled  you. 

Char.  The  Boloigu  duke,  if  ever  you  have 
heard 
Of  such  a  roan,  hnd  once  a  son  like  you. 

Guy.  Aye,  tuid  another  son  as  much  like  you. 

God,  My  brutlier^s  name  was  Eustace. 
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Fsus,  Godfrey  mine. 

0«y.  That  duke  call'd  his  sod  Charles. 

Char.  Mine  call'd  his  Guy. 

God.  My  bmther  Eustace ! 

£us.  Godfrey! 

Char.  Guy ! 

Guy.  And  Charles! 

yJ/Z:  Brothers! 

Rob.  This  accident  breeds  wonders  in  my 

thoughts. 
GotL  Oh,  let  me  curse  that  head  that  envied 

thee. 
Guy.  Nay  curse  my  heart  that  emulated  thee. 
Eut.  My  brother  out-law,  and  my  own  true 

brother  ? 
Char.  For  ever  thus  let  us  embrace  each 

other. 
God.  When  I  was  cast  upon  the  Boloign 
strand, 
I  thought  none  bad  escap*d  the  seas  but  I. 
Guy,  When  I  was  thrown  upou  the  French 
king's  coast, 
I  thought  none  had  escap*d  the  seas  but  I. 
Char,  I  thought  tlie  seas  had  favour*d  none 
but  me, 
When  I  attained  the  shores  of  Italy. 
£ia.  Ireland  took  me,  and  there  I  first  touch'd 
ground. 
Presuming  that  my  brothers  all  were  drown'd. 
Rob,  Were  ye  the  four  young  London  Pren- 
tices, 
That  in  the  ships  were  wreck*d  on  Goodwin's 

sands  f 
Were  said  to  have  perish'di  then  of  no  repute  ? 
Now  come  the  least  of  you  to  lead  an  host, 
And  to  be  found  the  sons  to  a  great  duke  ? 
God,  Witness  my  shield  the  trade  I  have 

profest. 
Guy,  witness  my  shield  I  am  one  among 

the  rest. 
Char,  Witness  thou  mine. 
Eu$.  And  witness  thou  for  me. 
Rob.  We  witness  all  vour  martial  chivalry. 
Eu$,  And  now,  my  foe,  tuni*d  brother,  end 
our  hate. 
And  praise  that  power  divine  who  guides  our 
state. 
Guy.  Divide  we  hands  and  hearts  :  what  ha- 
tred rests. 
Pour  out  in  thunder  on  the  Pagans'  crests. 
Eus.  Our  joys  are  not  at  full,  they  shall  not 
yet 
Know  where  my  sister  anri  their  love  remains, 
Uotil  these  wars  have  end.    Oh,  had  our  God 
Not  laid  our  fortunes  open,  but  a  brother 
Been  brought  in  triumph  to  a  sister^s  bed, 


Clouds  of  despair  had  mask'd  our  sun  of  joy. 
Yet  will  I  keep  her  secret,  and  the  rather, 
To  crown  our  haps  when  we  have  freed  our 
father. 

Enter  Tvnws, 

Tur.  Christians,  once  more  defiance  in  my 
tongue 
Sounds  dismal  terror  in  your  fearful  ears. 
The  princes  whom  I  serve  grieve  they  liave  raui**d 
Such  an  huge  army  in  a  wall  of  stone, 
And  they  are  thus  resolv'd; 
To  leave  all  place  of  scorned  advantages. 
And  in  a  pitch*d  field  end  this  glorious  war. 
Say,  will  ye  meet  them  ? 

Rob.  Though  he  trust  his  strength, 
Yet  will  we  meet  his  forces  face  to  face, 
When  the  dry  earth  shall  quaif  your  bloods  apace. 
Guy.  And  tell  the  SoiUdan  from  a  Christian 
pnnce. 
That  won  from  him  these  colours,  and  this  crown, 
In  that  pitch'd  field  my  head  this  crown  shall  bear. 
And  scarf-like  these  athwart  my  breast  Til  wear. 
Eus.  This  for  die  Persian's  sake  I'll  wear  in 
sight. 
And  under  bis  own  ensign  this  day  fight. 

Char.  Go  tell  the  Souldan  that  he  wears  my 
crown. 
Fortune  hath  given  it  me,  it  is  mine  own. 

God,  If  thou  hast  more  to  say  concerning 
war. 
Omit  thy  braves  and  trifling  circumstance  : 
We*ll  meet  you  sooner  than  you  can  desire. 
Be  gone,  be  gone,  our  hearts  are  all  on  fire. 
'iur.  Brave  lords,  our  conquests  will  be  ho- 
nourable. 
Because  we  have  to  deal  with  honoured  foes : 
Our  pikes  stand  to  receive  you  like  a  wood, 
We'll  ^  fleck  our  white  steeds  in  your  Christian 
blood. 
Tan.  Prepare  to  meet  them,  and  appoint  our 
powers, 
This  day  the  city  and  themselves  are  ours. 
R4)b.  Thou  under  whom  we  fight,  this  day  de- 
fend us. 
For  unto  thy  protection  we  commend  us. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  at  one  door,  with  Drum  and  Colours, 
Souldan,  Sophy,  Mobetes,  Turn  us,  and 
Soldiers. 

Soul.  Great  monarchs,  kings,  and  princes  of 
the  east. 
Ye  come  t'  encounter  with  a  valiant  foe ; 
Such  as  have  swam  huge  rivers,  climb'dthe  Alp^; 
That  can  endure  sharp  hunger;  such  as  shrink  not 


^  PUek — i.  e.  dapple,  spot.    So,  in  Romeo  and  Juliet,  A.  2.  S.  3  : 

*^  And  flecked  darkness  like  a  drunkard  reels. 
Sec  Note  tfiereon  in  Sbakspeare,  Vol.  X.  p.  62,  edit  1778.      S. 
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To  have  their  bloods  sod  with  the  dog-days  heat. 
Nor  to  be  curdled  with  cold  Satarn's  rod. 
What  honour  were  it  for  an  host  of  giants, 
To  combat  with  a  pigmy  nation  ? 
Noy  lords,  the  foe  we  must  encounter  with. 
Is  futl  of  spirit  and  majestick  spleen, 
Strong,  hardy,  and  their  hearts  invincible. 
Destroy  these,  and  you  win  yourselves  a  name, 
And  all  the  nations  of  the  earth  shall  fear  yon. 

Sophy,  The  more  renowned  the  foe  is,  the 
more  famous 
Shall  be  our  conquest,  the  more  ^eat  their  fall. 
Come,  lords,  divide  we  our  battalions. 

Soul,  Be  yours  the  vaward. 

Sophy,  I  will  give  the  charge.  [battle; 

Soul,  Turnus,  have  you  the  rere-ward,  I  the 
Moretes,  thou  this  day  shalt  lead  the  horse ; 
Take  thou  the  cornet,  Tunius,  thou  tlie  archers, 
Be  thine  the  '^  guidon,  I  the  men  at  arms. 
Be  mine  this  ensign. 

Sophy,  Then  mount  our  cannons,  let  our  flank- 
ing pieces 
Rail  on  the  Christian  army  with  wide  mouths, 
For  I  this  day  will  lead  the  forlorn  hope : 
' '  The  camisado  shall  be  given  by  me. 

Tur.  Already  they  have  plac'cl  their  battery, 
Their  ordinance  stand  fit  beat  to  the  flanks. 

Soul,  My  cannoneers  need  no  instruction. 
Come,  let  us  line  our  pikes  with  musketeers, 
And  so  attend  the  Christian's  fatal  charge. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  marchings  Robert,  Takcred,  Godfrey, 
Guy,  Charles,  Ecstace,  Drum  and  Soldiers, 

Rob,  Princes,  this  day  weareespousM  to  death: 
A  better  place  to  die  in,  than  this  vale, 
|n  which  our  Saviour's  sepulchre  remains, 


What  man  in  all  our  army  could  desire  ? 
Speak,  how  have  you  disposed  our  officers? 
God.  Your  grace  is  captain  general  of  the  army, 
Guy,  And,  Godfrey,  you  high  marshal,  and 
master  of  the  camp ; 
And  as  assistants  you  have  under  you 
The  seijeant-major,  quarter-master,  provost. 
And  '^  captain  of  the  spions. 

God,  My  brother  Guy,  chief  general  of  the 
horse, 
To  serve  him  his  lieutenant  colonel 
Captains  and  '^  scout-masters. 

Eus,  My  brother  Charles,  general  of  the  artil- 
lery ;  [tions. 
Under  him  his  lieutenant  commissaries  of  nmnvr 
Gentlemen  of  the  artillery^  colonel  of  pioneers, 
**  Trench-masters,  and  '' carriage-masters. 
Char,  My  brother  Eustace,  treasurer  of  the 
camp; 
And  under  him  the  auditors,  muster-masters,  and 
commissaries. 
Eut,  Prince  Tancred  is  our  royal  secretary, 
Without  whom  nothing  is  concluded  on. 
Thus  are  the  special  offices  disposed. 

Tan.   Princes,  what  order  take  yoif  for  the 

assault  ? 
Hob.  One  half  maintain  the  battery,  beat  the 
walls, 
Whilst  the  other  keeps  tliem  play  in  the  open 
fields. 
God,  We  shall  not  need  to  block  the  breach 
with  forts. 
Victuals  and  forage  are  at  pleasure  ours. 
'^  Stockadoes,  '^  palizadoes,  stop  their  waters. 
Bulwarks  and  ^^  curtains  all  are  batter*d  down, 
And  we  are  safe  intrenched  by  pioneers. 
Our  ^'casemates,  ^^cavaliersand  ^'  counters carfs 


^^  Guidon, — A  standard,  ensign,  or  banner,  nnder  which  a  troop  of  men  of  arms  serve. 

"  T%e  Camiaado, — From  the  Spanish  Comaja,  a  shirt:  a  sodden  assaiilting,  or  surprisal  of  the 
enemy ;  so  termed,  because  the  soldiers  who  execute  it  most  commonly  wear  sknit  over  their  armour, 
or  take  their  enemies  in  their  shirts.    See  CotgrHve. 

^^  Captain  qfthe  spions, — Espions^  Fr.  spies,  troops  of  observation. 

'^  Scout-masters, — It  was  the  duty  of  these  officers  to  attend  to  the  scoots,,  and  to  place  the  watch 
at  night.  See  a  particular  account  of  it  m  Digges's  ArithmeticoU  Treatise^  *iiaifMd  StratioHcoSy  4to, 
1590.  p.  116. 

^^  Trench^masters. — ^The  trench-master  '^  hath  commaundement  over  all  the  pioners,  and  is  to  give 
direction  particularly  for  all  earth  workes  ^whether  they  be  trenches  for  inclosuig  the  camp,  or 

sconces  to  be  made  against  the  enemy,  or  defences  for  the  artUlerie)." Digges's  S^rattoticos,  1590, 

p.  113. 

55  Carriage-masters, — ^The  office  of  the  carriagennaster  "  is  chiefely  to  see  good  order  observed 
both  in  the  marching  and  lodging  of  the  carriages,  that  they  clog  not  up  the  wayes,  nor  one  hinder 
anotlier  in  marching." Digges's  Stratioticos,  1590.  p.  111. 

56  stockadoes,— &  a  pamphlet  published  in  the  last  century,  I  find  a  list  of  requisites  to  be  cairied 
into  the  field,  with  a  train  of  artillery.    Among  other  articles  are  400  stockadoes. 

5J  Palizadoes, — **  A  defence,  or  wall  of  pales,  or  stakes,  or  the  pointed  stakes  in  a  fortification, 
which  hmder  the  enemy  from  scaling  the  work.  A  term  m  war:  it  is  also  taken  for  great  posts  set 
up  in  the  entry  to  a  camp  for  a  defence  against  great  shot." Blount. 

5B  Curtains. — That  part  of  the  wall  or  rampart  that  lies  between  two  bastions. 

5^  Casemates, — A  casemate,  from  the  Fr.  chasmate,  '<  a  loop-hole  in  a  fortified  wall  to  shoot  out  at; 
or,  in  fortification,  a  place  in  a  ditch  out  of  which  to  plague  the  assailants." Blount. 

^  Cavaliers, — Cavaliers  in  fortification  are  heaps  or  masses  of  earth,  raised  in  a  fortress  to  lodge 
the  cannon  for  scouring  the  field,  or  opposing  a  commanding  work.    These  cavaliers  are  sometimes 
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Are  well  sonrey'd  by  all  our  engineers, 
FortiBcationSy  ranipartSy  ^*  parapets ; 
That  we  at  pleasure  may  assault  the  way. 
Which  leads  unto  the  fpte  Antiochia. 
Guy.  Whilst  vott  ^^  mtend  the  walls,  shall  my 
•♦  hard  horse 
Give  a  brave  onset,  shivering  all  their  pikes, 
Arm'd  with  their  ^'  greaves  and  ^^  maces,  and 

broad  swords. 
Proof  ^^  cuirasses,  and  ^*  open  burganets. 
Ckar.  Yet  let  us  look  our  battle  be  well 
mannM 
With  sliot,  bills,  halberds,  and  proof  targetteers. 
£iii.  No  man  but  knows  his  charge.     Bro- 
thers and  friends. 
See  where  they  stand  for  us;  this  night  shall 

hide 
All  their  brifht  glory  which  now  swells  with 
pride. 
SouL  Christians ! 
Eui,  Pagans ! 
Soui,  Benold  our  camp. 
Rob,  Souldan,  survey  ours  too. 
Soul:  From  Ganges  to  the  bay  of  Caleout, 
From  Turkey  autl  tlie  threefold  Araby ; 
From  Sauxin  eastward  unto  Nubia's  bounds, 
From  Lybia  and  the  land  of  Mauritans, 
And  from  the  Red  Sea  to  the  Wilderness, 
Have  we  unpeopled  kingdoms  for  these  wars, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  you  base  Christians. 
Rob,  From  England,  the  best  brood  of  mar- 
tial spirits, 
Whose  walls  the  ocean  washeth  white  as  snow. 
For  which  you  strangers  call  it  Albion ; 
From  France,   a    nation    both  renown'd  and 
fear*d; 


From  Scotland,  Wales,  even  to  the  Irish  coast; 
Beyond  the  pillars  great  Alcides  rear*d ; 
At  Gades  in  Spain  mito  the  Pyrene  hills ; 
Have  we  assembled  men  of  dauntless  spirits, 
To  scourge  you  hence,  ye  damned  infidels. 
Sophy,  within  our  troops  are  sturdy  bai^ds  of 
Moors, 
Of  Babylonians,  Persians,  Bactrians, 
Of  Grecians,  Russians,  ofTartarians,  Turks, 
Even  from  the  floods  that  grow  from  Paradise 
Unto  this  place  where  the  brook  Kedron  runs. 
Guy,  Within  our  troops  are  English,  French, 
Scotch,  Dutch, 
Italians  of  prince  Tancred's  regiment. 
Even  from  the  seas  that  wall  in  Albion, 
As  far  as  any  river  or  brook  runs. 
That  Christian  drinks  on,  have  we  people  here, 
Tur,  To  make  our  streets  red  with  your  Chris- 
tian blood. 
Char,  To  drown  you  slaves  in  a  vermillion 

flood. 
Mor,  To  bum  your  bodies  o'er  your  prophet's 

grave. 
Eu$,  To  lead  your  emperor  captive  like  a 

slave. 
Soul,  To  make  your  guide  trot  by  my  chariot* 

wheel. 
Tan,  To  lash  your  armour  with  these  rods  of 
steel.  [powers, 

Sohpy,  Then  to  extirp  you  all,  ye  Persian 
Assist  our  courage,  make  the  conquest  ours. 
Rob,  God  match  thy  might  with  theirs,  pro* 
tect  us  too ; 
To  let  this  people  knaw  what  thou  canst  do. 
Soul,  A  charge !    a  charge  !    rail  drums,  and 
cannons  roar; 


of  a  round,  sometimes  of  a  square  figure,  the  top  being  bordered  with  a  parapet  to  cover  the  camion 
therein  mounted.    A  cacalier  is  sometimes  called  a  double  bastion. 

^'  C^unttncaift, — ^A  comUeracarf,  or  amtramure,  is  ''  an  out-wall  compassing  the  walls  of  the  city, 
and  placed  before  them  for  themore  siufe-guard." Blount. 

^^  ParapeU, — ^A  parapet  is  *'  a  wall  or  defence  breast  high,  on  the  upper  part  of  a  rampire,  to  de- 
fend from  the  enemies  shot." Blount. 

^  liiUnd — i.  e.  pay  attention  to.    So,  in  Massinger's  Emperor  qf  the  EaU^  A,  1.  S.  1 : 

**  When  you  please, 
You  may  intend  those  royal  exercises 
Suiting  your  birth  and  greatness." 

Ben  Jonson's  Poetaster y  A.  1.  S.  2 : — "  Send  Janus  home  his  back-face  again,  and  look  only  forward 
to  the  law,  iniend  that." 
Maiston's  What  You  WiUy  A,  3.  S.  1 : 

**  Now  is  my  fury  mounted,  fixe  your  eyes. 
Intend  your  senses,  bend  your  listning  up. 
For  Pli  make  greatnesse  quake." 

«♦  Bard.— See  Note  43,  p.  9Sf. 

^  Greoeei^i.  e.  armour  for  the  legs. — Minshieu.  See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Second  Part  if 
King  Henry  IV,  A.  4.  S.  1. 

**  Macee, — ^Trunchions. 

^'  CmiraM$e» — or  corslets.  "  Armour  for  the  breast  and  back.  Cuiraee  a  cuir,  i.  e.  leather,  be- 
cause in  times  past  they  were  made  of  leather,  or  for  that  they  are  new  of  metal,  and  tied  on  with 
leather." Minshieu. 

^  Open  ^w^oiids.— Uehnets.    See  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  A«  1.  S.  5. 
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Christians,  at  home  your  friends  abroad  deplore. 
God.  Christians  at  home  abroad  our  con- 

3ue8t*s  fame : 
of  hosts,  this  day  make  known  thy 
ntiroe. 

Alarum.  Join  battle :  the  Christians  are  beaten 
off.  The  Sou  LOAN  victor ioxislif  leads  off"  his 
Soldiers  tnarching. 

Enter  Charles  and  Godfrey  with  pistols. 

Char,  Oh,  ^'  heaven,  that  multitude  should 
more  than  manhood. 
That  we  should  thus  be  born  down  with  a  press, 
Be  throng'd  and  shouldered  from  the  place  we 
keep ! 

God,  For  every  man  we  lend,  the  foe  hath  ten, 
Their  weapons'  tops  appear  above  their  heads 
In  as  tliick  number  as  the  spikes  of  grain 
Upon  a  well-tiird  land  :  they  have  more  lives 
Than  all  our  tired  arms  could  send  to  death. 
If  they  should  yield  their  bare  breasts  to  our 
swords. 

Char,  What  should' we  do?  we  are  encom- 
pass*d  round, 
Girded  with  thousand  thousands  in  a  ring  : 
And  like  a  man  left  on  a  dangerous  rock. 
That  waits  the  climbing  tide  nse  to  destroy  him, 
What  way  soever  he  looks,  sees  nought  but 

death : 
So  we ;  the  bloody  tide  grows  up  apace, 
Whose  waves  will  swallow  us  and  all  our  race. 
Where*s  Guy  and  Eustace  ? 

God.  Gone  to  scale  a  lower 
In  which  our  father  lies :  oh,  I  did  see  them 
Cut  down  a  wood  of  men  upon  the  sudden. 
Their  swords  cut  lances,  as  a  scythe  cuts  grass : 
Their  valour  seems  to  me  miraculous. 
Thou  Saviour  of  the  world,  whose  cross  we  bear. 
Infuse  our  hearts  with  courage,  theirs  with  fear. 

[Djreunt. 

Enter  Souldan,  Sophy,  and  Soldiers,  Alarum. 
Enter  Guy  and  Eustace  with  their  Father, 

Eus.  A  Sion,  a  Sion. 

Guy.  A  Jerusalem. 

Eus.  A  father,  and  in  him  a  crown  of  joy. 

Guy.  A  Sion,  a  Jerusalem,  a  father. 

Eus.   Through   their  decurians,    centurions, 

and  legions, 

Captains  of  thousands,  and  ten  thousands  guards, 

We  have  ventured  even  upon  the  cannons  mouth. 

And  scaled  the  bulwarks  where  their  ordnance 

play'd. 
The  strength  of  armies  triumphs  in  those  arms, 
We  have  surpriz'd  the  fortress  and  the  hold  : 
My  shield  I  have  had  cut  piece-meal  from  mine 

arm. 
But  now  you  would  have  taken  me  for  an  archer. 


So  many  arrows  were  struck  here  and  there. 
The  Pagans  thought  to  make  a  quiver  of  me. 

Alarum ;  enter  Pagans* 

See,  brother,  how  the  foe  fresh  forces  gather ! 

A  Sion,  a  Jerusalem,  a  father. 

\^Everi/  one  by  turn  takes  up  their  Father^  and 
carries  him.  Enter  the  two  Brothers^  they 
aid  and  second  them,  and  with  a  shout 
carry  him  away. 

Alarum;  enfcr Souldan,  Sophy. 

SouL  An  engineer,  call  forth  an  engineer. 
Sophy,  Why,  what  to  do,  my  lord  ? 
Soul.  I'll  make  these  turrets  dance  among  the 
clouds. 
Before  the  Christians  shall  inhabit  them. 

Sophy,  Yet  there  is  hope  of  conquest ;  fight, 

brave  Souldan. 
Soul,  These  Christians  rage,  like  spirits  con- 
jur'd  up. 
Their  thundering  ordnance  spit  huge  clouds  of 

fire. 
They  run  against  the  walls  like  iron  rams, 
Anci  bear  them  down  afore  them  with  their 
breasts. 
Sophy,  Fortune,  thou  art  too  envious  of  our 
glory. 
Behold  the  two  great'st  emperors  of  the  earth, 
The  Babylonian  Souldan,  and  great  Sophy ; 
Unveil  thine  eyes,  and  look  upon  our  falls. 
Soul.  Fortune  and  fate,  and  death,  the  devil 
and  aJl, 
Oppose  themselves  against  us. 

Enter  Moretes  and  Turn  us. 

Now  what  news  ? 

Mor,  Death. 

Sophy,  What  news  bring'st  thou  ? 

Tur,  Confusion. 

Soul.  That  death  was  once  my  slave,  but  now 
my  lord. 

Sophy.  Confusion  was  once  page  unto  mj 
sword. 
Is  the  day  lost  ? 

Tur.  Lost. 

Soul.  Must  we  needs  despair  ? 

Mor.  Despair. 

Soul.  We  Arill  not,  we  will  die  resolvedly, 
The  palace  we  will  make  a  slaughter-house. 
The  streets  a  shambles,  kennels  shall  run  blood. 
Down  from  Mount  Sion,  with  such  hideous  noise 
As  when  great  showers  of  water  fall  from  hills. 

Sophy,  Through  which  way  did  they  make  if* 
ruption  first? 

Tur.  Through  the  gate,  callM  Antiochia. 
The  self-same  breach  that  ^man  Titus  made, 
When  he  destroyed  this  city,  they  burst  ope. 


«9  Hewoen^-^God',  first  edition. 
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SouL  There  is  some  virtue  in  the  cross  they 
wear, 
It  makes  them  strong  as  hons,  swift  as  roes. 
Their  resolutions  make  them  conquerors. 
They  have  ta'en  our  royal  standard  from  the  vralls, 
Iq  place  whereof  they  have  advancM  their  cross. 

Sophy.  I  will  not,  I  survive  so  foul  a  shame, 
Once  more  unite  our  powers,  (I  mean  ourselves. 
For  all  powers  else  have  faird  us);  bravely  fight, 
Tbu  our  declining  sun  may  make  their  night ! 

Enter  the  four  Brethren, 

SouL  Christians,  hase'Christians,  hear  us  when 
we  call,  ^ 

Eternal  darkness  shall  confound  you  all. 

Akrum. — The  four  Brethren  each  of  them  kill  a 
Pagan  King^  take  off  their  Crownt,  and  exeunt, 
two  one  waify  and  two  another,     Retreat. 

"Enter  Robert,  Tancred,  Godfrey,  Guy, 
Charles,  Eustace,  Old  Earl,  Drum,  Colours^ 
and  Soldiers, 

Rob.  Now  smooth  again  the  wrinkles  of  your 
brows. 
And  wash  the  blood  from  off  your  hands  in  milk : 
With  penitential  praises  laud  our  God, 
Ascribe  all  glory  to  the  heavenly  powers, 
Since  Sion  and  Jerusalem  are  ours. 
Tan,  We  do  abhor  a  heart  puff'd-up  with 
pride. 
That  attributes  these  conquests  to  our  strength; 
Twas  God  that  strengthened  us  and  weakened 

them. 
And  gave  us  Sion  and  Jerusalem. 

G(}d.  Thou  that  doth  muster  angels  in  the  sky, 
Tliat  in  thyself  hast  power  of  victory. 
Make  thy  name  shine  bright  as  the  noon-tide  sun, 
bince  Sion  and  Jerusalem  are  won. 
0,  E.  Bol,  My  former  want  hath  now  suffi- 
cient store. 
For,  having  seen  this,  I  desire  no  more. 
How  fair  and  smooth  my  stream  of  pleasure  runs, 
To  look  at  once  on  Sion  and  my  sons ! 

Guif.  Showers  of  abundance  rain  into  our  lipsy 
T<i  make  repentance  grow  within  our  hearts. 
What  greater  earthly  bliss  could  heaven  pour 

down, 
Th^in  Sion,  our  dear  father,  and  this  town  ? 
Char.  Then,  to  confirm  these  conquests  God 
hath  given  us, 
^rd  with  the  blood  of  kings  and  emperors, 
1^  OS  elect  a  king,  that  may  maintain 
Our  lionours  with  the  deaths  of  monarchs  slain. 

Eta,  Call  forth  the  patriarch  of  Jerusalem, 
His  right  hand  must  bequeath  that  dignity. 
God.  With  tears  I  speak  it,  lagging  in  the 
train 
Of  the  distressed  Souldan  he  was  slain. 
Kob,  Prais*d  be  our  God,  we  have  revengM 
bis  death ! 
Creat  poteotates  consort  him  to  his  grave. 


CA^ir.  What  man,  for  gravity  and  sanctity, 
May  we  think  worthy  of  this  honoured  place? 
Kob,  Whose  years,  devotion,  and  most  sacred 
life. 
Better  can  fit  that  holy  place,  than  his 
Whose  worthy  sous  have  brought  to  end  these 

wars  ? 
Princes  join  hands,  invest  him  all  at  once. 

[Flourish, 
O.  E.  Bol,  My  fervent  zeal  bids  I  should  not 
deny  : 
It  brings  my  soul  to  heaven  before  I  die. 

Eut,  But,  princes,  whom  will  ye  elect  the 
king. 
To  guard  this  city  from  succeeding  peril  ? 
God.  Robert  of  Normandy. 
Rob.  Oh,  chuse  prince  Tancred  rather. 
Tan.  Too  weak  is  my  desert,  and  I  refuse  it. 
Eut,  Then  put  it  to  most  voices. 
All,  Robert  of  Normandy. 
B4)b.   Princes,  we  mucK  commend  you  for 
your  loves : 
But  letters  from  England  tell  me  William's  dead, 
And  by  succession  \eh  the  crown  to  me. 
I  say  prince  Godfrey  hath  deserv'd  it  best. 
Tan.  So  Tancred  says. 
All.  And  so  say  all  the  rest. 
God.  Princes,  ye  press  me  down  with  to« 
much  honours. 
And  load  a  soul  that  cannot  bear  them  up. 
Dissuade  me  not,  no  counsel  I  will  hear. 
Behold  a  crown  which  Godfrey  means  to  wear ! 

[A  crown  of  thorns. 
This  made  the  blood  run  from  our  Saviour's 

brow," 
No  crown  but  this  can  Godfrey's  heart  allow. 
Prayers  are  my  pride,  devotion  draws  my  sword. 
No  pomp  hut  this  can  Boloign*s  soul  afibrd. 
My  vow  s  irrevocable,  state  I  refuse ; 
No  other  crown  but  this  will  Godfrey  chuse. 

2hn.  If  be  refuse  the  place,  elect  prince  Guy ; 
.Most  voices ;  «hall  he  have  the  scepter } 
All.  I. 

Rob»  Then  crown  him  straight^  and  henceforth 
let  his  name 
Be  through  the  world  call'd  Guy  of  Lessingham. 
All  these  desire  it,  I  consent  witK  them ; 
Long  live  prince  Guy,  king  of  Jerusalem. 

[Flourish. 
Guy.  The  crown  is  burst,  and  parted  firom  my 
head; 
I  fear  the  heavens  are  angry  with  your  choice. 
O.  E.  Bol.  Son  Guy,  they  are  not.     By  divine 
instinct 
The  heavens  have  lent  me  a  prophetic  spirit. 
This  shews  thy  troublous  reign ;  mutinies  from  far 
Shall  fright  thy  towns  and  provinces  with  war. 
Guy.  If  it  be  nothing  else,  crown  me  again, 
We  have  a  heart  our  kingdom  to  maintain. 
What  honours  do  my  brothers*  heads  await } 
Roh.  Prince  Eustace,  you  shall  wear  this 
crown  of  state^ 
Be  kingof  Sicil,  and  command  that  isle. 
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Lord  Charies,  the  crown  ofCypms  longs  to  you. 
That  in  the  fight  the  king  of  Cyprus  slew. 
One  general  voice  at  once  proclaim  them  kings. 

[Flourish, 

Char.  In  memory  of  this  solemnity. 
Here  will  I  leave  this  scutcheon  born  by  me ; 
That  in  what  coast  soever  my  bones  be  laid, 
This  shield  may  be  an  honour  to  my  trade. 

Eus.  Mine  shall  hang  tbere^  a  trophy  of  my 
ftime, 
My  trade  is  famous  by  king  Eustace  name. 

Gtiy,  In  memory  a  king  hath  bom  this  shield, 
I  add  these  challices  to  this  argent  field. 

God.  In  honour  of  my  first  profession. 
That  shield  in  all  these  wars  by  Godfrey  bom, 
I  crown  this  maid*s  head  with  a  wreath  of  thorn. 

0.  E,  Bol,  Oh,  were  my  daughter  here  this 
joy  to  see ; 
How  light  her  soul !  how  glad  would  my  heart  be ! 

Tan.  Would  I  had  now  my  love  ! 

Guy,  Or  I  that  dame, 
That  adds  to  beauty's  sun  a  brighter  flame. 

Rob.  Were  the  fair  virgin  here,  I  would  renown 
Her  glorious  beauty  with  the  English  crown. 
"   Etu.  Princes,  I'll  fit  you  all,  lady  come  forth. 

Enter  Bella  Franca. 

B.  Fran.  The  lovely  princes. 

Tan,  Fair  Mistress  1 

Char,  Lady! 

God,  Madam ! 

Guy.  Honoured  Saint ! 

JB.  Fran.  Nay,  pardon  me,  love  comes  not 
by  constraint. 
But  princes,  will  you  grant  me  patience. 
Before  I  part,  I  mean  to  please  you  all. 
First,  holy  Patriarch,  tell  me  of  all  others 
Whom  in  the  world  you  most  desire  to  see. 

O.  E.  Bol,  My  daughter. 

B,  Fran.  Prince  Godfrey,  Charles,  and  Eus- 
tace, whom  say  you  ? 

All.  Next  yourself  our  sister. 

B.  Fran,  And  whom  you  ? 

Tan,  My  love. 

B.  Fran.  Who's  that  ? 

Tan.  Yourhpnoured  self,  fiur.maid. 

B.  Fran.  Nay,  1*11  make  good  the  words  that 
I  have  said. 
Father,  I  give  a  daughter  to  your  hand : 
Brothers,  behold,  here  doth  your  sister  stand. 
Taacred,  behold  the  lady  you  once  seizM, 
Only  I  leave  prince  Robert  here  displeased. 

O,  E.  Bol,  My  daughter  Bella  Franca! 

Brother,  Sister! 

Tan.  Love!      . 

O,  E.  Bol,  I  am  too  happy,  and  too  full  of  joy. 
Heaven  pours  on  me  more  good  than  I  can  bear : 
I  that  before  was  starv'd,  now  surfeit  here. 


Rob.  Princes,  and  lady,  nothing  can  di 
For  we  partake  in  all  this  glad  content. 
And  with  applause  rejoice  this  accident. 
Tancred,  rejoice  your  love,  and  you  your ; 
Where  you  begin  with  marriage,  our  love 
Kings,  and  kings' peers,  to  heaven  asci 

glory. 
Whilst  we  to  chronicles  report  this  storr. 

Guy,  Make  love  unto  my  sister!    ti 
strange : 
Now,  Guy,  I  would  thou  hadst  thy  Fren< 

here; 
My  heart  should  grant  hor  whal  I  then  n 
Now  having  got  uiis  state  of  dignity, 
i  grieve  that  I  have  so  obdurate  been. 
But  for  amends  would  make  her  Sion's  qi 

Eus.  And  well  remembred,  brother, 
now 
Entreat  you  for  a  pretty  boy  your  page. 
That  hath  on  some  occasion  stray'd  from 

Guy.  Oh,  brother,  where's  the  villain  i 

Eus.  PanJon  him,  and  I  will  tell  you. 

Guy.   Great  were  th'  offence,  I  woi 
clear  for  you. 

Eus.  The  poor  boy,  brother,  stays  wit 
tent, 
But  so  disguis'd  you  cannot  know  him  nc 
For  he's  turn'd  weucli ;  and,  but  I  know  t 
To  be  a  boy,  to  see  him  thus  transform*d 
I  should  have  sworn  he  had  been  a  wench 

Guy.  Pray  let  me  see  him,  brother, 
habib, 
I  would  not  lose  the  villain  for  more  gold 
Than  Siou  would  be  sold  for ;  he  will  blu 
To  be  ta'en  tardy  in  his  maid's  attire. 

Eus.  You  have  pardoned  him  ? 

Guy.  I  have. 

Eus,  Then,  Jack,  appear. 

Enter  tlie  French  Lady. 

Nay,  blush  not  to  be  in  your  woman's 

Guy,  Leap  heart,  dance  spirit,  be  mi 
cund  soul, 
'TIS  she  undoubtedly. 

F.  Lady.  You  know  roe  then  ! 

Guy,  I  do ;  'twas  that  disguise. 
That  all  this  while  hath  blinded  my  clear 

Eus.  Fie,  are  you  not  asham'd  to  kiss 
And  in  your  arms  to  grasp  him  with  such 

Guy,  She  is  no  hoy,  you  do  mistake  he 

Eus.  A  boy,  a  page,  a  wagtail  by  this 
What  say  you,  sister  ? 

B.  Fran,  Sure  he  told  me  so. 
For  if  he  be  a  maid,  I  made  him  one. 

Eus.  Do  not  mistake  the  sex,  man,  J 
none. 
It  is  a  rogue,  a  wn^,  his  name  is  Jack, 
A  notable  dissembhng  lad,  a  ^^  crack. 


^  A  crack. — MrTyrwhittsays,  "  this  is  an  old  Islandic  word,  siffnifying  a  boy  or  dkUd.  On 
fabulous  kings  and  heroes  of  Denmark,  called  Hro{ff  was  sumamed  Krake"  §ee  the  story  ii 
FaUe  63,  iioU  to  The  Second  Part  qf  King  Henry  IV.  A.  3.  S.  2. 
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Guy,  Brother,  'tis  you  that  aredeceiv'd  in  her^ 
Beshrew  her,  she  hath  been  my  bedfellow 
A  year  and  more,  yet  I  had  not  the  grace 
Brothers,  receive  a  sister ;  reverend  mther, 
Accept  a  daoghter,  whilst  I  take  a  wife, 
And  of  a  great  king's  dauehter  make  a  queen. 
This  is  the  beauteous  viivm,  the  French  lady, 
To  whom  my  fortune  still  remains  in  debt. 

Eu$,  A  lady  !  then  I  cry  you  mercy,  brother; 
A  mllaut  bride !    would  I  had  such  another ! 

F.  Lady.  A  wondrous  change !  she  that  yonr 
page  hath  been 
Is  now  at  length  transfbrm'd  to  be  your  queen. 
Pardon  me,  Guy,  my  love  drew  me  along, 
No  shameless  lost. 

Guy.  Fair  saint,  I  did  you  wrong. 
If  fortune  had  not  been  your  friend  in  this. 
You  had  not  lain  thus  long  without  a  kiss. 
Father,  embrace  her ;  brothers,  sister,  all. 

O.  £.  BoL  This  fortune  makes  our  joys  mere 
comical. 


I  The  fame  of  our  success  all  Europe  rings : 
The  father,  patriarch,  sees  his  sons  all  kings. 
Rob,  The  heavens  are  full  of  bounty;  then, 

brave  princes. 
First  in  the  Temple  hang  these  trophies  up. 
As  a  remembrance  of  your  fortunes  past. 
You  good  old  father,   wear  your  patriarch's 

robes; 
Prince  Godfrey,  walk  you  with  your  crown  of 

thorns ; 
Guy  with  his  lady;  Tancred  with  his  wife; 
Charles  with  his  crown  of  Cyprus;  and  young 

Eustace 
Crown'd  with  the  rich  Sicilian  diadem  ; 
I  with  the  honour  of  the  Pagans'  deaths. 
So  in  procession  walk  we  to  Christ's  tomb. 
With  humble  hearts  to  pay  our  pilgrim's  vows.. 
Repair  we  to  our  countries,  that  once  done, 
For  Sion  and  Jerusalem  are  won. 

/   [Exeunt omne$. 


ThisPky,  as  Mr  Warton  observes,  is  burlesqued  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Pettle,  It  is  a  mixture  of  the  droll  and  serious,  and  was  evidently  intended  to  ridicule 
thereigoiog  fashion  of  reading  Romances.    Note  to  T/ie  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  IV,  A.  3.  S.  2. 
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Srakehley  Marmxon  woi  bom  at  Aynko^  near  Brackley^  in  the  county  of  Northampton^ 
where  hii  father  was  lord  of  the  manor ,  and  in  potteuion  of  a  considerable  estate.  He  received  the 
early  part  of  his  education  at  the  free  school  at  Thame  in  the  county  of  Oxford^  under  the  cart  «f 
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Anthony  Wood  *  says,  that  he  was  '*  a  goodly  proper  gentleman^  and  had  once  in  his  possession  seven 
hundred  pounds  per  annum  at  least, *^  The  whole  of  this  ample  fortune  he  dissipated  ;  after  which 
he  went  into  the  Low  Countries ;  but  not  meeting  with  promotion  according  to  his  expectation,  he 
returned  to  England,  and  was  admitted  one  of  the  troop  raised  by  Sir  John  Suckling  for  the  use  of 
King  Charles  the  First,  in  his  expedition  against  the  Scots,  in  the  year  1639  ;  but  falling  sick  at 
Tone,  he  returned  to  London,  where  he  died  in  the  same  year?  Besides  several  poems,  scattered 
about  in  different  publications,  he  wrote  three  plays,  viz, 

(1.)  **  Hollands  Leaguer,  an  excellent  comedy,  as  it  hath  bin  lately  and  often  acted  with  great  ap* 
plause  by  the  high  and  mighty  Prince  Charles  his  servants,  at  the  prvoate  house  in  Salisbury 
court,"    1632.     4to.  ^ 

To  the  Dramatis  Persona  of  this  play,  the  names  of  the  several  performers  are  added, 

Oldys,  in  his  MS,  Notes  on  Langbaine,  says,  there  is  a  tract  in  prose  called  Hollands  Leagaer,  or 
an  Historical  Discourse  of  the  life  and  Actions  of  Donna  Britannica,  the  Arch  Mistress  of  the 
wicked  Women  of  Eutopia;  wherein  is  detected  the  notorious  Sin  of  Pandarism,  and  the  execrable 
Life  of  the  luxurious  Impudent.    4to.     1632. 

(2.)  ^  A  Fine  Companion,  acted  before  the  King  and  Queene  at  White-^all,  and  sundrie  titna, 
with  great  applause,  at  the  private  house  in  Salisbury-court,  by  the  Prince  his  servants,**  1633.  4/Ob 

(3.)  '*  The  Antiquary,  a  comedy,  acted  by  her  Majesties  servants,  at  the  Cockpit.**    1641.   4>to. 

He  also  published  **  Cupid  and  Psiche ;  or  an  epick  poem  of  Cupid  and  his  Mistress,  as  it  was 
lately  presented  to  the  Prince  Elector,** 

Prmxed  to  this  are  complimentary  verses,  by  Richard  Brome,  Francis  Tuckyr,  Thomas  Nabba, 
and  Thomas  Heywood, 

Wood  says,  he  left  some  things  in  MS,  ready  for  the  press,  which  were  either  lost  or  in  obscure 
hands. 


'  Laagbainey  p.  345. 

*  Athena  Oxmutnsis,  VoL  II.  p.  19.  Oldys,  in  his  MS.  Notes  on  Langbaine,  says,  it  was  our  author's 
father  who  squandered  away  his  fortune ;  bat  as  he  quotes  no  aatfaority  for  this  assertion,  I  have  fol- 
lowed Wood's  account. 

'  Oldys*  MS.  Notes  to  Langbaine. 


THE    ANTIQUARY. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONiE. 


Tke  Duke  <f  ?i%A* 

Vetikah o»  the  Antiquary, 

Gasparo,  a  Magnineo  of  Pisa, 

h}%E9JOf  an  aid  Uentteman. 

MociHiGo,  4111  old  GentUman  that  would  appear 

ymng. 
UOMEL,  Nephew  to  the  Antiquary, 
PiTftucio,  a  foolish  Gentlman,  Son  to  Gas- 

PAftO. 

AuREi.iOy  a  young  Gentlewutn* 


AuEBtio*s  Father,  in  the  Disgmse  qfu  BrQV9» 

His  Boy. 

Petro,  the  Antiquary's  Boy. 

Emilia,  Wife  to  Lorenzo. 
LucRXTiA,  Daughter  to  Lorenzo. 
ANGELiAy  Sister  to  LiovKL,  in  the  Disguise  tf 
a  Page, 

Baccha,  S  '"^^  Waiting^women. 
A  Cook. 
T\vo  Servants. 


SCENR-PISA. 


ACT  L 


SCENE  L 
Enter  Lionel  and  Petrucio, 

SJon.  Now,«ir,  let  me  bid  jou  welcome  to 
your  coontry,  and  the  longine  exjiectation  of 
those  friends,  that  have  almost  InnguishM  for  the 
t^ht  of  Tou.  I  must  flatter  him,  and  stroke 
him  too,  he  will  ipve  no  milk  else.  [Aside, 

Pet,  I  have  calculated,  by  all  the  rules  of  rea- 
son and  art,  that  I  shall  be  a  great  man ;  for 
what  singular  quality  concurs  to  perfection  and 
advancement,  that  is  defective  in  me  i  Take  my 
fettore  and  proportion,  have  they  not  a  kind  of 
sweetness  and  harmony,  to  attract  the  eyes  of 
tlie  beholders  ?  the  conflrmation  of  which,  many 
Autbentical  judgments  of  ladies  have  seal'd  and 
nbicrib'd  to. 


Uon.  How  do  you,  sir?  are  you  not  well  ? 
Pet,  Next,  my  behaviour  and  discourse,  ac- 
cording  to  the  court-garb,  ceremonious  enough, 
more  promising  than  substantial,  able  to  keep 
pace  with  the  best  hunting  wit  of  them  all ;  be^ 
sides,  nature  has  blessM  me  with  boldness  sofii- 
cient,  and  fortune  with  means;  what  then  should 
hinder  me  ?  nothing  but  destiny,  villainous  des- 
tiny, that  chains  virtue  to  darkness  and  obscu- 
rity. Well,  I  will  insinuate  myself  into  the  court, 
and  presence  of  the  Duke,  and  if  he  have  not 
the  grace  to  distinguish  of  worth,  his  ignorance 
upon  him. 

Lion.  What,  in  a  muse,  sir  ? 

Pet,  Cannot  a  gentleman  ruminate  over  his 
good  parts,  but  you  must  be  troubling  of  him  I 

Lion.  Wise  men  and  fools  are  alike  ambi- 


*  The  scene  however  seems  to  be  hud  at  Venice.    The  Rialto  is  mentioned  in  Ad  Fini,  and  Venice 
>i  again  spoken  of  in  Act  Thtrd^  as  where  the  transactions  of  the  play  are  carried  on.      S.  P. 
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tious ;  this  travelling  ^  motion  has  been  abroad 
in  quest  of  strange  fashions,  where  his  spungy 
brain  has  suck'd  the  dregs  of  all  the  folly  he 
could  possibly  meet  with,  and  is  indeed  more  ass 
than  he  went  forth.  Had  I  an  interest  in  his 
disgrace,  Fd  rail  at  him,  and  perhaps  beat  him 
for  it ;  but  he  is  as  strange  to  ine,  ns  to  hiiaselfi 
therefore  let  him  contimie  in  his  beloved  sim- 
plicity. [Aiide. 

Pet.  Neit,  when  he  shall  be  instructed  of  my 
worthy  and  eminent  sufficiencies,  he  cannot  dig- 
nify me  with  less  employment  than  llMLjiigpity 
of  an  embassador :  How  bravely  shall  I  behave 
myself  in  that  service  !  and  what  an  ornament 
unto  my  country  may  I  arrive  to  be,  and  to  my 
kindred !  But  I  will  play  the  gentleman,  and 
neglect  them  ;  that's  the  first  thing  Til  study. 

Lion,  Shall  I  be  bold  to  interrupt  you,  sir  ? 

Pet,  Presently  I'll  be  at  leisure  to  talk  with 
you :  'tis  no  small  point  in  state  policy,  still  to 
pretend  only  to  be  thought  a  man  of  action, 
and  rather  than  want  a  colour,  be  busied  with  a 
man's  own  self. 

Lion,  Who  does  this  ass  speak  to  ?  surely  to 
himself:  and  'tis  impossible  he  should  ever  be 
wise,  that  has  always  such  a  foolish  auditory. 

[Aside. 

Pet,  Then,  with  what  emulous  courtship  will 
they  strive  to  entertain  me  in  foreign  parts ! 
And  what  a  spectacle  of  admiration  shall  I  be 
made  amongst  those  who  have  formerly  known 
me  !  How  dost  thou  like  my  carriage  ? 

Lion,  Most  exquisite  !  believe  me. 

Pet,  But  is  it  adorn 'd  with  that  even  mixture 
of  fluency  and  grace,  as  are  requir'd  '  both  in  a 
statist  and  a  courtier? 

Lion,  So  far  as  the  divine  prospect  of  my  un- 
derstanding guides  me,  'tis  without  parallel, 
most  excellent ;  but  I  am  no  professed  critick  in 
the  mystery. 


Pet,  Well,  thou  hast  Linceus'  eyes  for  obser- 
vation, or  could'st  ne'er  have  made  such  a  cun- 
ning, discovery  of  my  practice.  But  will  the 
ladies,  think  you,  have  that  apprehension,  to 
discern  and  approve  of  me  ? 

Xtoft.  Without  question;  they  cannot  be  so 
dull  or  stony-hearted,  as  not  to  be  infinitely 
taken  with  your  worth :  Why,  in  a*  while,  you 
shall  have  them  so  enamour'd,  that  they'll  watch 
every  opportunity  to  purchase  your  acquaint- 
ance ;  then  again  revive  it  with  often  bauquet- 
ting  aod-visits :  nay,  and  perhaps  invite  others, 
by  their  foolish  example,  to  do  the  like ;  and 
some,  that  despair  of  so  great  happiness,  will 
inquire  out  your  hatints,  and  walk  there  two  or 
three  hours  together,  to  get  but  a  sight  of  you. 

Pet.  Oh  infinite  !  I  am  transported  with  the 
thought  on't !  It  draws  near  noon,  and  I  ap- 
pointed certain  gallants  to  meet  me  at  tlie  five- 
crown  ordinary ;  after,  we  are  to  wait  upon  the 
like  beauties  you  talk'd  of,  to  the  publick  thea- 
tre. I  feel  of  late,  a  strong  and  witty  genius 
growing  upon  me,  and  I  begin,  I  know  not  how, 
to  be  in  love  with  this  foolish  sin  of  poetry. 

Lion*  Are  you,  sir?  there's  great  hopes  of  you. 

Pet,  And  the  reason  is,  because  they  say,  'tis 
both  the  cause  and  effect  of  a  good  wit,  to  which 
I  can  sufficiently  pretend ;  for  nature  has  not 
play'd  the  step-dame  with  me. 

Lion.  In  good  time,  sir. 

Pet,  And  now  you  talk  of  time,  what  time  of 
day  is  it  by  your  watch  ? 

Lion.  I  have  none,  sir. 

Pet,  How,  ne'er  a  watch  ?  oh  monstrous ! 
how  do  you  consume  your  hours  ?  Ne'er  a  watch ! 
'tis  the  greatest  solecism  in  society  that  e'er  I 
heard  of:  ne'er  a  watch  ! 

Lion.  How  deeply  you  conceive  of  it ! 

Pet,  You  have  not  a  gentleman,  tliat's  a  true 
gentleman,  without  one :  'tis  the  main  appendix 


^  Motion. — Motion  is  a  puppet.    In  Ben  Jonson's  Every  Man  out  qfhi$  Humour,  A,  4*  8,  5,  Captain 
Pod,  the  celebrated  owner  of  a  puppet-fihew,  and  his  motim,  are  mentioned. 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Rule  a  W\fe  and  hate  a  Wife,  A.  2  : 

^'  If  he  be  that  motion  that  yon  tell  me  of. 
And  make  no  more  noise,  I  shall  entertain  him," 

The  Queen  qf  Corinthy  by  the  same,  A.  i.  S.  3  : 

''  Good  friends,  for  half  an  hour  remove  your  mot  Urn,** 

Dekkar's  ViUamei  discovered  by  lanthome  and  ecndle-U^hty  t6?0,  ch.  4. 

<'  This  labour  being  taken,  the  master  of  the  motion  hearkens  where  such  a  nobleman,  See,    The 
motion  is  presented  before  him.** 

'  Both  in  a  etatiet  and  a  couttier, — A  $tatitt,  is  a  itatesman.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Cynthia'i 

JUteU,  A.  i,  S.  3 : 

^  Next  is  your  Mtatiefs  force,  a  serious,  solemn,  and  snpercilions  face,  full  of  formal  and  square 
gravity." 

The  Magnetick  Lady,  by  the  same,  A.  l.  S.  7  : 

a  he 

Will  screw  you  out  a  secret  from  a  statist." 
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to  a  pluah  lining :  besides,  it  helps  much  to  dis- 
course ;  for,  while  others  confer  notes  together, 
we  confer  our  watches,  and  spend  good  part  of 
the  day  with  talking  of  it. 

Lion.  Well,  sir,  because  1*11  be  no  longer  des- 
titute of  such  a  necessary  implement,  I  have  a 
lait  to  you. 

Pet.  A  suit  to  me  !  Let  it  alone  till  I  am  a 
great  man,  and  then  I  shall  answer  you  with  the 
greater  promise,  and  less  performance. 

Uon.  I  hope,  sir,  you  have  tliat  confidence,  I 
will  ask  nothing  to  your  prejudice,  but  what  shall 
lome  way  recompense  the  deed. 

Pet,  What  is't  ?  Be  brief,  I  am  in  that  point 
t  courtier. 

Liam.  Usurp  then  on  the  profier'd  means. 
Shew  yourselfforward  in  an  action 
Hay  speak  yoM  noble,  and  make  me  your  friend. 
Pet.  A  friend  !  what's  that  ?  I  know  no  such 

thing. 
Uon.  A  faithful,  not  a  ceremonious  friend ; 
But  one  that  will  stick  by  you  on  occasions. 
And  vindicate  your  credit,  were  it  sunk 
Below  all  scorn,  and  interpose  his  life 
Betwixt  you  and  all  dangers :  Such  a  friend. 
That  when  he  sees  you  carried  by  your  passions 
Headlong  into  destruction,  will  so  follow  you. 
That  he  will  guide  you  from't;  and  with  good 

counsel 
Redeem  you  from  ill  courses :  and,  not  flattering 
Your  idle  humour  to  a  vain  expence. 
Cares  not  to  see  you  perish,  so  he  may 
Sustain  himself  a  while,  and  raise  a  fortune. 
Though  mean,  out  of  your  ruius,  and  then  laugh 
at  you. 
Pet.  Why,  be  there  any  such  friends  as  these  ? 
Lion.  A  world ; 
They  walk  like  spirits,  not  to  be  discem'd ; 
Subtile  and  soft  like  air,  have  oily  bahn 
Swimming  o'er  their  words  and  actions ; 
But  below  it  a  flood  of  gall. 
Pet.  Well,  to  the  purpose,  speak  to  the  pur- 
pose. 
Lion,  If  I  stand  link'd  unto  you, 
Tlie  Gordian  knot  was  less  dissoluble, 
A  rock  less  6rm,  or  center  moveable. 
Pet.  Speak  your  demand. 
Lkm.  Do  it,  and  do  it  freely  then ;  lend  me  a 

hundred  duckets. 
Pet.  How  is  that  ?  lend  you  a  hundred  duck- 
ets !  Not  a  —  m  never  have  a  friend  while  I 
breathe  first ;  no,  I'll  stand  upon  my  guard :  I 
lire  all  the  world  leave  to  whet  their  wits  against 
nie,  work  like  moles  to  undermine  me,  yet  I'll 
iparo  all  their  deceits  like  a  hillock  :  I  tell  thee, 
I II  not  boy  the  small  repentance  of  a  friend  or 
vhore,  at  the  rate  of  a  livre. 

Lion.  What's  this  ?  I  dare  not 
Trust  my  own  ears,  silence  choak  up  my  anger; 
A  friend,  and  whore !   are  they  two  parallels. 
Or  to  be  nam'd  together  ?    May  he  never 
lUve  better  friend,  that  knows  no  better  how 
To  value  tbem :  Well,  I  was  ever  jealous 


Of  his  baseness,  and  now  my  fears  are  ended. 

Pox  o'  these  travels,  they  do  but  corrupt 

A  good  nature ;  and  his  was  bad  enough  before. 

Enter  Angelia. 

PeC.  What  pretty  sparkle  of  humanity  have 
we  here? 
Whose  attendant  are  you,  my  little  knave  ? 

Aug.  I  wait,  sir,  on  master  Lionel. 

Xio7i.  'Tis  well  you  are  come.   What  says  the 
.  gentleman? 

Ang.  1  deliver'd  your  letter  to  him;  he  is 
very  sorry  he  can  furnish  you  no  better;  he  has 
sent  you  twenty  crowns,  he  says,  towards  die 
larce  debt  he  owes  you. 

Pet.  A  fine  child  !  and  delivers  his  tale  with 
good  method :  Where,  in  the  name  of  Gany- 
mede, had'st  thou  this  epitome  of  a  servitor  ? 

Lion.  You'd  little  think  of  what  consequence 
and  pregnancy  this  imp  is :   you  may  hereafter 
have  both  cause  to  know,  and  love  him. 
What  gentlemen  are  these  ? 

Enter  Gaspabo  and  Lorenzo. 

Pet,  One  is  my  father. 

Lor.  1  hear,  your  son,  sir,  is  return'd  from 
travel. 
Grown  up  a  fine  and  stately  gentleman, 
Outstrips  his  compeers  in  each  liberal  science. 

Gat.  I  thank  my  stars,  he  has  improv'd  his 
time 
To  the  best  use,  can  render  an  account 
Of  all  his  journey :  how  he  has  arriv'd. 
Through  strange  discoveries  and  compendious 

ways. 
To  a  most  perfect  knowledge  of  himself: 
Can  give  a  model  of  each  prince's  court. 
And  is  become  their  fear.     He  has  a  miud 
Equally  pois'd,  and  virtue  without  sadness; 
Hunts  not  for  fame,  through  an  ill  path  of  life  ; 
But  is  indeed,  for  all  parts,  so  accomplish'd, 
As  I  could  wish  or  frame  him. 

Lor.  These  are  joys. 
In  their  relation  to  vou,  so  transcendent. 
As  than  your  self  I  know  no  man  more  happy  \ 
May  I  not  see  your  son  ? 

Oas.  See  where  he  stands. 
Accompanied  with  young  Lionel,  the  nephew 
To  Veterano  the  great  antiquary. 

Lion.  I'll  be  bold,  by  your  favour,  to  endear 
Myself  in  his  acquaintance.    Noble  Petrucio, 
Darling  of  Venus,  minion  of  the  Graces, 
Let  me  adopt  me  heir  unto  your  love : 
That  is,  yours  by  descent,  and  which  your  father, 
A  grave  wise  man,  and  a  Maguifico, 
Has  not  disdain'd. 

Pet.  I  am  much  bound  to  you  for  it 

Lor.  Is  that  all  ? 

Pet.  See  tlie  abundant  ignorance  of  this  a^e ! 
he  cites  my  father  for  a  precedent :  alas,  he  is  a 
good  old  man,  and  no  more;  there  he  stands,  he 
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hu  not  been  abroad,  nor  Vnown  the  world ;  there- 
fore, I  hope,  will  not  be  so  foolisibly  peremptory, 
to  compare  with  me  for  judgment,  tliat  have  tra- 
vel*d,  seen  fashions,  and  been  a  man  6f  intelli- 
gence. 

Jjor,  Signior,  your  ear;  pray  let's  counsel  you. 
Pet.  Counsel  me !   the  like  trespass  a«iin ; 
sure  the  old  man  doats!    Who  counsell'd  me 
abroad,  when  I  had  none  but  mine  own  natural 
wisdom  for  my  protection  ?    Yet,  I  dare  say,  I 
met  with  more  perils,  more  variety  of  allure- 
ments, more  Circes,  more  Calipsos,  and  the  like, 
than  c^er  were  feign*d  upon  Utysses. 
Ijot.  It  shew'd  great  wisdom,  that  you  could 
avoid  them. 
Give  o'er,  and  tempt  your  destiny  no  further; 
Tis  time  now  to  retire  unto  yourself: 
Settle  your  mind  upon  some  worthy  beauty ; 
A  wife  will  tame  all  wild  affections : 
I  have  a  daughter,  who,  for  youth  and  beauty. 
Might  be  desirM,  were  she  ignobly  born ; 
And  for  her  dowry,  that  shall  no  way  part 

you: 
If  you  accept  her,  here,  before  your  friends, 
I  will  betroth  her  to  you. 

Tti,  I  thank  you,  sir,  you'd  have  me  marry 
your  daughter ;  is  it  so  ? 

Ibar.  with  your  good  liking,  not  otherwise. 
Pf /.  You  nourish  too  great  an  ambition ;  what 
do  you  see  in  me,  to  make  such  a  motion  ?   No, 
be  wise  and  keep  her ;  were  I  married  to  her,  I 
should  not  like  her  above  a  month  at  most. 
Xor.  How  !  not  above  a  month  ? 
Tti.  I'll  tell  you,  sir,  I  have  made  an  experi- 
ence that  way  on  my  nature :  when  I  have  nir*d 
a  creature  for  my  pleasure,  as  'tis  the  fashion  in 
many  places,  for  the  like  time  that  I  told  you  of, 
I  have  been  so  tired  with  her  before  'twas  out, 
as  no  horse  like  me,  I  could  not  spur  my  affection 
to  go  a  jot  further. 

Gat,  Well  said,  boy !  thou  art  e*en  mine  own 
son;  when  I  was  young,  'twas  just  my  humour. 
Lton.  You  give  yourself  a  plausible  commends. 
Pef .  I  can  make  a  shift  to  love ;  but  having 
enjoy'd,  fruition  kills  my  appetite:  no,  I  must 
have  several  objects  of  beauty,  to  keep  my 
thoughts  always  m  action,  or  I  am  nobody. 
Gat,  Still  mine  own  flesh  and  blood  ! 
Pe#.  Therefore  I  have  chose  honour  for  my 
mistress,  upon  whose  wings  I  will  mount  up  to 
the  heavens ;  where  I  will  fix  myself  a  constella- 
tion, for  ail  this  ondeF-world  of  mortals  to  won- 
der at  me. 

Ga$,  Nay,  he  is  a  mad  wag,  I  assure  you,  and 
knows  how  to  put  a  price  upon  his  desert. 

Pe/.  I  can  no  longer  stay  to  dilate  on  these 
vanities ;  therefore,  gallants,  I  leave  you.  \Ex'%i, 
Lor.  What,  is  he  gone  ?  Is  your  son  gone  f 
Gas.   So  it  seems.     Well,  gallants,  where 
shall  I  see  you  anon  f 

Lor,  You  shall  not  part  with  us. 
Gas,  You  shall  pardon  me,  I  must  wait  upon 
my  son.  [Exit. 


Lor,  Do  you  hear,  signior  ?  A  pretty  pre- 
ferment ! 

Lion.  Oh,  sir,  the  lustre  of  good  clothes,  or 
breeding, 
Bestow'd  upon  a  son,  will  make  a  rustick. 
Or  a  mecbanick  father,  to  commit 
Idolatry,  and  adore  his  own  issue. 
Ang,  They  are  so  well  match'd,  'twere  pity 

to  part  them. 
Lor,  Well  said,  little-one,  I  think  thou  art 
wiser  than  both  of  ihem . 
But  this  same  scorn  I  do  not  so  well  relish ; 
A  whoreson  humorous  fantastic  novice. 
To  contemn  my  daughter !    lie  is  not  worthy 
To  bear  up  her  train. 

Xiofi.  Or  kiss  under  it. 
Will  you  revenge  this  injury  upon  him  ? 

Lor.  Revenge !    Of  all  the  passions  of  my 
blood, 
Tis  the  most  sweet.      I   should  grow  fat  to 

think  on't. 
Could  you  but  promise. 

Lion,  Will  you  have  patience  ? 
Be  rurd  by  me,  and  I  will  compass  it 
To  your  full  wish.     We'll  set  a  bait  afore  him, 
That  he  shall  seize  as  sharply  as  Jove's  eagle 
Did  snatch  up  Ganymede. 

Lor,  Do  but  cast  the  plot, 
I'll  prosecute  it  with  as  much  disgrace 
As  hatred  can  sucsest. 

Lion.  Do  you  see  this  page,  then  ? 
Lor,  Ay,  what  of  him? 
Lion,  That  fiM:e  of  his  shall  do  it. 
Lor,  What  shall  it  do  f    Methinks  he  has  a 
pretty  innocent  countenance. 

Lion,  Oh !  but  beware  of  a  smooth  look  at 
all  times. 
Observe  what  I  say :  he  is  a  siren  abov«. 
But  below  a  very  serpent.    No  female  scorpion 
Did  ever  carry  such  a  sting,  believe  it. 
Lor,  What  should  I  do  with  him  ? 
Lion,  Take  him  to  }rour  house. 
There    keep    him    privately,    tUl  I  make  all 

perfect. 
If  ever  alehymist  did  more  rejoice 
In  his  projection,  never  credit  me. 

Lor,  You  shall  prevail,  upon  my  faith,  beyond 
My  understanding :  and,  my  dapper  'squire. 
If  you  be  such  a  precious  wag,  I'll  cherish  you. 
Come,  walk  along  with  me.     Farewel,  sir. 

Lion.  Adieu.  [£reunt  Lorenzo  aim/ Anceli A. 
Now  I  must  travel,  on  a  new  exploit. 
To  an  old  antiquary ;  he  is  my  uncle, 
And  I  his  heir.     Would  I  could  raise  a  fortune 
Out  of  his  ruins !    He  is  grown  obsolete. 
And  'tis  time  he  were  out  of  date.    They  say 

he  sits 
All  day  in  contemplation  of  a  statue 
With  ne'er  a  nose,  and  doats  on  the  decays 
With  greater  love  than  the  self-lov'd  Narcissus 
Did  on  his  beauty :  How  shall  I  approach  him  ? 
Could  I  appear  but  like  a  Sibyl's  son. 
Or  with  a  face  rugged  as  father  Nilos 
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Is  pictured  on  the  hangiiii^s,  there  were  liope 
He  mif^bt  look  on  me.    How  to  win  his  love 
I  know  not.    If  I  wist  he  were  not  precise^ 
rd  laj  to  purchase  some  stale  interludes, 
And  give  him  them :  books  that  have  not  attainM 
To  tue  Platonic  year,  but  wait  their  course, 
And  bmppy  hour,  to  be  reviv'd  apin : 
Then  would  I  induce  him  to  believe  thej  were 
Some  of  Terence's  hundred  and  fifty  comedies 
That  were  lost  in  the  Adriatic  sea. 
When  he  reinm'd  from  banishment.    Some  such 
Gnllery  as  this  mieht  he  iuforced  upon  him. 
ni  first  talk  with  bis  man,  and  then  consider. 

[Exit, 

faler  LosEM so,  Gasparo,  Mocinico, 
and  Ancelia. 

Lor,  How  hap*t  you  did  return  again  so  soon, 
sir? 

Gs»,  1*11  tell  you,  sir :  As  I  fbIIow*d  my  son 
From  the  Rialto,  near  unto  the  bridge. 
We  were  encoont'red  by  a  ^  sort  of  gallants. 
Sons  of  Clarissimos,  and  Procurators 
That  knew  him  in  bis  travels  :  whereupon 
He  did  insinuate  with  his  eyes,  unto  me, 
I  should  depart  and  leave  them. 

Lor,  'Seems  he  was  asham'd  of  your  company. 

Gtti.  Like  will  to  like,  sir. 

Lor,  Wha(  grave  and  youtliful  gentleman's 
that  with  you  ? 

Gtti,  Do  you  not  know  him  ? 

Lor.  No. 

Gas.  Not  Signior  Mocinigo  ? 

Lor.  You  jest,  I  am  sure. 

Gat.  Ay,  and  there  hangs  a  jest: 
For,  going  to  a  courtesan  this  morning, 
Id  his  own  proper  colour,  his  grey  beard. 
He  had  th'  ill  luck  to  be  refus'd ;  on  which, 


He  went  and  dy'd  h,  and  came  back  again. 
And  was  again,  with  the  same  scorn,  rejected  ; 
Telling  him,    that  she  had  newly  deny'd  his 
father. 

Lor.  Was  that  her  answer  f 

Gas,  It  has  so  troubled  him. 
That  he  intends  to  mnrry.    What  think  you,  sir. 
Of  bis  resolution  f 

Lor,  By*r  lady,  it  shews 
Great  haughtiness  of  courage;  a  man  of  his 

years 
That  dares  to  venture  on  a  wife. 

Moe,  A  man  of  my  years !    I  feel 
My  limbs  as  able  as  the  best  of  them ; 
And  in  all  places  else,  except  my  hair. 
As  green  as  a  bay-tree :  and  for  the  whiteness 
Upon  my  head,  although  it  now  lie  hid. 
What  does   it  signify,    but  like  a  tree  that 

blossoms 
Before  the  fruit  come  forth  f    And,  I  hope,  a 

tree 
That  blossoms,  is  neither  dry  nor  wither'd. 

Lor.  But  pray,  what  piece  of  beaut/s  that 
you  mean 
To  make  the  object  of  your  love  f 

Mac,  Ay,  there 
You  'pose  me;  for  I  have  a  curious  eye. 
And  am  as  choice  in  that  point  to  be  pleased. 
As  the  most  youthful.      Here,    one's  beauty 

takes  roe ; 
And  there,  her  parentage  and  good  behaviour : 
Another's  wealth  or  wit :  but  Pd  have  one 
Where  all  these  graces  meet,  as  in  a  center. 

Gas,  You  are  too  ambitious.    Youll  hardly 
find 
Woman  or  beast  that  trots  sound  of  aU  four : 
There  will  be  some  defect. 

'  Moc,  Yet  this  I  resolve  on. 
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*  A  sort, — A  company.  See  note  4  to  Gammer  Gorton's  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p. 
'  Mite,  Yet  tku,  &c.— This  is  taken  from  Chaucer : 

''  But  one  thing  warn  I  yon,  my  frendis  dere, 

I  woU  none  old  wife  have  in  no  manere. 

She  shaU  not  passin  sixtene  yere  certeine, 

OidJUky  ami  yongfieshwoU  I  hone  fM fame,'' Merchamts  Tate,  1.  930. 

Wkich  Mr  Pope  hath  modernised  hi  the  foUowing  manner : 

^  One  caution  yet  is  needful  to  be  told. 

To  guide  your  choice ;  This  wife  must  not  be  old : 

There  goes  a  saying,  and  'twas  shrewdly  said, 

OldJUkat  taUe,  M  yoamgfietk  ta  bed,** Jaaaory  and  Ifiy,  L  99. 

^  For  sondry  scholis  maketh  sotiU  clai^is, 
\               Woman  of  many  scholis  half  a  dark  is : 
But  certainly  a  yong  thing  may  men  gye. 
Right  as  men  may  warm  wax  with  hondu  phe." Merdumts  TaU,  i,  943. 

**  No  crafty  widows  shall  approach  my  bed ; 
Those  are  too  wise  for  batoielors  to  wed. 
As  subtle  clerks  by  many  schools  are  made, 
Twice-marry'd  dames  are  mistresses  o'  th'  trade : 
^ntjroonff  and  tender  virgins,  ml'd  with  ease, 
~^e  lorm  uke  waX|  and  mould  tbem  as  we  please." 

Jammry  and  JUay,  L 106. 
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To  b&Te  a  mnid  tender  of  age  and  Mr. 
Old  fish  and  young  flesh,  that's  still  my  diet. 

IxMT.  What  think  you  of  a  widow  ? 

Moc.  By  no  means : 
They  are  too  politic  a  generation ; 
Prov'd  so  by  sirailies.     Many  voyages 
Make  an  experienced  seaman ;  many  offices 
A  crafty  knave  :  so,  many  marriages, 
A  subtle  cunning  widow.     No,  1*11  have  one 
That  I  may  mould,  like  wax,  unto  my  humour. 

Lor,   This  doating  ass  is  worth,  at  least,  a 
million ; 
And  though  he  cannot  propagate  his  stock. 
Will  be  snre  to  multiply.      Ill  offer  him  my 

daughter. 
By  computation  of  age,  he  cannot 
Live  past  ten  years;   by  that  time  she'll  get 

strength 
To  break  this  rotten  hedge  of  matrimony 
And  after  have  a  fair  green  field  to  walk  in, 
And  wanton  where  she  please.    Signior,  a  word ; 
And  by  this  guess  my  love :  I  have  a  daughter. 
Of  beauty  firesh,  of  her  demeanour  gentle, 
And  of  a  sober  wisdom  :  you  know  my  estate. 
If  you  can  fancy  her,  seek  no  further. 

Moc,  Thank  you,  signior ;  pray  of  what  age 
Is  your  daughter? 

jU>r.  But  sixteen,  at  the  most. 

Moc,    But  sixteen !  Is  she  no  more  ?    She  is 
too  younp  then. 

Gat,  You  wish'd  for  a  young  one,  did  you  not? 

Moc.  Not  that  I  would  have  her  in  years. 

Gas.  I  w#rant  yon  ! 

Moc.  Well,  mark  what  I  say  :  When  I  come 
to  her, 
Shell  ne'er  be  able  to  endure  me. 

Lor.  ril  trust  her. 

Gas,    1  think  your  choice,  sir,  cannot  be 
amended, 
She  is  so  virtuous  and  so  amiable. 

Moc,  Is  she  so  fair  and  amiable  ?  I'll  have  her. 
She  may  grow  up  to  what  she  wants ;  and  then 
I  shall  enjoy  such  pleasure  and  delight, 
Such  infinite  content  in  her  embraces, 
I  may  contend  with  Love  for  happiness ! 
Yet  one  thing  troubles  me. 

Gas,  What's  that  ? 

Moc,  I  shall  live  poy** 

So  well  on  earth,  I  ne'er  shall  think  of  any  other 

Gat,  I  wish  all  joy  to  you ;   but  'tis  in  th' 
power 
Of  fate  to  work  a  miracle  upon  you. 


You  may  obtain  the  grace,  with  other  me 
To  repent  your  bai^in  before  you  bti 
seal'd  it. 
Lor,  Or  she  may  prove  his  purgator 
send  him 
To  heaven  the  sooner. 

Gas.  Such  like  effects  as  tiiese 
Are  not  unheard  of  in  nature. 
Moc,  For  all  these  scruples, 
I  am  resolv'd.    Brin^  me,  that  I  may  sec 
Young  handsome  ladies  are  like  prizes  at  a 

race,  where 
Every  well-breath'd  gentleman  may  put 
his  share.  [i 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo. 

Leon.  But  are  you  resolv'd  of  this  cour 

Duke.  Yes,  w^U  be  once  mad  in  out 
and  do  an  exploit  for  posterity  to  talk  of. 
you  join  with  mie  ? 

Leon.  I  am  at  your  Grace's  disposing. 

Duke,  No  grace,  nor  no  respect,  lb 
you,  more  than  ordinary  friendship  alio 
'tis  the  only  bar  to  hinder  our  designs. 

Leon.  Then,  sir,  what  fashion  you  are 
to  appoint  me,  I  will  be  glad  to  put  on. 

Duke.  Tis  well.  For  my  part,  I  am 
min*d  to  lay  by  all  ensigns  of  my  royalt 
while,  and  walk  abroad  under  a  mean  cov 
Variety  does  well ;  and  'tis  as  great  c 
sometimes,  to  shrowd  one's  head  under  a 
roof,  as  a  rich  canopy  of  ^old. 

Leon.  But  what's  your  mtent  in  this  ? 

Duke,  I  have  a  longing  desire  to  s 
fashions  of  the  vulgar ;  which,  should  I  a1 
mine  own  person,  I  might  divert  them  froi 
humours.  The  face  of  greatness  would  t 
them,  ^as  Cato  did  the  Floralia  from  thet 

Leon.  Indeed  familiarity  begets  boldne 

Duke.  'TIS  true,  indulgency  and  flattei 
away  the  benefit  of  experience  from  pi 
which  ennobles  the  fortunes  of  private  m 

Leon.  But  you  are  a  duke,  sir ;  and  tl 
scent  from  your  honour  will  undervalue  y 

Duke,  Not  a  whit :  I  am  so  toii'd  ou 
grand  affiiirs,  and  dispatching  of  emba 
that  I  am  ready  to  sink  under  the  burden 
may  not  an  Atlas  of  state,  such  as  en  jse 
bears  up  the  weight  of  a  commonwealtl 
and  then,  for  recreation's  sake,  be  glail  t 
his  shoulders?  Has  not  Jupiter  thrown 
his  rays  and  bis  thunder,  to  walk  among  m 


'  At  Cato  did  the  FUralia.— The  Floralia  or  feast  of  Flora,  Goddess  of  Flowers,  were  cek 
with  poblick  sports  on  the  5th  of  the  Kalends  of  May.  TIm  chief  part  of  the  **  solenmity  w> 
naged  by  a  company  of  lewd  strumpets,  who  ran  op  and  down  naked,  sometimes  dancing,  som 
fighting,  or  acting  the  mimick.  However  it  came  to  pass,  the  wisest  and  gravest  Romans  w< 
for  discontinaing  this  custom,  though  the  most  indecent  imaginable  :  for  PortiMt  Cato^  when  1 
present  at  these  games,  and  saw  the  people  ashamed  to  let  the  women  strip  while  he  was  titiei 
mediately  went  out  of  the  tfaealire  lo  let  tlie  ceremony  have  its  course."  . 

Kenners  Roman  AniiquUiety  p.  297. 
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Does  Qot  ApoUo  suffer  liimself  to  be  depriv*d  of 
bis  quiver,  that  he  nmy  waken  qp  his  muse 
sometimes,  and  siog  to  his  harp  ? 

Leon,  Nay,  sir,  to  come  to  a  more  familiar 
example :  I  have  heard  of  a  nrobleman  that  has 
beeo  drunk  with  a  tinker,  and  of  a  magiiifico 
that  has  play'd  at  '  blow-puint. 

Duke,  Very  good  then,  take  our  degrees  alike, 
and  the  act*s  as  pardonable. 

X*e0ji  lu  a  humour,  sir,  a  man  may  do  much. 
Bat  how  will  yuu  prevent  their  discovery  of 
you? 

Duke.  Very  well :  the  alteration  of  our  clothes 
will  abolish  suspicion. 

Leon,  A  nd  how  for  our  faces  ? 

Duke.  They  shall  pass  witliout  any  seal  of 
disguise.  Who  neVr  were  thjugUt  on,  will  ne'er 
be  mistrusted. 


Leon.  Come  what  will,  greatness  can  justify 
any  action  whatsoever,  and  make  it  tiiought 
wisdom ;  but  if  we  do  walk  undiscern'd,  'twill 
be  the  better.  It  tickles  me  to  think  what  a 
mass  of  delight  we  shall  possess,  in  being,  as 
'twere,  the  invisible  spectators  of  their  strange 
behaviours.  I  heard,  sir,  of  an  antiquary,  who, 
if  he  be  as  good  at  wine  as  at  liistory,  he  is  sure 
an  excellent  companion;  and  of  one  Petrucio, 
who  plays  the  eagle  in  the  clouds :  and,  indeed, 
divers  others,  who  verity  the  proverb.  So  many 
men,  so  many  humours. 

Duke.  All  these  we'll  visit  in  order:  but 
how  we  shall  comply  with  them,  'tis  as  occasion 
shall  be  offered ;  we  will  not  now  be  so  serious 
to  consider. 

Leon.  Well,  sir,  I  must  trust  to  your  wit  to 
manage  it.    Lead  on,  I  attend  you.  [Exit, 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Aurelto,  and  Musicians. 

Aur.  This  is  the  window :  now,  my  noble  Or- 
pheus, 
As  thoQ  affect*st  the  name  of  Rarity, 
Strike  with  the  soul  of  musick,  that  the  sound 
May  bear  my  love  on  his  bedewed  wing, 
To  charm  her  ear :  as  when  a  sacrifice. 
With  his  perfumed  steam,  flies  up  to  heaven, 
Into  Jove's  nostrils,  and  there  throws  a  mist 
On  his  enraged  brow.    Oh  how  my  fancy 
Labours  with  the  success !  [Song  above. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Imc,  Cease  your  fool's  note  there ;  I  am  not 
in  tune. 
To  dance  after  your  fiddle.     Who  are  you  ? 
What  saucy  groom,  tliat  dares  so  near  mtrude. 
And  with  offensive  noise,  grate  on  my  ears  ? 
Aur,   What  more  than  earthly  light  breaks 
through  that  window  ? 
Brighter  than  all  the  glittering  tnin  of  nymphs 
That  wait  on  Cynthia,  when  she  takes  her  pro- 
gress 
In  pursuit  of  the  swift  enchased  deer, 
Over  the  Cretan  or  Athenian  hills ; 


Or  when,  attended  with  those  lesser  stars, 
She  treads  the  azure  circle  of  the  heavens  ? 

Luc,  Hey-day,  this  is  excellent !  What  voice 
is  that? 
Oh,  is  it  you  ?   I  cry  you  mercy,  sir : 
I  thought  as  much ;   these  are  your  tricks  still 

with  me  *. 
You  have  been  sotting  on't  all  night  with  wine, 
And  here  you  come  to  finish  out  your  revels: 
I  shall  be,  one  day,  able  to  Hve  private, 
I  shall,  and  not  be  made  the  epilogue 
Of  all  your  drunken  meetings.  For  shame,  away ! 
The  rosy  morning  blushes  at  tliy  baseness. 
Julia,  go  throw  the  musick  a  reward. 
And  set  them  hence. 

Aur,  Divine  Lucretia, 
Do  not  receive  with  scorn  my  proffer'd  service : 
Oh  turn  again,  though  from  your  arched  brow. 
Stung  with  disdain,  and  bent  down  to  your  eye. 
You  shoot  me  through  with  darts  of  ci*uelty. 
Ah  foolish  man,  to  court  the  flame  that  bums 
him ! 

Luc,  What  would  this  fellow  have? 

Aur,  Shine  still,  fair  mistress ; 
And  though  in  silence,  yet  still  look  updn  me : 
*"  Your  eye  discourses  with  more  rhetorick 
Thau  all  the  gilded  tongues  of  orators. 


^  Blmp-p^ni. —SOy  in  The  Return  from  Parnassus,  A.  3.  8.  1 : 

** my  mistress  upon  good  days  puts  on  a  piece  of  a  parsonage  ;  and  we  pages  pAiy  a/  bUm- 

f'mt  for  a  piece  of  a  parsonage." 


Donne's  Poems ^  1719,  p.  119  : 


t( 


shortly,  boys  shall  not  play 


At  span>counter,  or  blow-point,  but  shall  pA> 
Toll  to  some  courtier." 

*®  Your  eye  discourses,  tVc— So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Every  Man  out  qfhis  Humour,  A.  S.  S.  3: 

You  shuU  see  sweet  silent  rhetorique  and  dumb  eloquence  speakings  in  her  eye;  but  when  she 

VOL.   iir.  P 
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Luc,  Out  of  my  pity,  not  xny  love,  I'll  answer; 
You  come  to  woo  me,  and  speak  fair ;  'tis  well : 
You  think  to  win  me  too :  you  are  deceived ; 
For  when  I  hate  a  person,  all  his  actions. 
Though  ne'er  so  good,  prove  but  his  prejudice: 
For  flatteries  are  like  sweet  pills ;  though  sweet, 
Yet  if  they  work  not  straight,  invert  to  poison. 

Aur.  Why  do  you  hate  me,  lady  ?  Was  there 
ever 
Woman  so  cruel,  to  hate  him  that  lov'd  her  ? 
Oh,  do  not  so  degenerate  from  nature, 
Which  form'd  you  of  a  temper  soft  as  silk  ! 
And  to  the  sweet  composure  of  your  body, 
Took  not  a  drop  of  gall,  or  corrupt  humour ; 
But  all  your  blood  was  clear  and  purified. 
Then  as  your  limbs  are  fair,  so  be  your  mind ; 
Cast  not  a  scandal  on  her  curious  hand. 
To  say,  she  made  that  crooked,  or  uneven ; 
For  virtue  is  the  best,  which  is  deriv'd 
From  a  sweet  feature.  Women  crown  their  youth 
With  the  chaste  omainents  of  love  and  truth. 

Luc.  This  is  a  language  you  are  studied  in, 
And  you  have  spoke  it  to  a  thousand. 

Aur,  Never,  never  to  any ;  for  my  soul  is  cut  so 
To  the  proportion  of  what  you  are, 
That  all  the  other  beauty  in  the  world. 
That  is  not  found  within  your  face,  seems  vile. 
''  Oh  chat  I  were  a  veil  upon  that  face, 
To  hide  it  from  the  world ;  methinks  I  could 
Envy  the  very  sun  for  gazing  on  you  ! 

Luc.  I  wonder,  that  a  fellow  of  no  worth. 
Should  talk  thus  liberally :  be  so  impudent. 
After  so  many  slightings  and  abuses 
Extorted  from  me,  beyond  modesty. 
To  press  upon  me  still :   Have  not  I  told  you 
My  mind  in  words,  plain  to  be  understood, 
How  much  I  hate  you?    Can  I  not  enjoy 
The  freedom  of  my  chamber,  but  you  must 
Stand  in  my  prospect?    If  you  please,  I  will 
Resign  up  all,  and  leave  you  possession. 
What  can  I  suffer,  or  expect  more  grievous, 
From  the  enforcement  of  an  enemy  ? 

Aur.  Do  not  insult  upon  my  sufferings ; 


I  had  well  hop'd,  I  should  receive  some  comfort 
From  the  sweet  influence  of  your  words  or  looks; 
But  now  must  fly,  and  vanish  like  a  cloud, 
Clms*d  with  the  wind,  into  the  colder  regions. 
Where  sad  despair  sits  ever  languishing; 
There  will  I  calculate  my  injuries. 
Sum'd  up  with  my  deserts  :  Then  shall  I  find 
How  you  are  wanting  to  all  good  and  pity, 
And  that  you  do  but  juggle  with  our  sense; 
That  you  appear  gentle  and  smooth  as  water, 
When  no  wind  breathes  on  it ;  but  indeed. 
Are  far  more  hard  than  rocks  of  adamant: 
That  you  are  more  inconstant  than  your  mistress. 
Fortune^  that  guides  you :  that  your  promises 
Are  all  deceitful ;  ana  that  wanton  Love, 
Whom  fonner  ages,  flattering  their  vice. 
And  to  procure  more  freedom  for  their  sin. 
Have  term*d  a  God,  laughs  at  your  perjuries. 

Luc.  You  will  do  this :  why  do  so,  ease  your 
mind. 
So  I  be  free  from  you.  There's  no  such  torment. 
As  to  be  troubled  with  an  insolent  lover, 
That  will  receive  no  answer :  bonds  and  fetters, 
Perpetual  imprisonment^  are  not  like  it : 
Tis  worse  than  to  be  seiz'd  on  with  a  fever, 
A  continual  surfeit.  For  heaven's  sake,  leave  me, 
And  let  me  here  no  more  of  you. 

Aur.  Is  this  the  best  reward  for  all  my  hopes. 
The  dear  expences  of  youth  and  service. 
Spent  in  the  execution  of  your  follies? 
When  not  a  day  or  hour,  but  witness'd  with  me. 
With  what  great  study,  and  affected  care, 
More  than  of  fame  or  honour,  I  invented 
New  ways  to  fit  your  humour ;  what  observance, 
As  if  you  were  the  arbitress  of  courtship, 
I  sought  to  please  you  with :  laid  out  for  fashions, 
And  bought  them  for  you ;  feasted  you  with 

banquets ; 
Read  you  asleep  i'  th'  afternoon  with  pamphlets ; 
Sent  you  elixirs  and  preservatives. 
Paintings  and  powders,  that  would  have  restored 
Old  Niobe  to  youth ;  the  beauty  you  pretend  to. 
Is  all  my  gift.     Besides,  I  was  so  simple, 


speaks  herself,  such  an  anatomy  of  wit,  so  fine  wiz'd  and  arteriE'd,  that  'tis  the  goodliest  model  of 
pleasure  that  ever  was  to  behold." 

Shakspeare's  Romeo  and  Juliet,  A.  2.  S.  3 : 

'<  She  speaks,  yet  she  says  nothing ;  What  of  that? 
Her  eye  dtscowraesy  I  wilf  answer  it." 

And  Pope,  in  his  translation  of  the  Iliad: 

"  Persuasive  speech,  and  more  persuasive  sighs, 
Silence  that  spoke,  and  eloquence  qfeijet." 

"  Oh  that  I  were.  Sec, — Borrowed  from  Shakspeare's  Romeo  and  Juliet,  A.  e.  S.  2  : 

"  O,  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek." 

Which,  Mr  Steevcns  observes,  hath  been  ridiculed  by  Shiricy,  in  The  School  of  Complimeitts: 

"  Oh  that  I  were  a  flea  upon  that  lip,  &c.' 
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To  wear  your  foolish  colours,  cry  your  wit  up, 
And  judgment,  when  you  had  none,  and  swore 

to  it; 
Drank  to  your  health,  whole  nights^  in  ''Hip- 

pocras, 
Upon  my  knees,  with  more  religion 
Than  e'er  I  said  my  prayers,  whicti  Heaven  for- 
give me. 
Luc.  Are  these  such  miracles!    Twas  but 
your  duly. 
The  tributary  Iioniage  all  men  owe 
Unto  our  sex  :  Should  we  enjoin  you  travel, 
Or  send  you  on  an  errand  into  trance. 
Only  to  fetch  a  b;isket  ofmiirik-inelons. 
It  were  a  favour  for  you.     Put  the  case 
That  I  were  Hero,  and  you  were  Leander; 
If  I  should  bid  you  swim  the  Ht- llespont, 
Only  to  know  my  mind,  methinks  you  might 
Be  proud  of  the  employment:    \Vere  you  a  Pu- 
ritan, 
Did  I  conmiand  you  wait  me  to  a  play. 
Or  to  tlie  church,  though  you  liad  no  religion^ 
You  mii;ht  nut  question  it. 
Aur.  Pretty,  very  pretty  ! 
Lnc.  And  then,  because  I  am  familiar, 
And  deign,  out  of.my  nobleness  and  bounty. 
To  gr.ice  your  weak  endeavours  wiih  the  title 
Ofcourttsy,  to  wave  my  fan  at  you. 
Or  let  you  kiss  my  hand  ;  must  vve  strait  marry  ? 
I  may  esteem  you  in  the  rank  of  servants. 
To  cast  otT  wlVen  I  please,  ne'er  for  a  husband. 
Aur.    If  ever  devil   dauin'd   in   a   woman's 
tongue, 
Tis  in  thine ;  I  am  glad  yet  you  tell  me  this^ 
I  might  have  else  proceeded,  and  gone  on 
'♦In  the  lewd  way  of  loving  you,  and  so 
Have  wandered  farther  from  myself:  But  now 
rU  study  to  be  wiser,  and  henceforth 
Hate  the  wliole  gang  of  you;  denounce  a  war, 
Ne'er  to  be  reconcil'd,  and  rejoice  in  it; 
And  count  myself  bless'd  fur't;   and  wish   all 

men 
May  do  the  like,  to  shun  you :    For  my  part. 
If  when  my  brains  are  trnubled  with  late  drinking, 
([  shall  have  else  the  grace,  sure,  to  forget  you,) 
Then  hut  my  lahoiiring  fancy  dream  of  you, 
I'll  start,  affrighted  at  the  vision. 

Imc,  'Las  !  how  pity  fully  it  takes  it  to  heart ! 
It  wuuld  be  angry  too,  if  it  knew  how. 

Aur.  Come  near  me,  none  of  you  ;   if  I  hear 
The  sound  of  your  approach,  Pll  stop  my  ears ; 


Nay,  I'll  be  angry,  if  I  shall  imagine 

That  any  of  you  think  of  me :  and,  for  thy  sake. 

If  I  but  see  the  picture  of  a  woman, 

I'll  hide  my  face,  and  break  it.     So  farewel. 

[Exit  LUCRETIA. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Mocintoo,  and  Angelia. 

Xor.  What  are  you,  friend,  and  what's  your 
business? 

Aur,  Whate'er  it  be,  now  'tis  dispatch'd. 

Lor.  This  is  rudeness. 

Aur.  The  fitter  for  the  place  and  persons  then. 

Lor.  How's  tliat? 

Aur.  You  are  a  nest  of  savages,  the  house 
Is  more  inhospitable  than  the  quicksands  : 
Your  daughter  sits  on  that  enchanted  bay, 
A  Siren  like,  to  entice  passengers ; 
Who  viewing  her,  through  a  false  perspective. 
Neglect  the  better  tratiick  of  their  life : 
But  yet,  the  more  they  labour  to  come  near  her. 
The  further  she  flies  back  ;  until  at  last. 
When  she  has  brought  them  to  some  rock  or 

shelf. 
She  proudly  looks  down  on  the  wreck  of  lovers. 

Lor.  Why,  wlio  has  injur'd  you? 

Aur.  No  matter  who : 
I'll  first  talk  with  a  sphinx,  ere  converse  with 
you. 

Lor.  A  word  :  Expound  your  wrongs  more  to 
the  full, 
If  you  expect  a  remedy. 

Aur.  I'll  rather 
Seek  out  diseases,  choose  my  death,  and  pine. 
Than  stay  to  be  cur'd  by  you.  lExit. 

Enter  Muiha  and  Lucretia. 

Lor.  If  you  be  so  obstinate. 

Take  your  course Why,  wife  Emilia, 

Daughter  Lucretia What's  the  matter  here 

With  this  same  fellow?  do  you  owe  him  money? 

Luc.  Owe  him  money,   sir!    Does  he  look 
like  one 
That  sliould  lend  money  ?  He  is  a  gentleman. 
And  they  seldom  credit  any  body. 

Lor.  Well,  wife. 
Where  was  your  matron's  wisdom,  that  should 

keep 
A  vigilant  care  upon  your  house  and  daughter. 
And  not  have  suffered  her  to  be  surpriz'd 
With  every  loose  aspect,  and  gazing  eye. 
That  suck  in  hot  and  lustful  motions  ? 


■*  To  wear  your  foolish  colours. — So,  in  Love's  Labour's  Lost,  last  edit.  Vol.  II.  p.  4SS : 

<'  And  wear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoop." 

See  a  Note  on  this  passage. 

*'  Uippocras. — "  A  compound  wine,  mixed  with  several  kinds  of  spices.  Bloout's  Glossogrofhia, 
Kneeling  to  drink  healths  wasjformerly  the  common  practice  of  drinkers.  So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Cya- 
ihia's  RereUy  A.  2.  S.  S  :" 

«  He  is  a  great  proficient  in  all  the  illiberal  sciences ;  as  cheating,  drinking,  swaggering,  whoring 
and  snch  like  ;  never  kneels  but  to  drink  heaUhif  nor  prays  but  for  a  pipe  of  puddini^  tobacco." 

'*  In  the  lewd  way — i.  e.  idle. 
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You  were  best  turn  bawd,  and  prostitute  her 
beauty. 

Mmil,  You  were  best  turn  an  old  ass, 
And  meddle  with  your  bonds  and  brokage. 

Lor.  What  was  his  business  ? 

Lac,  To  tell  you  true,  sir,  he  is  one  of  those, 
Whom  love  and  fortune  have  congpir'd  to  fool, 
And  make  the  subject  of  a  woman^s  will; 
His  idle  brain,  being  void  of  better  reason. 
Is  fiird  with  toys  and  humours;  and  for  want 
Of  other  exercise,  he  takes  great  pains 
For  the  expressing  of  his  folly :   Sorattira^s 
With  starts  and  sighs^  hung  head,  and  folded 

arms, 
Sonnets  and  pitiful  tunes;  forgetting 
All  due  respect  unto  himself,  and  friends, 
With  doating  on  a  mistress:  she  agafn, 
As  little  pitying  him,  whose  every  frown 
Strikes  him  as  dead  as  face,  and  makes  him  walk 
The  living  monument  of  his  own  sorrow. 

Lor.  I  apprehend,  he  came  a  wooing  to  thee. 
'Tis  so,  and  thou  did'st  scorn  him,  girl :  'twas 

well  done, 
ril  ease  thee  of  that  care :  see,  I  have  brought 
A  husband  to  thy  hand.     Look  on  him  well ; 
A  worthy  roan,  and  a  Clarissimo. 

Luc,  A  husband,  said  you  !    Now  Venus  be 
propitious : 
He  looks  more  like  the  remedy  of  love, 
A  julep  to  cool  it.     She  that  could  take  fire 
At  such  a  dull  flame,  as  his  eyes,  I  should 
Believe  her  more  than  touchwood  ! 

Moc.  A  ravishing  creature ! 
If  her  condition  answer  but  her  feature, 
I  am  fitted.     Her  form  answers  my  affection  ; 
'^  It  arrides  me  exceedingly.     IMl  speak  to  her. 
Fair  mistress,  what  your  father  has  proposed 
In  the  fair  way  of  contract,  I  stand  ready 
To  ratify ;  and  let  me  not  seem  less 
In  your  esteem,  because  I  am  so  easy 
In  my  consent.     Women  love  out  of  fancy ; 
Men  from  advice. 

Luc.  You  do  not  mean  in  earnest  ? 
Now,  Cupid,  deliver  me  ! 

Moc,  How,  not  in  earnest ! 
As  I  am  strong  and  mighty  in  desires, 
You  wrong  me  to  question  it. 

Luc,  Good  sir,  consider 
The  infinite  distance  that  is  between  us 
In  »s:e  and  manners. 

Moc,  No  distance  at  all : 
My  age  is  youthful,  and  your  youth  is  aged. 

Luc,  But  you  are  wise,  and  will  you  sell  your 
freedom 
Unto  a  female  tyranny,  in  despair 
E'er  to  be  quit  ?    You  run  a  strange  adventure. 
Without  perceiving  what  a  certain  hazard 


A  creature  of  my  inclination 
Is  apt  to  draw  you  to. 

Moc,  I  cannot  think  it. 

Luc.  Tis  strange  you'll  not  believe  roe,  unless 
Hay 
My  imperfection  open.    I  have  a  nature 
Ambitious  beyond  thought,  quite  giv'n  over 
To  entertainments  and  expence :  no  bravery 
That's  fashionable  can  escape  me ;  and  then. 
Unless  you  are  of  a  most  settled  temper. 
Quite  without  passion,  I  shall  make  you 
Horil-road  with  jealousy. 

Moc,  Come,  come,  I  know 
Thou'rt  virtuous,  and  speakest  this  but  to  try  roe : 
You  will  not  be  so  adverse  to  your  fortuue. 
And  hll  obedience,  to  contradict 
What  your  father  has  set  down. 

Luc.  These  are  my  faults 
I  cannot  help,  if  you  will  be  so  good 
As  to  dispense  with  them. 

Moc,  With  all  my  heart     I  forgive  thee  be- 
fore thou  offend'st. 

Luc,  Then,  I  am  mighty  stubborn  and  self- 
wiird, 
And  shall  sometimes  e'en  long  to  abuse  you ; 
And  for  my  tongue,  'tis  like  a  stone  thrown  down, 
Of  an  impetuous  motion,  not  to  bestill'd. 

Moc,  AH  these  cannot  dismay  me;  for  con* 
sidering 
How  they  are  passions  proper  to  your  sex, 
In  a  degree  they  are  virtues. 

Luc.  Oh  ray  fkte  ! 
He  will  not  be  terrified.     Then,  not  to  feed  you 
With  further  hopes,  or  pump  for  more  excuses, 
Take  it  in  brief,  though  I  am  loth  to  speak, 
But  you  compel  me  to  it ;  I  cannot  love  you. 

Lor.  How  do  you  speed,  sir?  Is  she  tractiible? 
Do  you  approve  of  her  replies? 

Moc.  I  know  not. 
Guess  you :  she  said  she  cannot  love  me ;  and  'tis 
The  least  thing  I  should  have  mistrusted ;  I  durst 
Have  sworn,  she  would  ne'er  have  made  scruple 
on't. 

Lor.  Not  love  you !  Come,  she  must  and  shall. 
Do  you  hear,  housewife? 
No  more  of  this,  as  you  affect  my  friendship. 
What,  shall  1  bring  here  a  ri^ht  worshipful  praetor 
Unto  my  house,  in  hope  you  will  be  rulVl, 
And  you  prove  recreant  to  my  commands  ? 
By  my  vex'd  soul,  thou  hast  done  a  deed  were 

able, 
In  the  mere  quest  ioninie;  of  what  I  bid. 
Were  not  I  a  pious  and  indulgent  father. 
To  thrust  thee,  as  a  stranger,  from  roy  blood. 

Moc.  Be  not  too  rash,  sir ;  women  are  not  won 
With  force,  but  fair  entreaty.  Have  I  been  vers*d 
Thus  long  i'  th'  school  of  love  ?  know  all  their  arts. 


■5  It  arrides  me  exceedingly— i.  e.  pleaftes  me :  a  Latin  phrase.    So  Cic,  Ait,  13,  21 ;    "  Inhibere 
illud  tnum  quod  valde  arriserqi^  vebemcnter  displicet."      S. 
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Their  practices,  their  ways,  and  subtilties, 
In  all  nij  encounters  still  returnM  a  victor, 
And  have  not  left  a  stratagem  at  last 
To  work  on  her  affection  ?   Let  me  suffer. 
Lor,  Nay,  and  you  have  that  confidence,  1*11 

leave  you. 
^loc.  Lady,  a  word  in  private  with  you.  [  Whisper 
jflmil.  Pray,  sweetheart. 
What  pretty  youth  is  that? 

Lor.  Who,  this  same  chicken  ? 
He  IS  tlie  son  of  a  great  nobleman, 
And  my  especial  friend.     His  fatiier's  gone 
Into  the  country  to  survey  his  lands. 
And  let  new  leases,  and  left  him  in  charge 
With  me  till  l)is  return. 

JEmil,  Now,  as  I  live, 
'Tis  a  well-favoured  lad,  and  his  years  promise 
He  should  have  an  ability  to  do, 
Aud  wit  to  conceal.     When  I  take  him  single, 
\\\  try  his  disposition. 

Moc.  This,  for  your  sake, 
ril  undertake  and  execute. 

Luc.  For  ray  sake  ! 
You  shall  not  draw  me  to  the  fellowship 
Of  such  a  sin. 

Moc.  I  know  *tis  pleasing  to  thee, 
And  therefore  am  reso]v*d. 
Luc.  I  may  prevent  you. 
Lor.  What,  are  you  resolvM  ? 
Moc.  We  are  e'en  at  a  point,  sir. 
Lor.  What's  more  to  be  done,  let's  in  and 
consider.  [E,xeunt. 

Enter  Antiquary  and  Petro. 

Ant.  Well,  sirrah !  but  that  I  have  brought 
you  up,  I  would  cashier  you  for  these  reproofs. 

Petro.  Good  sir,  consider,  'tis  no  benefit  to 
o^e ;  he  is  your  nephew  that  I  speak  for,  and  'tis 
charity  to  relieve  him. 

Ant.  He  is  a  young  knave,  and  that's  crime 
wongh :  and  he  were  old  in  any  thing,  though 
Wre  in  iniquity,  there  were  some  reverence 
to  be  had  of  him. 

Petro.  Why,  sir,  though  he  be  a  young  knave, 
^  YOU  term  him,  yet  he  is  your  kinsman,  and 
ID  distress  too. 

Ant.  Why,  sir,  and  you  know  again,  that  'tis 
an  old  custom,  (which  thing  I  will  no  way  trans- 
gress,) for  a  rich  man  not  to  look  upon  any  as 
his  kinsman,  in  distress. 

Petro.  'TIS  au  ill  custom,  sir,  and  'twere  good 
'twere  repealed. 

Ant.  I  have  something  else  to  look  afler: 
Have  you  dispos'd  of  those  relics,  as  I  bade  you  ? 

Petro.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  Well,  thoo  dost  not  know  the  estimation 
of  what  thou  hast  in  keeping.  The  whole  Indies, 


seeing  they  are  but  newly  discover*d,  are  not  to 
be  valued  with  them.  The  very  dust  that 
cleaves  to  one  of  those  monuments,  is  more 
worth  than  the  ore  of  twenty  mines  ! 

Petro.  Yet,  by  your  favour,  sir,  of  what  use 
can  they  be  to  you  ? 

Ant.  What  use  !  Did  not  the  Seigniory  build 
a  state-chamber  for  antiquities  ?  and  'tis  the  best 
thing  that  e'er  they  did  :  they  are  the  registers, 
the  chronicles  of  the  age  they  were  made  in, 
and  speak  the  truth  of  history  better  than  a 
hundred  of  your  printed  commentaries. 

Petro.  Yet  few  are  of  your  belief. 

Ant.  There's  a  box  of  coins  within,  most  of 
them  brass,  yet  each  of  them  a  jewel,  miracu- 
lously preserv'd  in  spight  of  time  or  envy  ;  and 
are  of  that  rarity  and  excellence,  that  saints  may 
go  a  pilgrimage  to  them,  and  not  be  ashamed. 

Petro.  Yet,  I  stay  still.  What  good  can  they 
do  to  you,  more  than  to  look  on  ? 

Ant.  What  good,  thou  brute  !  And  thou  wer't 
not  worth  a  penny,  the  very  shewing  of  them 
were  able  to  maintain  thee.  Let  me  see  now, 
and  you  were  put  to  it,  how  you  could  advance 
your  voice  in  tneir  commendation.     Begin. 

Petro.  All  you  gentlemen,  that  are  affected 
with  rarities,  such,  the  world  cannot  produce 
the  like,  snatch'd  from  the  jaws  of  time,  and 
wonderfully  collected  by  a  studious  antiquary ; 
come  near  and  admire. 

Ant.  Thou  say'st  right :  the  limbs  of  Hippo- 
litus  were  never  so  dispers'd. 

Petro.  Fiist,  those  twelve  pictures  that  you 
see  there,  are  the  portraitures  of  the  Sibyls, 
drawn,  five  hundred  years  since,  by  Titianus  of 
Padua,  an  excellent  painter  and  statuary. 

Ant.  Very  well. 

Petro.  Then,  here  is  Venus  all  naked,  and 
Cupid  by  her,  on  a  dolphin.  Both  these  were 
drawn  by  Apelles  of  Greece. 

Ant.  Proceed. 

Petro.  Then  here  is  Hercules  and  Antaeus, 
and  that  Pallas  at  length,  in  alabaster,  with  her 
helmet  and  feathers ;  and  that's  Jupiter,  with 
an  eagle  at  his  back. 

Ant.  Exceeding  well ! 

Petro.  Then,  there's  the  great  silver  box  that 
Nero  kept  his  beard  in. 

Ant.  Good  again. 

Petro,  And  after  decking  it  with  precious 
stoneS)  did  consecrate  it  to  the  Capitol. 

Ant.  That's  right. 

Petro.  And  there  hangs  the  net  that  held 
Mars  and  his  mistress,  while  the  whole  bench 
of  bawdy  deities  stood  spectators  of  their  sport. 

Ant.  Admirable  good  ! 

Petro.  ■*  Then,  here  is  Marius  to  the  middle. 


'^  Then,  here  i$  Mmitu  to  the  middle he  with  half  a  nose  ii  Corrtaiu,  and  he  with  ne'er  a  om  u  Gmtba* 

"  Et  Curios  jnm  dimidios,  nasumque  mioorem 
Corvini,  et  Galbam  auuculi^  nasoque  carentem  ?" 

Juvenal.  Sat.  8.  edit  Aid.  1535.      S. 
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and  there  CIcopntra  with  a  veil  over  her  face ; 
and  next  to  her,  Marcus  Antonius  the  Triumvir; 
then,  he  with  half  a  nose  is  Corviiius,  and  he 
with  neVr  a  one  is  Galba. 

Ant.  Very  sulhcient ! 

Fctro,  Then,  here  is  Vittellius,  and  there 
Titus  and  Vespasian.  These  three  were  made 
by  Jacobus  Sansovinus,  the  Florentine. 

Ant.  Tis  enough. 

Petro.  Last  of  all,  this  is  the  urn  that  did 
contain  the  ashes  of  the  emperors. 

Ant.  And  each  of  these  worth  a  king*s  ran- 
som  

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo. 

Duke.  Save  you,  sir ! 

Ant.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen. 

Duke.  I  come,  sir,  a  suitor  to  you.  I  hear 
you  are  possesb'd  of  many  various  and  excellent 
antiquities ;  and  thoupli  I  am  a  stranger,  1 
would  intreat  your  gontleuess  a  favour. 

Ant.  What's  that,  sir? 

Duke.  Only  that  you  would  vouchsafe  me  to 
be  a  spectator  of  their  curiosity  and  worth; 
which  courtesy  shall  engnj^e  me  yours  for  ever. 

Ant.  For  their  worth  I  will  not  promise;  'tis 
as  you  please  to  esteem  of  them. 

ieoM.  No  doubt,  sir,  we  shall  ascribe  what 
dignity  belongs  to  them,  and  to  you  their  pre- 
server. 

Ant.  You  speak  nobly :  and  thus  much  let  me 
tell  you,  to  your  edifying ;  the  foolish  doating  on 
these  present  novelties,  is  the  cause  why  so 
many  rare  inventions  have  already  perish'd; 
andy  which  is  pity,  antiquity  has  not  left  so 
much  as  a  footstep  behind  her,  more  than  of  her 
vices. 

Leon.  Tis  the  more  pity,  sir. 

Aut.  Tlien,  what  raises  such  vanities  amongst 
us,  and  sets  fantastical  fancies  a-work?  What's 
the  reason  that  so  many  fresh  tricks  and  new 
inventions  of  fashions  and  diseases  come  daily 
over  sea,  and  land  upon  a  man  that  never  durst 
adventure  to  taste  salt  water,  but  only  the  ne- 
glect of  those  useful  instructions  which  antiquity 
has  set  down  ? 

Duke.  You  speak  oracles,  sir. 

Ant.  Look  farther,  and  tell  me  what  you  find 
better,  or  more  honourable  than  age.  Is  not 
wisdom  entail'd  upon  it.>  Take  tlic  prehemi- 
nence  of  it  in  every  thing;  in  an  old  friend,  in 
old  wine,  in  an  old  pedigree. 

Leon.  All  this  is  certain. 

Ant.  I  confess  to  you,  gentlemen,  I  must  re- 
verence and  prefer  the  precedent  times  before 
these,  which  consumed  their  wits  in  experiments; 
and  *twas  a  virtuous  emulation  amongst  them, 


that  nothing  which  should  profit  posterity  should 
perish. 

Leon.  It  argued  a  good  fatherly  providence. 

Ant.  It  did  so.  There  was  Lysippus,  ikt 
spent  his  whole  life  in  the  lineaments  of  one 
picture,  which  I  will  shew  you  anon  :  then  wm 
there  '^  Eudoxus  the  philosopher,  who  grew  old 
in  the  top  of  a  mountain,  to  contemplate  astrO' 
nomy;  whose  manuscript^ I  have  also  by  me. 

Duke.  Have  you  so,  sir  ? 

Ant.  I  have  that,  and  many  more:  yet  se^ 
the  preposterous  desires  of  men  in  these  days, 
that  account  better  of  a  ma^s  of  gold,  than  whai- 
ever  Apelles  or  Phidias  have  invented  I 

Duke.  That  is  their  ignorance. 

Ant.  Well,  gentlemen,  because  I  perceive  you 
are  ingenious,  I  would  intreat  you  to  walk  io, 
where  I  will  demonstrate  all,  and  proceed  in  my 
admonition.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Aurelio  and  Lionel. 

Lion.  'Tis  well,  sir;  I  am  glad  you  are  so  soon 
got  free  from  your  bondage. 

Aur.  Yes,  I  thank  my  stars,  I  am  now  my 
own  man  again  ;  I  have  slept  out  my  drunken  iil 
of  love,  and  am  recovered :  you  that  are  my 
friends,  rejoice  at  my  liberty. 

Lion.  Why,  was  it  so  painful  to  you  ? 

Aur.  More  tedious  than  a  siege;  I  wonder 
what  black  leaf  in  the  book  of  fate  has  decreed 
that  misery  upon  man,  to  be  in  love ;  it  trans- 
forms him  to  a  worse  monster  than  e'er  Calypso's 
cup  did  :  a  country  gentleman  among  courtiers, 
or  their  wives  among  the  ladies,  a  clown  among 
citizens,  nay  an  ass  amoi>g  apes,  is  not  half  so 
ridiculous  as  that  makes  us.  Oh  !  that  I  could 
but  come  by  it,  how  I  would  tear  it,  that  never 
such  a  witched  passion  should  arise  in  any  human 
breast  again. 

Lion.  You  are  too  violent  in  your  hate ;  you 
should  never  so  fall  out  with  a  friend,  as  to  iA- 
mit  so  hope  of  reconcilement. 

Aur.  I'll  first  be  at  peace  with  a  serpent. 
Mark  me,  if  thou  hast  care  of  thy  time,  thy 
health,  thy  fame,  or  thy  wits,  avoid  it. 

Lion.  1  must  confess,  I  have  been  a  little  vain 
that  way,  yet  never  so  transported,  but  when  1 
saw  a  handsomer  in  place,  I  could  leave  tlic  for- 
mer, and  cleave  to  the  latter;  1  was  ever  con- 
stant to  beauty. 

Aur.  Hold  thee  there  still,  and  if  there  be  a 
necessity  at  any  time,  that  thou  must  be  ntf^» 
let  it  be  a  sliort  fury,  and  away ;  let  not  this 
paltry  love  hang  too  long  upon  the  file,  be  do' 
deluded  with  delays ;  for  if  these  slie-creatiires 
have  once  the  predominance,  there  sliall  be  no 
way  to  torture  thee,  but  they'll  find  it  out,  ana 


•'  Eudoxus  the  philosophtt^-of  Cnidm.  He  flourished  before  the  coming  of  Christ  abont  3S8  y^y^ 
Petronius  in  Sattfrico  writes,  fitiii  quidem  in  eacumime  excellissimi  montis  cousenuisse  ut  lutrorum  cali^ 
WMtuM  deprehenderet. 
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lict  it  without  mercy ;  they'll  work  on  thy  dis- 
»itiDn,  and  if  thou  hast  any  good-nature,  they*ll 
sure  to  abuse  thee  extremely. 
Li&H,  Speak  you  this  in  earnest? 
Amr.  I  know  not  what  you  call  earnest;  but 
fore  rU  endure  that  life  again,  Til  bind  my- 
f  to  a  carrier,  look  out  any  employment  what- 
T,  spend  my  hours  in  seeing  motions  and 
pp€t*plays,  rook  at  bowling-alleys,  mould  tales, 
i  rent  them  at  ordinaries,  carry  begging  epis- 
I,  walk  upon  projects,  transcribe  fidlers  ditties. 
Lion.  Oh  monstrous ! 

4ur,  But  since  I  have  tasted  the  sweetness 
my  freedom,  thou  dost  not  know  what  quick- 
is  and  agility  is  infused  into  me,  I  feel  not  tliat 
ight  was  wont  to  clog  me,  where-e'er  I  went; 
im  all  (ire  and  spirit,  as  if  I  had  been  stript  of 
f  mortality !  I  hear  not  my  thoughts  whisper 
me,  as  they  were  wont ;  Such  a  man  is  your 
ml ;  There's  an  affront,  call  him  to  an  account, 
KJeem  your  mistress's  favour,  Present  her  with 
ch  a  gift,  Wait  her  at  such  a  place ;  none  of 
ese  vanities. 
Lion.  You  are  happy,  sir. 

Enter  Duke,  p£TRO,  and  Leonardo. 

Petro.  Come,  Gentles,  follow  me,  I'll  bring 
u  to  them ;  look  you  where  they  are  ! 
Duke.    Sigilior  Lionel,  I  have  trac'd  much 
oond,  to  inquire  for  you. 
Lion.  I  rest  engag'd  to  you  for  your  last  nFght's 
re,  sir. 

Duke.  And  I  for  your  good  company.  Did 
•a  ever  see  such  a  blind  ruinous  tipling-house, 
we  made  sh'ih  to  find  out  ? 
Leon.  Ay,  and  the  people  were  as  wretched 
it ;  what  a  mist  of  tobacco  flew  amongst  them ! 
Lion.  And  what  a  deluge  of  rheum  ! 
Petro.  If  the  house  be  so  old  as  you  speak  of, 
»fre  good  you  brought  my  master  into  it,  and 
)Mi  throw  't  a-top  of  him ;  he  would  never  de- 
re  to  be  better  buried. 


Duke.  Well  said,  Petro. 

Lion.  Sir,  if  it  be  no  trouble  to  you,  I  would 
intreat  you  know  my  worthy  friend  here. 

Duke.  You  shall  make  me  happy  in  any  wor^ 
thy  acquaintance. 

Petro,  Well,  Signior  Lionel,  you  are  beholden 
to  these  gentlemen  for  their  good  words  unto 
your  uncle  for  you ;  they  spoke  in  your  behali^ 
as  earnestly  as  e'er  did  lawyer  for  his  client. 

Lion.  And  what  was  the  issue } 

Petro.  He  is  hide-hound,  he  will  part  with  no- 
thing ;  there  is  an  old  rivel'd  purse  hangs  at  his 
side,  has  not  been  loos'd  these  twenty  years,  and, 
I  think,  will  so  continue. 

Lion.  Why,  will  his  charity  stretch  to  nothing, 
Petro? 

Petro.  Yes,  he  has  sent  you  something. 

Lion.  What  is't  ? 

Petro.  A  piece  of  antiquity,  sir;  'tis  English 
coin;  and  if  you  will  needs  know, ''  'tis  an  old 
Harry  groat. 

Lion.  Thank  him  heartily. 

Petro.  And  'tis  the  first,  he  says,  that  e'er 
was  made  of  them,  and,  in  his  esteem,  is  wortli 
three  double  ducats  newly  stampt. 

Lion.  His  folly  may  put  what  price  he  please 
upon  it,  but  to  me  'tis  no  more  than  the  value, 
Petro. 

Petro.  He  says,  moreover,  that  it  may  stand 
you  in  some  use  and  pleasure  hereafter,  when 
you  grow  ancient;  for  it  is  worn  so  thin  with 
often  handling,  it  may  serve  you  for  a  spectacle. 

Lion.  Very  well. 

Duke.  ' Twere  a  good  deed  to  conspire  against 
him  ;  he  has  a  humour  easy  to  be  wrought  on, 
and  if  you'll  undertake  him,  we'll  assist  you  in 
the  performance. 

Lion.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen,  and  I 
thank  you. 

.  Duke.  Let  us  defer  it  uo  longer  then,  but  in« 
stantly  about  it. 

Lion.  A  match !  Lead  on ;  good  wit  and  for- 
tune guide  us.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Bravo  and  Boy. 

Br«.  Boy,  how  sits  my  rapier  ? 
Boy.  Close,  sir,  like  a  friend  that  meant  to 
tick  to  you. 
Bra.  He  that  will  purchase  honour,  and  the 


name  of  Bravo,  must  by  consequence  be  a  brave 
fellow,  his  title  requires  it. 

Boj/.  But  pray,  sir,  were  you  never  put  to  the 
worst  in  your  days  ? 

Bra.  Who,  I  worsted  ?  no,  boy  ;  I  do  manage 
my  rapier  with  as  much  readiness  and  fiicility, 
as  an  unicorn  doe»  his  antler. 

Boy.  Sure  you  must  needs  be  very  strong  then. 


'*  'Tit  m  old  littrrjf  irrMif .— The  irroats  coined  ift  the  rei^  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  are  distinguished 
*y  <lifferent  names ;  a?*,  the  eld  Harry  groat,  the  ^n-hole  pnroat,  the  first  and  second  ffun-stone 
n«t%  6cr.  The  old  Harry  groat  is  that  which  has  the  head  of  the  king,  with  a  long  face  and  long  hair. 
>ee  HewifA  J)ntUi9*  on  Moim,  Coim,  &c.  1775.  p.  69. 
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Bra,  Not  so  neither,  'tis  courage  in  me ;  I  do 
it  by  a  sleight,  an  activity,  and  by  that  I  can 
controll  any  man*s  point  whatsoever. 

Boy.  Is  It  possible  ? 

Bra.  I  tell  thee,  boy,  '^  I  do  as  much  surpass 
Hercules  at  my  rapier,  as  he  did  me  in  club-light- 
ing. Have  you  drawn  a  register  of  those  men, 
that  have  been  forced  by  this  weak  instrument 
to  lay  down  their  lives  ?  I  think  it  has  cut  more 
lives  than  Atropos. 

JBoy.  But  pray,  sir,  were  they  all  your  own 
exploits  ? 

Bra.  Indeed,  boy,  thou  may*st  question  it; 
for,  and  they  were  to  perform  again,  they  would 
hardly  be  done.  What  will  this  age  come  to  ? 
Where  be  those  stirring  humours,  that  were  wont 
to  trouble  the  world  ?  Peace,  I  think,  will  o'er- 
spread  them  all  like  a  gangrene,  and  men  will 
die  with  a  lethargy :  there  s  no  malice  extant, 
no  jealousies,  no  employment  to  set  wickedness 
a-work ;  'lis  never  a  dead  time  with  me,  but 
when  there's  nobody  to  kill. 

Boy.  That's  a  miserable  extremity  indeed,  sir. 

Bra.  Leave  me,  boy,  to  my  meditations — 

[Exit  Boy. 

Enter  Mocinigo. 

Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Nick  Machiavel,  there 
will  never  be  the  peer  of  thee,  for  wholesome 
policy  and  good  counsel ;  thpu  took'st  pains  to 
chalk  men  out  the  dark  paths  and  hidden  plots 
of  murther  and  deceit,  and  no  man  has  the  grace 
to  follow  thee ;  the  age  is  unthankful,  thy  prin- 
ciples are  quite  forsaken,  and  worn  out  ot  me- 
mory. 

Moc.  There's  a  fellow  walks  melancholy,  and 
that's  commonly  a  passion  apt  to  entertain  any 
mischief;  discontent  and  honesty  seldom  har- 
bour together.  How  scurvily  he  looks,  like  one 
of  the  devil's  factors  1  I'll  tempt  him.  jBy  your 
leave,  sir. 

Bra.  Ha! 

Moc.  No  hurt,  good  sir ;  be  not  so  furious,  I 
beseech  you. 

Bra,  What  are  you  ? 

Moc.  I  am  bold  to  disturb  you,  and  would 
fein  communicate  a  business,  if  you  had  the 
patience  to  hear  me. 

Bra.  Speak,  what  is't  ? 

il/of .  You  seem  a  man,  upon  whom  fortune, 
perhaps,  has  not  cast  so  fsivourable  an  aspect 
as  you  deserve. 


Bra,  Can  you  win  her  to  look  better? 

Moc.  Though  not  her,  yet,  perhaps,  a  servant 
of  hers,  Uiat  shall  be  as  gracious  to  you,  and  as 
profitable. 

Bra.  What's  she? 

Moc.  It  may  be,  you  want  money  ;  there  is 
a  way  to  purchase  it,  if  you  have  the  heart. 

Bra.  The  heart !  Hast  thou  the  heart  to 
speak,  nay  to  conceive,  what  I  dare  not  an- 
dertnke  ? 

Moc.  A  fit  instrument  for  my  purpose !  Hovr 
luckily  has  fortune  brought  me  to  him  ?  Do  yoa 
hear,  sir,  'tis  but  the  slight  killing  of  a  man,  or 
so ;  no  more. 

Bra.  Is  that  nil? 

Moc.  Is  that  nothing  ? 

Bra.  Some  queasy  stomach  might  turn,  pe^ 
haps,  at  such  a  motion ;  but  I  am  more  resolv'd, 
better  harden'd.  What  is  he?  Forlhaveroj 
several  rates,  salaries  for  blood ;  for  a  lord,  to 
much ;  for  a  knight,  so  much  ;  a  gentleman,  so 
much;  a  peasant,  so  much;  a  stranger,  so  niacb; 
and  a  native,  so  much. 

Moc.  Nay,  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  a  citizen 
of  Venice. 

Bra.  Let  him  be  what  he  will,  and  we  can 
agree :  it  has  been  a  foolish  ambitio/i  hereto- 
fore, ^°  to  save  them,  and  men  were  rewarded 
for  it  with  garlands ;  but  I  had  raiher  destroy 
one  or  two  of  them,  tliey  multiply  too  fast. 

Moc.  Do  you  know  one  Signior  Aurelio  then  ? 
He  is  the  man ;  he  woo'd  my  mistress,  and 
sought  to  win  her  from  me. 

Bra.  A  warrantable  cause !  shew  me  the  man, 
and  'tis  enough. 

Afoc.  And  what  must  I  give  you  ? 

Bra.  At  a  word,  thirty  livres,  I'll  not  bate 
you  a  *'  betso. 

Moc.  I'll  give  you  twenty. 

Bra.  You  bid  like  a  chapman :  well,  'tis  a 
hard  time ;  in  hope  of  your  custom  hereafter, 
I'll  take  your  money. 

Moc,  There  'tis.  Now  for  die  means;  how 
can  you  compass  it  ?  Were  you  not  best  poison 
him,  think  you  ? 

Bra.  With  a  bullet  or  stilletto ;  poison  liim  ? 
I  scorn  to  do  things  so  poorly ;  no,  I'll  use  valour 
in  my  villainy,  or  I'll  do  nuthinti;. 

Moc.  You  spe^  honourably ;  and,  now  I 
think  on't,  what  if  you  beat  him  wellfavour'dlT, 
and  spared  his  life  ? 

Bra.  Beat  him  !  stav  there;  I'll  kill  him  for 
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—  I  do  08  much  surpass  Hercules  at  my  rajtier^  as  he  did  me  in  clulhfighting. — Thus  Armado,  is 
L/ftc's  Labour's  Lost,  last  edit.  Vol.  II.  p.  394  :  "  1  do  excel  Sampson  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  be 
did  me  in  carrying  gates." 

^ to  save  them,  men  were  rewarded  for  it  with  fi^arlands. — The  Romans  bestowed  ao  oaken  wreath 

on  him  who  had  preserved  the  life  of  a  citizen.  The  mother  of  Coriolamus,  in  Shakspcaire,  boasts  that 
he  *'  retum'd,  his  brows  bound  with  oak."      S. 

^'  Betso, — A  coin  of  the  least  value  of  any  current  in  Venice  j  it  was  worth  no  more  than  half  a  sol; 
that  Ls,  near  a  farthing.    See  Coryat*  Crudities,  16J11,  p.  ?86. 
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but  ril  not  beat  him  for  thrice  the 
)  he  might  do  as  much  for  me :  no,  V\\ 
I  impoteot  for  ail  tliought  of  revenge. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Well,  sir,  use  your  pleasure. — Look 
*s  lUe  gentlewoman  for  whose  sake  it  is 
•^^yt  y^u  ^^6  come  most  opportunely, 
itness  of  my  love  and  zeal  to  you  ;  he 
n  that  will  do  the  feat. 
rVhat  feat? 

That  you  and  I  consulted  of;  kill  the 
ureho,  take  him  out  of  tlie  way  ;  what 
*  live  any  longer  for  ?  I'll  have  no  man 
hat  you  disgust. 

Then  ought  you  to  go  and  hang  yourself. 
Who,  I  hang  myself!  for  what?  my 
vice,  and  respect  to  your  quiet  ?  If  he 

miud  to  haunt  your  chamber  hereafter, 
lo  it  as  a  ghost,  witliout  any  substantial 
assure  you. 

chiok  the  fool  is  in  earnest:  I  must 
y,  and  not  play  away  a  ntan's  life  so. 
ftbee,  sweetheart,  be  not  angry,  'twas 
f  tliee :  this  kiss,  and  my  love. 
Why,  here*s  some  amends  yet ;  now  'tis 
lid  be. 

!  am  as  deep  and  eager  in  this  purpose 
re,  therefore  grant  me  leave,  a  little, 
n\h  him  ;  I  have  some  private  counsel 
lim,  for  the  better  execution. 
[VI ay  I  not  hear? 
^o,  as  you  love  me,  go. 
Her  humour  must  be  law  :  we  that  are 

suitors, 

il  with  women  as  with  towns  besiog'd, 
m  fair  conditions,  till  you  get  them, 
1  we'll  tyrannize:  yet  there's  a  doubt 
solv'd  on. 
!}ood  sir,  be  gone. 
I  vanish:  were  I  best  trust  this  fellow 

with  my  mistress  ? 
ions  may  arise.     'Tis  all  one,  I  am 
toJian,  and  the  world  shall  see 
revenge  is  above  jealousy.  [Exit. 

^ow,  lady,  your  pleasure  ? 

would  not  allow  myself  any  conference 
,  did  my  reason  persuade  me,  that  you 
>ad  as  you  seem  to  be :  pray,  what  are 

[  am,  sweet  creature,  a  kind  of  lawless 
or  usurping  martialist  of  authority,  that 
my  man  with  my  safety. 
Vod  you  purpose  the  death  of  this  gen- 

[  will  do  any  thing  for  hire. 
lave  you  no  conscience  ?  ' 
l^onscience!    I  know  not  what  it  is: 
lid  any  man  live,  and  I  want  money  ? 


Luc.  Have  you  no  regard  then  of  innocence  ? 

Bra.  Tis  crime  enough  he  has  a  life. 

Luc.  How  long  have  you  been  vers'd  in  this 
trade  ? 

Brn,  Tis  my  vocation. 

Luc.  Leave  it,  'tis  damnable ; 
And  thou  th^  worst  and  basest  of  all  villains; 
It  had  been  better  for  the  womb  that  bare  thee, 
If  it  had  travaiPd  with  a  pestilence : 
What  seed  of  tygers  could  beget  thee  to 
Such  bold  and  rash  attempts  ?  for  a  small  lucre, 
Which  will  be  straight  as  ill  spent  as  *twas  got, 
To  destroy  that,  whose  essence  is  divine ; 
Souls,  in  themsielves  more  pure  than  are  the 

heavens. 
Or  thy  ill-boding  stars ;  more  worth  than  all 
The  treasure  lock*d  up  in  the  heart  of  earth  ; 
And  yet  do  this  unmovM  or  unprovuk'd. 

Bra.   I  have  no  other  means,  nor  way  of 
living. 

Luc,  Twere  better  perish,  than  be  so  Sup- 
ported ; 
There  are  a  thousand  courses  to  subsist  by. 

Bra.  Ay  !  but  a  free  and  danng  spirit  scorns 
To  stoop  to  servile  ways,  but  will  choose  rather 
To  purchase  his  revenue  from  his  sword. 

Luc,  I  see  you  are  grown  obdurate  in  your 
crimes. 
Founded  to  vice,  lost  to  all  piety ; 
Without  the  apprehension  of  what  wrong 
You  do  your  country,  in  depriving  her 
Of  those  she  now  enjoys,  as  useful  members, 
And  killing  their  posterity,  who,  perhaps, 
Micht,  with  their  art  or  industry,  advance  her. 

Bra.   What  courteous  itch,  I  wonder,  has 
possest 
Your  virtuous  ladyship  to  give  me  advice? 
Best  keep  your  wits  until  you  get  a  husband. 
Who  may,  perhaps,  require  your  learned  counsel. 

Luc.  Tis  true,  such  as  do  act  thy  villanies, 
Hate  to  be  told,  or  think  of  them  ;  but  hear  me, 
Hast  thou  no  sense,  nor  no  remorse  of  soul  ? 
No  thought  of  any  Deity,  who,  though 
It  spare  thee  for  a  while,  will  send,  at  last, 
A  quick  return  of  vengeance  on  thy  head. 
And  dart  thee  down  like  Phaeton  ? 

Bra.  Sweet  virgin, 
**  Faces  about  to  some  other  discourse, 
I  cannot  relish  this. 

Luc.  So  I  believe ;  but  yet 
Compose  your  thoughts  for  speedy  penitence, 
Your  life  for  an  amendment,  or  I  vow. 
To  lay  your  actions  open  to  the  senate. 

Bra.  Did  not  your  sweetheart  tempt  me  t* 
this  deed  ? 
And  will  you  now  betray  me  ? 

Luc.  He  my  sweetheart ! 
I  hate  you  both  alike  ;  that  very  word 
Is  enough  to  divorce  thee  from  my  pity. 


**  Facei  a6Mf^— See  Note  7  to  The  Panon'i  WeiUUng,  pestea. 
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Past  hope  of  recoTicilemeot ;  for  what  mercy 

Is  to  be  had  of  two  such  prodigies  f 

Will  you  recant  yet?  speak,  will  you  be  honest? 

Bra,  I  think  youMI  force  me  to  become  your 
patient. 

Luc.  It  is  the  way  to  heal  thee  of  a  sore. 
Whose  cure  is  supernatural  s  What  art  ? 
What  mirror  is  sufficient  to  demonstrat« 
The  foulness  of  thy  guil(,  whose  leprous  mind 
Is  but  one  stain  seas  cannot  cleanse?    Why 

murder, 
'TIS  of  all  vices  the  most  contrary 
To  every  virtue,  and  humanity  ; 
For  titey  intend  the  pleasure  and  delight. 
But  this  the  dissolution  of  nature. 

Bra.  She  does  begin  to  move  me. 

L91C,  Think  of  thy  sin, 
It  is  the  heir  apparent  unto  hell, 
And  has  so  many ,  and  so  ugly  t^iapes. 
His  father  Pluto,  and  the  furies  hate 
To  look  on  their  own  birth;  yet  thou  dar*8t  act 
What  they  fear  to  suggest,  and  sell  thy  soul 
To  quick  perdition. 

Bra.  This  has  wak'd  me  more 
Into  a  quicker  insight  of  my  evils. 
That  have  impal'd  me  round  with  horrid  shapes; 
More  various,  than  the  several  forms  of  dreams 
Tluit  wait  on  Morpheus  in  his  sleepy  den. 

Luc.    I'hen   'tis  a  fearful  sin,   and  always 
labours 
With  the  new-birth  of  damn'd  inventions 
And  horrid  practices ;  for  *tis  so  fearful. 
It  dares  not  walk  alone,  and  where  it  bides, 
There  is  no  rest,  nor  no  security. 
But  a  perpetual  tempest  of  despair. 

Bra.  All  this  I  feel  by  sad  experience ; 
Where  have  I  been,  where  have  1  liv'd  a  stranger, 
Exird  from  all  good  thoughts?  Never  till  now 
Did  any  beam  of  grace,  or  good,  shine  on  me. 

Luc.   Besides^  'tis  so  abhorr'd   of  all  that*s 
good. 
That  when  this  monster  lifts  his  cursed  head 
Above  the  earth,  and  wraps  it  in  the  clouds, 
'I'he  sun  flies  back,  as  loth  to  stain  his  rays 
With  such  a  foul  pollution ;  and  night, 
In  emulation  of  so  black  a  deed. 
Pots  on  her  darkest  robe  to  cover  it. 

Bra.  Oh  do  not  grate  too  much  upon  my 
suffVings ; 
You  have  won  upon  my  conscience,  and  I  feel 
A  stibg  within  me,  tells  my  troubled  soul. 
That  I  have  trod  too  long  those  bloody  paths 
That  lead  unto  destruction. 

Luc.  Then  he  sorry. 
And  with  repentance  purge  away  thy  sin. 

Bra,  Will  all  my  days  and  hours,  consumed 
in  prayers, 
My  eyes  dissolv'd  to  tears,  wash  off  such  crimes  ? 

Luc.  If  they  be  serious,  and  continued. 

Bra.  You  are  a  virgin,  and  your  vows  are 
Do  you  assist  me.  [chaste, 

Luc.  So  you'll  do  the  like 
For  me  in  wliat  I  shall  propose. 


Bra.  I  will, 
And  joy  to  beemploy*d  ;  there's  no  thought. 
Which  can  proceed  trom  you,  but  which  is  vir- 
tuous : 
And  'tis  a  comfort,  and  a  kind  of  goodness. 
To  mix  with  you  in  any  action. 

Luc.  Nay  more,  in  recompense  of  your  fair 
proffer, 
Because  you  say,  you  are  destitute  of  meaos, 
ril  see  that  want  supply'd. 

Bra.  Divinest  lady, 
Command  my  service. 

Luc.  Walk  then  in  with  me. 
And  then  I  will  acquaint  you  with  tlie  project. 

[£xeirM/, 

Enter  Duke,  Lionel,  aii(/ Leonardo, 
Vetrvcio  following. 

Duke.  I  see  him  coming ;  let's  fall  into  ad- 
miration of  his  good  parts,  that  he  may  over-hear 
his  own  praise. 

Lion.  I  have,  methinks,  a  longing  desire  to 
meet  with  Signior  Petrucio. 

Fet.  I  hear  myself  nam'd  amongst  them ;  'tis 
no  point  of  civility  to  listen  what  opinion  the 
world  holds  of  me,  I  shall  conceive  it  by  their 
discourse;  a  man  behind  his  back  shall  be  sure 
to  nave  nothing  but  truth  spoke  of  him. 

Leon.  Pray,  sir,  when  saw  you  that  thrice 
noble  and  accomplish'd  gentleman,  Petrucio  ? 

Pet.  Thrice  noble  and  accomplish'd  !  there's 
a  new  style  thrust  upon  me. 

Duke,  It  pleas'd  the  indulgency  of  my  hte, 
to  bless  me  with  his  company  this  morning,  where 
he  himself  was  no  less  favourable  to  grace  me 
with  the  perusal  of  a  madrigal,  or  an  essay  of 
beauty,  which  he  had  then  newly  conipos'd. 

Lion.  Well,  gallants,  either  my  understanding 
misinforms  me,  or  he  is  one  of  the  most  rare 
and  noble  qualified  pieces  of  gentility,  that  ever 
did  inrich  our  chmate. 

Leon.  Believe  it,  sir,  'twere  a  kind  of  prophs- 
natiqn,  to  make  doubt  of  the  contrary. 

Pet.  How  happy  am  I  in  such  acquaintance? 
A  man  shall  have  his  due,  when  your  roeanef 
society  has  neither  jud^ent  to  discern  worth, 
uor  credit  to  commend  it. 

Duke.  Twas  my  happiness,  tli'  other  day,  to 
be  in  the  presence  with  certain  ladies,  where  I 
heard  him  the  most  extoll'd  and  approv'd ;  one 
of  them  was  not  asham'd  to  pronounce  it  openlyi 
that  she  would  never  desire  more  of  heaven,  thafi 
to  enjoy  such  a  man  for  her  servant. 

Pet.  It  shall  be  my  next  employment,  to  en- 
quire out  for  that  lady. 

Lion.  Tis  a  miracle  to  me,  liow,  in  so  small  a 
competency  of  time,  lie  should  arrive  to  such  ao 
absolute  plenitude  of  perfection. 

Leon.  No  wonder  at  all ;  a  man  that  has 
travell'd,  and  been  careful  of  his  time. 

Lion.  But,  by  your  favour,  sir,  'tis  not  every 
man's  happiness  to  make  so  good  use  on'L 

Duke,  I'll  resolve  you  something :  there  is  ** 
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great  a  rnystery  in  the  acquisition  of  knowledge,  as 
of  wealth ;  Have  you  not  a  citizen  will  grow  rich 
in  R  moment,  and  why  not  he  ingenious  ?  Be- 
sides, who  knows  but  he  might  have  digged  for 
it,  nod  so  found  out  some  concealed  treasure  of 
ouderstanding  ? 

Pei,  Now,  as  I  am  truly  noble,  *tis  a  wrongful 
impatation  upon  me. 

Leon.  Well,  if  he  had  but  bounty  annexed  to 
his  other  suthciencies,  he  were  unparallerd. 

Duke.  N»v,  tiiere*s  no  man  in  the  earth  more 
liberal  ;  ti^ke  it  upon  my  word,  he  has  not  that 
thing  in  the  world  so  dear  or  precious  in  his 
esteem,  which  he  will  not  most  willingly  part 
with,  upon  the  least  summons  of  his  friend. 

Pet.  Now  must  I  give  away  some  two  or  three 
hundred  pounds  wonh  of  toys,  to  maintain  this 
assertion. 

Lion.  You.  spoke  of  verses  e'en  now ;  if  you 
have  the  copy,  pray  vouchsafe  us  a  sight  of 
th*m. 

Duke.  I  cannot  suddenly  resolve  you ;  yes, 
bere  they  are. 

Lion.  What's  this? 

A  Madrigal  of  Beauty. 

If  I  should  praise  her  virtue  and  her  beauty, 

as  Uis  my  duty ; 
And  tell  how  every  grace  doth  her  become : 

*tis  ten  to  one. 
But  I  should  Jail  in  the  expression. 

Leon.  Fmarry,  sir,  this  sounds  something 
like  excellent. 

Lion.         Then,  by  your  leave. 
Although,  I  cannot  write  what  I  conceive  ; 

'tis  my  desire. 
That  what  I  fail  to  speak,  you  would  admire. 

Lam.  Why,  this  has  some  taste  in*t!  how 
ahould  lie  arrive  to  this  admirable  invention  ? 

Duke,  Are  you  so  preposterous  in  your 
Opinion,  to  think  that  wit  and  elegancy,  in 
Writing,  are  only  conBn*d  to  stagers  and  book- 
worms ?  ^were  a  solecism  to  imagine,  that  a 
Young  bravery,  who  lives  in  the  perpetual  sphere 
of  hum&oity,  where  every  waiting-woman  speaks 
|>erfect  *^  Arcadia,  and  the  ladies  lips  distil  with 
the  very  quintessence  of  conceit,  should  be  so 
barren  of  apprehension,  as  not  to  participate  of 
Uieir  virtues. 

Leon.  Now  I  consider,  they  are  great  helps 
to  a  man. 

Duke.  But  when  he  has  trnvell'd,  and  *♦  de- 
libated  the  French  and  the  Spanish;  can  lie 


a-bed,  and  expound  ^'  Astnea,  and  digest  him 
into  compliments ;  and  when  he  is  up,  accost 
his  mistress  with  what  he  had  read  in  the  morn- 
ing; now  if  such  a  one  should  rack  up  his  ima« 
gination,  and  give  wings  to  his  muse,  'tis  cre- 
dible, he  should  more  catch  your  delicate  court- 
ear,  than  all  your  head-scratchers,  thumb^biters 
lamp-wasters  of  them  all. 

Ileon,  Well,  I  say  the  iniquity  of  fortune  ap^ 
pears  in  nothing  more,  than  not  advancing  that 
man  to  some  extraordinary  honours. 

Lion.  But  I  never  thought  he  had  any  genius 
that  way. 

Duke.  What,  because  he  has  been  backward 
to   produce   his   good  qualities  ?      Believe    it, 

goetry  will  out;  it  can  no  more  be  hid,  than 
re  or  love. 

Pet.  ril  break  them  off,  they  have  e'en 
spoken  enough  in  my  behalf  for  nothing,  o'con- 
science.    Save  you,  Cavalieros! 

Duke.  My  much  honour'd  Fetrucio,  you  are' 
welcome;  we  were  now  entered  into  a  discourse 
of  your  worth.  Whither  do  your  occasions  en- 
force you  so  fast  ? 

Pet.  Gentlemen,  to  tell  you  true,  I  am  go- 
ing upon  some  raptures. 

Leon.  Upon  raptures,  say  you  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  my  employment  is  triparite;  I 
have  here  an  anagram  to  a  lady,  I  made  of  her 
name  this  morning ;  with  a  poesy  to  another, 
that  must  be  inserted  into  a  ring :  and  here*s  a 
paper  carries  a  secret  word  too,  that  must  be^ 
given,  and  worn  by  a  knight  and  tilter ;  und  all 
my  own  imaginations,  as  I  hope  to  be  bless'd. 

Lion.  Is't  possible?  how,  have  you  lately 
^^  drunk  of  the  horsepond,  or  stept  on  the 
forked  Parnassus,  that  you  start  out  so  sudden 
a  poet  ? 

Pet.  Tut !  I  leave  your  Helicons,  and  your 
*^  pale  Pirenes,  to  such  as  will  look  after  them  ; 
for  my  own  part,  I  follow  the  instigation  of  my 
brain,  and  scorn  other  helps. 

Lion.  Do  you  so  ? 

Pet.  ril  justify  it,  the  multiplicity  of  learn- 
ing does  but  drstract  a  man ;  I  am  all  for  your 
modem  humours,  and  when  I  list  to  express  a 
passion,  it  flows  from  me  wiili  that  spring  of 
amorous  conceits,  that  a  true  lover  m.iy  hang 
his  head  over,  and  reud  in  it  the  very  phys'noiuy  ' 
of  his  affection. 

Duke.  Why  this  is  a  rare  mirrour ! 

Leon.  Tis  so  indeed,  and  beyond  all  the  art 
of  opticks. 

Pet.  And  when  my  head  labours  with  the 
pangs  of  delivery,  by  chance  up  comes  a  cuun-  ' 


*'  AreadtM. — A  romance  by  Sir  Philip  Sydney. 

^  Delihated  the  Frenchr-i.  e.  had  a  taste  of.  6elibo,  Lat.  So,  Claudian.  B.  Get.  351 :  <<  Contentus 
delih99§e  cibos.**      S. 
^'  Attr^a. — A  French  romance,  much  admired  and  read  in  the  last  century. 

^ drunk  of  the  horaepond,—'^ fonte  labra  prolni  Caballino." Persios.      S. 

*^ ~"'*  Pirene$. — " paUidamque  Pyrenen." Persius.     "S. 
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tess'ft  waiting-woman,  at  whose  sight,  as  at  the 
remembrance  of  a  mistress,  my  pea  falls  out  of 
my  liand ;  and  then  do  I  read  to  lier  half  a  do- 
^eu  lines,  whereat  we  both  sit  together,  and 
melt  into  tears. 

Leon,  Pitiful-hearted  creatures ! 

Pet.  I  am  now  about  a  device,  that  this  gen- 
tleman has  promisM  shall  be  presented  before 
his  Highness. 

Duke.  Yes,  upon  my  word,  sir,  and  yourself 
with  it.  • 

Pet,  Shall  the  duke  take  notice  of  me  too  ? 
Oh  heavens,  how  you  transport  me  witli  the 
thought  on't ! 

Duke,  ril  bring  you  to  him,  believe  me,  and 
you  know  not  what  grace  he  may  du  you. 

1  et.  Tis  a  happiness  beyond  mortals:  I  can- 
not tell,  it  may  be  my  good  fortuue  to  advance 
you  all. 

Lion,  We  shall  be  glad  to  liave  dependance 
on  you. 

Pet.  Gentles,  I  would  intreat  you  a  courtesy. 

Duke.  What's  that,  signior? 

Pet.  That  you  would  be  all  pleased  to  grace 
my  lodging  to-morrow  at  a  banquet :  there  will 
be  l.iilies  and  gallants ;  and  among  the  rest,  1*11 
send  to  invite  your  uncle  the  Antiquary,  and 
we'll  be  very  merry,  I  assure  you. 

Leon.  Well,  sir,  your  bounty  commands  us 
not  to  fail  you. 

Pet.  Bountv  !  there*s  a  memorandum  for  me. 
In  the  mean  time,  pray  accept  these  few  favours 
ht  my  hands,  as  assurances  that  you  will  not 
fail  me;  till  when,  I  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

Lion.  Farewell,  sir :  go  thy  ways;  thou  hast 
as  dull  a  piece  of  scalp,  as  ere  covered  the  brain 
of  any  traveller. 

Duke.  For  love's  sake,  Lionel,  let*s  haste  to 
thy  uncle,  before  the  coxcomb  prevent  us. 

Lion.  Why,  sir,  I  stay  for  you. 

Leon.  Has  Petro  prepared  him  for  your  en- 
trance ?  and  is  your  disguise  fit  ? 

Lion.  I  have  all  in  a  readiness. 

Duke.  On  then;  and  when  you  are  warm  in 
your  discourse,  we'll  come  with  our  device  to 
aflfright  him  :  'twill  be  an  excellent  scene  of  af- 
fliction. 

Leon.  Be  sure  you  mark  your  cue,  sir,  and  do 
not  fail  to  approach* 

Duke.  Trust  to  my  care;  I  warrant  you. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Aurelio  and  Servant. 

Aur.  A  gentlewoman  without  spe«ik  with  me, 
say  you  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  sir,  and  will  by  no  means  be  put 
back. 


Aur,  I  am  no  lawyer,  nor  no  secretary :  what 
business  can  she  have  here,  I  wonder  ? 

Serv.  She  is  very  importunate  to  enter. 

Aur.  I  was  once  in  the  humour,  never  to  ad- 
mit any  of  them  to  come  near  me  again,  but 
since  she  is  so  eager,  let  her  approach :  I'll  try 
my  strength,  what  proof  ^tis  against  her  incfaant- 
ments  ;  if  ever  Ulysses  were  more  provident,  or 
better  arm'd  to  sail  by  the  Sirens,  I'll  perish ;  if 
she  have  the  art  to  impose  upon  me,  let  her 
beg  my  wit  for  an  anatomy,  and  dissect  it 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Now,  Lady  Humour,  what  new  emotion  in 
the  blood  has  tom'd  the  tide  of  your  fancy,  to 
come  hither? 

Luc.  These  words  are  but  unkind  salutes  to 
a  gentlewoman. 

Aur.  They  are  too  good  for  yon.  With  what 
face  dare  you  approach  hither,  knowing  how  infi- 
nitely you  have  abus'd  me  ?  You  want  matter 
to  exercise  your  wits  on ;  the  world's  too  wise 
for  you ;  and  ere  you  insnare  me  again,  yoa'li 
have  good  luck. 

Luc.  Pray,  sir,  do  not  reiterate  those  things 
which  might  better  be  forgotten ;  I  confess  I 
have  done  ill,  because  I  am  a  woman,  and 
young,  and  'twill  be  nobleness  in  you,  not  to  re- 
member it. 

Aur,  I'll  sooner  plow  up  shore  and  sow  it, 
and  live  in  expectation  ot  a  crop,  before  I'll 
think  the  least  good  from  any  of  your  sex,  while 
I  breathe,  again. 

Luc.  I  hope,  sir,  that  time  and  experience  will 
rectify  your  judgment  to  a  better  opinion  of  us. 

Aur.  I'll  trust  my  ship  to  a  storm,  my  sub"^ 
stance  to  a  broken  citizen^  ere  I  will  credit  ao^T 
of you. 

IjUC,  Good  sir,  be  intreated :  I  come  a  peni^-' 
tent  lover,  with  a  row'd  recantation  to  all  fbrme^^ 
practices,  and  malicious  endeavours,  that  I  hav^^ 
wrought  against  you. 

Aur.  How  can  I  think  better  of  you,  when  ^ 
consider  your  nature,  your  pride,  your  treacliery^ 
your  bovetousness,  your  lust ;  and  liow  you  coio-^ 
mit  perjury  easier  than  speak  ? 

Luc.  Sure  'tis  no  desert  in  us,  bot  your  own 
misguided  thoughts,  that  move  in  you  this  pas- 
sion. 

Aur,  Indeed,  time  was,  I  thought  you  pretty 
foolish  things  to  play  withal ;  and  was  so  blinded, 
as  to  imagine,  that  your  hearts  were  golden 
threads,  that  your  eyes  darted  forth  beams,  that 
laughter  sate  smiling  on  your  lips,  and  the  coral 
itself  look'd  pale  to  them ;  tliat  you  mov'd  like 
a  goddess,  and  diflfus'd  Your  pleasures  wide  as 
the  air :   then  could  I  *}  prevent  the  rising  sun 


*«  Prerent  the  rinng  sun—i.  e.  go  before.    So,  in  the  119th  Psahn : 

'*  Mine  eyes  prevent  the  night  watches."      S, 
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^ou,  observM  every  nod  you  cast 
le  patience  to  bear  your  discourse, 
you,  wheo  you  talkM  of  your  visits, 
of  councils,  of  nobility,  and  ofyour 

were  not  feliese  pleasing  to  you  ? 
bing  but  a  heap  of  tortures :  but 
i  leam*d  the  Delphick  Orncic,  to 
,  and  ponder  what  a  deal  ot*  mischief 
am  content  to  live  private  and  so- 
>ut  any  pensive  thought,  what  you 
shall  become  of  you. 
if  you  calculate  all  occasions,  I  have 
this  neglect  from  you. 
,  and  more.  Do  you  not  remember 
ou  were  wont  to  put  me  to,  and  ex- 
en  I  bestowM  on  you  gowns  and 
nd  you,  in  exchange,  gave  me  brace- 
>e-ties?  how  you  fool'd  me  some- 
et  me  to  pin  pleats  in  your  ruff,  two 
ler,  and  made  n  waiting  frippery  of 
you  rack'd  my  brain,  to  compose 
ou?  a  thing  I  could  never  abide: 
:onscience,  and  I  had  not  took  cou- 
ld brought  me  to  spin,  and  beat  me 
ippers. 

1,  sir,  T  perceive  you  are  resolv'd  to 
sou ;  but,  before  my  sorrowful  de- 
}w,  she  that  you  slij^ht,  is  the  pre- 
ir  life ;  *'  therefore  I  dare  be  bold 
ngrate,  and  in  that  I  have  spoke  all 
ill  in  man. 

y  stay,  come  back  a  little. 
:  till  you  are  better  temper*d :  what 
il'd,  IS  true ;  and  though  you  prove 
good  deeds  reward  themselves ;  the 
>f  tlie  fact  shall  pay  my  virtue.    So 

[Exit. 

at  I  should  owe  my  life  to  her! 

I  wonder?  Somethint^  depends  on 

.  win  out ;  well,  I  will  not  forswear 

toy  may  take  me  in  the  head,  and  I 

[Exit. 

iter  Antiquary  and  Petro. 

)  he  such  rare  things,  say  you  ? 
es,  sir,  I  believe  you  have  not  seen 
them  :  they  are  a  couple  of  old  ma- 
ound  in  a  wall,  and  stored  up  with 
ion :  it  may  be  they  are  the  writings 
»phetess. 

»at  moves  you  to  think  so,  Petro  ? 
ecause,  sir,  the  characters  are  so  im* 
tr  time  has  eaten   out   the  letters. 


^^and  the  dust  makes  a  parenthesis  betwixt 
every  syllable. 

Ant.  A  shrewd  convincing  argument !  this 
fellow  has  a  notable  reach  with  him.  Go,  bid 
him  enter.  A  hundred  to  one  some  fool  has 
them  in  possession,  that  knows  not  their  value ; 
it  muy  be,  a  man  may  purchase  them  for  little 
or  nothing 

Enter  Lionel  like  a  Scholar  with  two  books. 

Come  near,  friend,  let  me  see  what  you  have 
there.  Umph,  *tis  as  I  said,  they  are  of  the  old 
Roman  binoing.     What*s  the  price  of  these  ? 

Lion.  I  would  be  loth,  sir,  to  sell  them  under 
rate,  only  to  merit  laughter  for  my  rashness : 
therefore  I  thought  good  to  bestow  them  on  you, 
and  refer  myself  to  your  wisdom  and  free  nature 
fur  my  satisfaction. 

Ant.  You  say  well ;  then  am  I  bound  again 
in  conscience  lo  deal  justly  with  you ;  Will  iive 
hundred  crowns  content  you  ? 

Lion,  ril  demand  no  more,  sir. 

Ant.  Petro,  see  them  deliver^.  Now  I  need 
not  fear  to  tell  you  what  they  are :  this  is  a  book 
de  Republica,  'tis  Marcus  Tullius  Cicero's  own 
hand- writing;  I  have  some  other  books  of  his 
penning,  give  me  assurance  of  it. 

Petro.  And  what's  the  other,  sir? 

Ant.  This  other  is  a  book  of  mathematicks, 
that  was  long  lost  in  darkness,  and  afterwards 
restored  by  Ptolemy. 

JJon.  I  wonder,  sir,  unless  you  were  Time's 
secretary,  how  you  should  arrive  to  this  intelli- 
gence. 

Ant.  I  know  it  by  more  than  inspiration  :  yoa 
had  them  out  of  a  wall,  you  say  ? 

lAon.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  Well  then,  however  you  came  by  them, 
they  were  first  brought  to  Venice  by  Cardinal 
Girmannus,  a  patriarch,  and  were  digged  out  of 
the  ruins  uf  Aquileia,  after  it  was  sack'd  by  At- 
lila  king  of  the  llunns. 

Lion.  This  to  me  is  wonderful. 

Ant.  Petro,  I  mean  to  retire,  and  give  myself 
wholly  to  contemplation  of  these  studies;  imd, 
because  nothing  shall  hinder  me,  I  mean  to 
lease  out  my  lands,  and  live  confin*d;  inquire 
me  out  a  chnpman  that  will  take  them  of  me. 

Lion.  If  you  please  to  lett  them,  sir,  I  will 
help  you  to  a  tenant. 

Ant.  Will  you,  sir?  with  all  my  heart,  aod 
ril  afford  him  the  better  bargain  for  your  sake. 

Petro.  He  may  pay  the  rent  with  counters, 
and  make  him  believe  they  are  antiquities. 


we  I  dare  be  bold,  &c. — Alluding  to  the  ancient  aphitrism,  Ingratu$  H  dixfwU,  oaiiiifs 

P. 

nd  the  duMt  maket  a  parenthesit. — Tliis  is  borrowed  from  tlie  character  of  an  antiquary  in 

grmkie,  or  a  Piece  of  the  IVorld  dutcottred.    i'2mo.  \6tB.    *^  Printed  bookes  he  contemnes, 

r  or  this  latter  age ;  but  a  manuscript  he  pores  on  everlastingly,  especially  if  the  cover  be 

ten,  aod  the  dn$t  make  a  parentheaie  betweene  etery  9ffllabk,*' 


1 


126 


THE  ANTIQUARY. 


[Marhiox.  '' 


Ant.  What's  the  yearly  rent  of  them,  Petro  ? 
Pelro.  They  have  been  rack'd,  sir,  to  three 
thousand  crowns ;   but  the  old  rent  was  never 
above  fifteen  hundred. 

Ant,  €ro  to,  you  have  said  enough ;  I'll  have 
no  more  than  the  old  rent.  Name  your  man, 
and  the  indentures  shall  be  drawn. 

Lion,  Before  I  propose  that,  sir,  I  thought 
good  to  acquaint  you  with  a  specialty  I  found 
omong  other  writings ;  which,  having  a  seal  to 
it,  and  a  name  subscribed,  does  most  properly 
belong  to  you. 

Ant.  Let  me  see  it.  What's  here  ?  Signior 
Jovanno  Veterano,  de  Monte  Nigro !  He  was 
my  great  grandfather,  and  this  is  an  old  debt  of 
his  that  remains  yet  uncancelPd.  You  could 
never  have  pleased  me  better  to  my  cost :  this 
ought,  in  conscience,  to  be  discharged,  and  I'll 
see  it  satisfied  the  first  thing  I  do.    Come  along. 

Petro.  Will  you  afford  your  nephew  no  ex- 
hibition out  of  your  estate,  sir? 

Ant.  Not  a  sol ;  not  ^'  a  gazet.  I  have  arti- 
cles to  propose  before  the  senate,  shall  disin- 
herit him. 

Lion.  Have  you,  sir?  Not  justly,  I  hope. 
Pray,  what  are  they  ? 

Ant.  One  of  them  is,  he  sent  me  letters  be- 
yond sea,  dated  ^*  Stilo  Novo. 

Lion.  That  was  a  great  oversight. 

Ant.  Then  you  remember,  Petro,  he  took  up 
commodities,  new-fashion'd  stuffs,  when  he  was 
under  age  too,  that  he  might  cozen  his  creditors. 

Petro.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  And  afterwards  found  out  a  new  way 
to  pay  them  too. 

tdon.  He  serv'd  them  but  in  their  kind,  sir: 
perhaps  they  meant  to  have  cheated  him. 

Ant.  Tis  all  one ;  1*11  have  no  such  practices. 
But  the  worst  of  all ;  one  time  when  I  found 
him  drunk,  and  chid  him  for  his  vice,  he  had  no 
way  to  excuse  himself,  but  to  say,  he  would  be- 
come a  new  man. 

Lion.  That  was  heinously  spoken,  indeed  ! 

Ant.  These  are  sufBcient  aggravations,  to  any 
one  that  shall  understand  my  humour. 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo. 

Duke.  Save  you,  sir ! 

Ant.  These  gentlemen  shall  be  witnesses  to  the 
bonds.     You  are  very  welcome ! 


Duke.  I  hardly  believe  it,  when  you  bear  oar 
roessat^e. 
Ant.  Why,  I  beseech  you  ? 
Duke.  I  am  sorry  to  be  made  the  nnkind  in* 
strument  to  wrong  you ;  but  since  'tis  a  task 
impos'd  from  so  great  a  command,  I  hope  joo 
will  the  easier  be  induc'd  to  dispense  with  me. 

Ant.  Come  nearer  to  your  aim ;  I  onderstand 
you  not. 

Duke.  Then  thus,  sir :  the  duke  has  been  in- 
form*d  of  your  rarities ;  and  holding  tlieni  an 
unfit  treasure  for  a  private  man  to  possess,  he 
liHth  sent  his  mandamus  to  take  them  from  joo. 
See,  here's  his  hand  for  the  delivery. 

Ant.  Oh,  oh ! 

Leon.  What  ails  vou,  sir? 

Ant,  I  am  struck  with  a  sudden  sickness:  some 
^od  man  help  to  keep  my  soul  in,  tliat  is  rusl>- 
mg  frt)m  me,  and  will  by  no  means  be  intreated 
to  continue ! 

Lion.  Pray,  sir,  be  comforted. 

Ant.  Comfort !  no,  I  despise  it :  he  has  giren 
me  daggers  to  my  heart ! 

Leon.  Shew  yourself  a  man,  sir,  and  coDteron 
the  worst  of  fortune. 

Ant.  Good  sir,  could  not  you  have  invented 
a  less  studied  way  of  torture  to  take  away  my  life? 

Duke.  I  hope,  'twill  not  work  so  deeply  witiiyon. 

Ant.  Nay,  and  'twould  stop  tliere,  'twere  well; 
but  'tis  a  punishment  will  follow  me  after  death, 
and  afflict  roe  worse  than  a  fury. 

Leon.  I  much  pity  the  gentleman's  case. 

Ant.  Think  what  'tis  to  lose  a  son  when  yM 
have  brought  him  up,  or,  after  a  seven  yean 
voyage,  to  see  your  ship  sunk  in  the  harbour! 

Duke.  Twere  a  woful  spectacle  indeed  ! 

Ant.  They  are  but  tickling  to  this.  I  have 
been  all  my  life  a  gathering  what  I  must  now  lose 
in  a  moment.  Tli^  sacking  of  a  city  is  nothbg 
to  be  compared  ivith  it. 

Leon.  And  that's  lamentable. 

Ant.  Twill  but  only  give  you  a  light  to  con* 
ceive  of  my  misery. 

Lion.  Pray,  sir,  be  not  importunate  to  take 
them  this  time ;  but  try  rather,  if  by  any  means 
you  can  revoke  the  decree. 

Duke.  Twill  be  somewhat  dangerous;  but  for 
your  sake,  Pll  try. 

Ant.  Shall  I  hope  any  comfort  ?  Then,  upon 
my  credit,  gentlemen,  I'll  appoint  you  all  mioe 
heirs  as  soon  as  I  am  dead. 


5'  A  gazet.— A  gazet,  lays  Coryat,  p.  286,  "  is  almost  a  penny ;  whereof  ten  doe  make  a  liver,  that 

is,  nine  pence." News-papers  t>eing  originally  sold  for  that  piece  of  money,  acquired  their  present 

name  of  Gazettes.    Sec  Junius's  Etymol.  voce  Gazette. 

3^  f^ilo  Novo, — The  manner  of  dating  letters  from  abroad,  before  the  alteration  of  the  calendar, 
according  to  tlie  reformation  of  it  by  Pope  Gregory  the  Xlllth.  In  The  WonuaCa  /Vise,  or  Tht 
Tamer  tam'df  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4.  8.  4.  Vol.  IX.  p.  364.  cd.  1778,  Maria  says  to  Pe- 
tmchio,  who  bad  threatened  to  travel,  in  order  to  be  rid  of  her, 

**  I  do  commit  your  reformation ; 
And  so  I  leave  you  to  your  atUo  novo.** 
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'.  You  speak  nobly. 

Nay,  and  because  you  shall  not  long 
:er  it.  Til  die  within  a  month,  and  set 
m  all  joint  executors. 


Lion.  But  when  you  are  freed  from  the  terror 
of  his  imposition,  will  you  not  recant? 

Ant,  Nay,  and  you  doubt  me,  walk  along, 
and  ril  confirm't  upon  you  instantly.    [Exeunt. 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Muiha  and  Angelia. 

I  Why,  gentle  boy,  think  what  a  happy 

blisb 
lalr  enjoy,  before  thou  know'st  what  'tis ! 

Twill  be  a  dear  experiment,  to  waste 
ne  and  Hower  of  youth,  and  suffer  all 
iquid  sweets  to  be  extracted  from  me, 
bot  ii>6uence  of  consuming  lust, 

find  how  well  you  can  express 
<'i\fu\  arts  are  hid  in  wickedness  ! 
f.  Thou  dream *st,  fond  boy :  tliose  sweets 

of  youth  and  beauty 
'nt,  to  be  employed  upon  their  like ; 
len  they  botii  do  meet,  and  are  extin- 

guisbM, 
)eir  mixt  heat  a  rich  perfume  shall  rise, 
ni  to  love,  a  grateful  sacrifice. 

But  ril  not  be  so  prodigal,  to  lavish 
fls  away  that  be  irrevocable, 
t  the  first  that  leave  us. 
L  Twill  be  ne'er  exacted 
9n  you  have  bestow'd  them,  but  how  well. 
t  good  or  profit  can  a  hidden  treasure 
•e,  than  feed  the  miser's  greedy  eye  ? 
if 'twere  well  bestow'd,  it  might  enrich 
ner  and  the  user  of  it.    Such 
li,  and  nature's  bounty,  that  receive 
from  the  expence ;  but,  were  there  none, 
nere  damage,  yet  the  pleasure  of  it, 
e  delight,  would  recompence  the  loss. 

Whate'er  the  pleasure  be,  or  the  delight, 
to  young,  not  plum'd  for  such  a  flight. 
/.  Too  young !  a  poor  excuse !  alas,  your 

will 
^er  than  your  power.    No  one  can  be 
ung  to  learn  good  arts ;  and,  for  my  part, 
^t  taken  with  a  boisterous  sinew, 
ny  limb,  or  back  of  Hercules ; 
th  a  soft  delicious  beauty ;  such 
pie,  looking  on  his  doubtful  sex, 
think  him  male  or  female. 

I  cannot  blame 
ust  Italians,  to  lock  up  their  wives 
re  so  free  and  dissolute :  they  labour 


Not  with  their  country's  heat,  more  than  their 
Will  you  be  satisfied  ?  I  am  too  young,      [own. 

JEmil,   Too  young !    I  like  you  the  better. 
There  is  a  price 
Due  to  the  early  cherry.    The  first  apples 
Deserve  more  grace :  the  budding  rose  is  set  by; 
But  stale,  and  fully-blown,  is  left  for  vulgars 
To  rub  their  sweaty  fingers  on.    Too  young ! 
As  well  you  may  affirm  tlie  tender  tree 
Too  young  to  graft  upon  !  or  you  may  say. 
The  rising  sun's  too  young  to  court  the  day. 

Ang,   But  tliere  are  bonds  Hymen  has  laid 
upon  you, 
Keep  us  asunder. 

MmiL  Those  are  only  toys. 
Shadows,  mere  apparitions  of  doubt 
To  affriglit  children.     Do  but  yield  unto  me. 
My  arms  shall  be  thy  sphere  to  wander  in. 
Circled  about  with  spells  to  charm  these  fears ; 
^^And  when  thou  sleep'st,  Cupid  shall  crown  thy 

slumbers 
With  thousand  shapes  of  lustful  dalliance; 
Them  will  I  bathe  thee  in  ambrosia. 
And  from  my  lips  distil  such  nectar  on  thee, 
Shall  make  thy  flesh  immortal. 

Enter  Lorekzo. 

Lor,  How  now,  wife,  is  this  your  exercise  } 
Wife,  did  I  say  ?  Stain  of  my  blood  and  issue. 
The  great  antipathy  unto  my  nature. 
Courting  your  paramour !  Death  to  ray  honour ! 
What  have  I  seen  and  heard  ?   Curse  of  my  fate  \ 
Would  r  had  first  been  deaf,  or  thou  struck  dumb. 
Before  this  Gorgon,  this  damn'd  vision. 
Had  numb'd  my  fistculties. 

Mmil.  What  have  you  seen 
Or  heard,  more  than  a  dialogue  I  read 
This  morning  in  a  book  ? 

Lor.  Would  thou  and  that  book 
Were  both  burnt  for  hereticks! — You  genial 

powers. 
Why  did  you  send  this  serpent  to  my  bosom. 
To  pierce  me  through  with  greater  cruelty 
Than  Cleopatra  felt  from  stings  of  adders  ? 
Hence  from  my  sight,  thou  venom  to  my  eyes ! 
I  Would  I  could  look  thee  dead,  or  with  a  frown 


'W  goodcTfrofity  &c. — See  the  speeches  of  Comas,  in  Milton's  excellent  Masque,  under  that 

L.  739,  &c. 

nd  when  thou  steepest,  Cupid  ahdll  crown  thy  slumbert, — So,  in  King  Hen.  IV.  p.  1 : 

<'  And  on  thine  eye-lids  crown  the  God  of  sleep." 
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Dissect  thee  into  atoms,  and  then  hurl  them 
About  the  world,  to  cast  infection, 
And'  blister  all  they  light  on  ! 

Mmil.  Ypu  are  mad,  and  rave  without  a  cause. 
Lor,  0\\  heavens  !  she  means 
To  justify  her  sin !     Can*st  thou  redeem 
'Thy  lost  fame  and  my  wrongs  ? 

jEmii.  No,  sir,  I'll  leave  you ; 
You  are  too  passionate.  [Exit. 

Ang,   Pray,  sir,  be  satisfied  ;    we  meant  no 

hurt. 
#    Lor,  What  chnrm  held  back  my  hand,  I  did 

not  let 
Her  foul  blood  out,  then  throw't  into  the  air, 
Whence  it  might  mount  up  to  the  higher  region, 
And  there  colivert  into  some  fearful  meteor, 
To  threaten  all  her  kindred  ?  Stay,  sweet  child. 
For  thou  art  virtuous : — yet  go,  however ; 
Thou  putt'st  me  in  remembrance  of  some  i'l. 

[Exit. 
Diana  blushM  Actson  to  a  stag : 
What  shall  lust  do  ?  Chastity  niade  horns  ! 
I  shall  be  grafted  with  a  horrid  pair ; 
And  between  every  branch  a  written  scrowl 
Shall   speak   my   shame,    that  foot-boys   shall 

discern  it. 
And  sailors  read  it  as  they  pass  along  ! 
If  I  bear  this,  I  have  no  soul  nor  spleen. 
I  must  invent  some  mischief.     ^'  Smallest  cares 
Are  talkative,  whilst  great  ones  silent  are. 

[Exit, 

Enter  Emilia. 

JRmil,  What  have  I  done,  that  with  a  clue  of 

lust 
Have  wrought  myself  in  such  a  labyrinth. 
Whence  I  snail  ne'er  get  free?  There  is  no  wrong 
Like  to  the  breach  of  wedlock  :  those  injuries 
Are  writ  in  marble,  time  shall  ne'er  raze  out. 
The  hearts  of  such,  if  they  be  once  divided. 
Will  ne*er  grow  one  again  :  sooner  you  may 
Call  the  spent  dily,  or  bid  the  stream  return. 
That  long  since  slid  beside  you  !     I  am  lost ; 
Quite  forfeited  to  shame ;  which,  till  I  felt, 
I  ne'er  foresaw ;  so  was  the  less  prepared. 
But  yet,  they  say,  a  woman's  wit  is  sudden. 
And  quick  at  an  excuse.     I  was  too  foolish. 
Had  he  confounded  heaven  and  earth  with  oaths, 
I  might  have  sworn  him  down,  or  wept  so  truly. 
That  he  should  sooner  question  his  own  eyes, 
Thau  my  false  tears :  This  had  been  worth  the 

acting. 
Or  else  I  might  have  stood  to  the  defence  on't ; 
Been  angry,  and  took  a  courage  from  my  crimes ; 
But  I  was  tame  and  ignorant ! 

Enter  Lionel. 

Lum.  Save  you,  lady ! 


Mmil,  Oh  signior,  Lionel,  you  have  undone  me. 

Lion.  Who,  I !     Which  way? 

Mmil'  The  boy  you  brought  my  husband. 

Lor.  Ay,  what  of  him  ? 

^mil.  He  is  a  witch,  a  thief. 
That  has  stol'n  all  my  honours.     His  smooth 

visage 
Seem'd  like  a  sea  becalm*d,  or  a  safe  barboor. 
Where  love  might  ride  securely ;  but  was  found 
A  dangerous  quicksand,  wherein  are  perished 
My  hopes  and  fortunes,  by  no  art  or  engine 
To  be  weigh'd  up  again. 

Lion,  Instruct  me  how. 

MmiL  Teach  me  the  way  then,  that  I  may 
relate 
My  own  ill  story  with  as  great  a  boldness 
As  I  did  first  conceive,  and  after  act  it. 
That  wicked  error  led  my  wnnd'ring  thoughts 
To  gaze  on  his  false  beauty,  that  has  prov*d 
The  fatal  minute  of  my  mind's  first  ruiu  ! 
Shall  I  be  brief? 

Lion,  What  else  ? 

Mmil,  How  can  I  speak, 
Or  plead  with  hope,  that  have  so  foul  a  caase ! 

Lion.  You  torture  me  too  much :  the  fear  of 
evil 
Is  worse  than  the  event. 

Mmil.  Then,  though  my  heart 
Abhor  the  memory,  I'll  tell  it  out: — 
The  boy  I  mention'd  (whatever  power 
Did  lay  on  me  so  sad  a  punishment) 
I  did  behold  him  with  a  lustful  eye, 
And,  which  is  the  perfection  of  sin, 
Did  woo  him  to  my  will. 

Lion.  Well,  what  of  that  ? 
You  are  not  the  first  offender  in  that  kind. 

Mmil.  My  suit  no  sooner  ended,  but  came  m 
My  jealous  nusband. 

Lion,  That  was  st)mething  indeed  ! 

Mmil.  Who  overheard  us  all. 

Lion.  A  shrewd  mischance ! 

MmiL  Judge  with  what  countenance  he  ^^ 
behold  me. 
Or  I  view  him,  that  had  so  great  a  guilt 
Hang  on  my  hrow.     My  looks  and  hot  desire 
Both  fell  together ;  whilst  he,  big  witli  anger, 
And  swol'n  high  with  revenge,  hastes  from  niy 

presence, 
Onl^  to  study  how  to  inflict  some  torture, 
Which  I  stay  to  expect :  and  here  you  see 
The  suflFering  object  of  his  cruelty. 

lAon,  Methinks  it  were  an  easy  thing  for  one 
That  were  ingenious,  to  retort  all 
On  his  own  head,  and  make  him  ask  fbrgtveaess. 

Mmil.  That  would  be  a  scene  indeed  ! 

Lion,  I  have  been  fortunate 
In  such  turns  in  my  days. 

Mmil.  Could  you  do  this. 


''  " .  smallest  cares 

Are  taUcaticey  whilsi  great  ones  sUent  are,** — **  Cars  leves  loquuntor  ingentes  ttopent** — Seneca.  S.  "• 
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Pd  swear  you  had  more  wit  than  Mercury, 
Of  his  soo  '^  AucolycuSy  that  was  able 
To  change  black  into  white. 

Liom.  Do  not  despair; 
I  have  a  genius  was  ne'er  fiUse  to  me ; 
If  Mb  should  fail  me  now  in  these  extremes, 
I  would  not  only  wonder,  but  renounce  him. 
He  tells  me,  something  may  be  done.    Be  ruPd, 
And  if  I  plot  not  so,  to  make  all  hit. 
Then  you  shall  take  the  mortgage  of  my  wit. 

MmiL  However,  sir,  you  speak  comfortably. 

[Eseunt. 

9 

Enter  Avrelio  above^  Duke  and  Leonardo 
over  the  Stage, 

Aur,  Good-morrow,  gentlemen.  What,  you 
ut  fur  the  feast,  I  perceive  ? 

Duke,  Master  Aurelio,  good*morrow  to  you. 
Whose  chamber's  that,  I  pray  ? 

Aur,  My  own,  sir,  now ;  I  thank  ill  fortune 
ind  a  good  wife. 

Duht,  What  I  are  you  mnrried,  nnd  your 
fiiends  not  pre-acquainted  }  This  will  be  con- 
itro'd  amongst  them. 

Aur.  A  stolVi  wedding,  sir !  I  was  glad  to  ap- 
prehend any  occasion,  when  I  found  her  inclin- 
ins.  We'll  celebrate  tlie  solemnities  hereafter, 
when  there  shall  be  nothing  wanting  to  make 
oar  Hymen  happy  and  flourishing. 

Leon,  In  good  time,  sir.  Who  is  your  spouse, 
I  pray  ? 

Aur,  Marry,  sir,  a  creature,  for  whose  sake  I 
have  endured  many  a  h^t  and  cold,  before  I 
could  vanquish  her.  ^he  has  prov'd  one  of  Her* 
coles'  labours  to  me ;  but  time,  that  prefers  all 
things,  made  my  long  toil  and  aflRection  both  sue* 
cessful :  and  in  brief,  'tis  mistress  Lucretia ;  as 
very  a  ^^  haggard  as  ever  was  brought  to  fist. 

Duke.  Indeed !  I  liave  ofben  heard  vou  much 
complain  of  her  coyness  and  disdain ;  what  auspi- 
cious  charm  has  now  reconcil'd  you  together  ? 

Aur.  Tliere  is,  sir,  a  critical  minute  in  every 
man's  wooing,  when  his  mistress  may  be  won ; 
which,  if  he  carelessly  neglect  to  prosecute,  he 
may  wait  long  enough  before  he  gain  the  like 
opportunity. 

ijBon:  It  seems,  sir,  you  have  lighted  upon't. 
We  wish  you  much  joy  in  your  fair  choice. 

Aur,  Thank  you,  gentlemen ;  and  I  to  either 
of  you,  no  worse  fortune.  But  that  my  wife  is 
not  yet  risen,  I  would  intreat  you  take  the  pains 
come  up  and  visit  her. 

puke.  No,  sir,  that  would  be  uncivil ;  we'll 
w«it  some  fitter  occasion  to  gratulate  your  rites. 
Good-morrow  to  you.  [Exeunt, 


Aur.  Your  servant!  Nayi  lie  you  still,  and 
dare  not  so  much  as  proffer  to  mutter ;  for  if 
you  do,  I  vanish.  Now,  if  you  will  revolt,  you 
may.  I  have  laid  a  stain  upon  your  honour^ 
which  you  shall  wash  off  as  well  as  you  can. 

Enter  Lucretia. 

Imc.  Was  this  done  like  a  gentleman,  or 
indeed  like  a  true  lover,  to  bring  my  name  in 
question,  and  make  me  no  less  tlum  your  whore? 
Was  I  ever  married  to  you  ?    Speak. 

Aur,  No;  but  you  may  when,  you  please. 

Luc.  Why  were  you  then  so  impudent  to  pro- 
claim such  a  falsehood,  afid  say  I  wi|s  your  wifi^^ 
and  that  you  had  lain  with  me,  when  'twas  no 
such  matter. 

Aur.  Because  I  meant  to  make  you  so,  and 
no  roan  else  should  do  it. 

Luc.  'Slight,  this  is  a  device  to  over-reach  a 
woman  with !  He  has  madded  me,  and  I  would 
give  a  hundred  crowns  I  could  scold  out  my 
anger. 

Aur,  Come,  there's  no  injury  done  to  yon, 
but  what  lies  iu  my  power' to  make  whote  again. 

Luc,  Your  power  to  make  whole!  I'Uliaveno 
man  command  me  so  far.  What  can  any  lawful 
jury  judge  of  my  honesty,  upon  such  proofs  as 
these,  when  they  shall  see  a  eentleman  making 
himself  ready  so  eariy,  and  saluting  them  out  of 
the  chamber?  whither  (like  a  false  man)  thou 
hast  stol'n  in  by  the  bribery  of  my  servant :  Is 
this  no  scandal  ? 

Aur,  Twas  done  on  puxpose,  and  I  am  gUd 
mv  inventions  thrive  so ;  therefore  do  not  stand 
talking,  but  resolve. 

Luc,  What  should  I  resolve  ? 

Aur,  To  marry  me,  for  the  safe-guard  of  your 
credit,  and  that  suddenly;  for  I  have  made  a 
vow,  thar  unless  you  will  do  it  without  delay,  I'll 
not  have  you  at  aH. 

Luc,  Some  politician  counsel  me  1  There's  no 
such  torment  to  a  woman,  though  she  affect  a 
thing  ever  so  earnestly,  yet  to  be  forc'd  to  it. 

Aur.  What,  are  you  agreed  ? 

Luc.  Well,  yon  are  a  tyrant,  lead  on :  what 
must  be,  must  be;  but  if  there  were  any  other 
way  in  the  earth  to  save  my  reputation,  I'd 
never  have  thee. 

Aur,  Then  I  must  do  you  a  courtesy  against 
your  will.  \Eaceunt. 

Enter  Petrvcio  and  Cook, 

Pet.  Come,  hone&t  cook,  let  me  see  how  thy 
imagination  has  wrought,  as  well  as  thy  fiogera, 
and  what  curiosity  thou  hast  shewn  in  the  pre- 


VOL. 


'^  j<M/%ci(s.— Famous  for  all  the  arts  of  fraud  add  thietery. 

"  Non  fttit  Autolyci  tam  piccata  manus." Martial. 

See  Mr  Steevens*s  Note  on  WvUef»  Toir,  A.  4.  S.  S. 
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pamtion  of  this  banquet;  for  gluttouing  delights 
to  be  iugenious. 

Cook.  I  have  provided  you  a  feast,  sir,  of 
twelve  dishes,  whereof  each  of  them  is  an  em- 
blem of  one  of  the  twelve  signs  in  the  Zodiack. 

Pet.  Well  said!  Who  will  now  deny  that 
cookery  is  a  mystery  ? 

Cook,  Look  you,  sir,  there  is  the  list  of  them. 

Pet.  Aries,  Taurus,  Gemini ;  good : 
For  Aries,  n  dish  of  lamb  stones  and  sweet- 
breads ; 
For  Taurus,  a  sirloin  of  beef; 
For  Gemini,  a  brace  of  pheasants ; 
For  Cancer,  a  butter'd  crab ; 
For  Libra,  a  balance ;  in  one  scale  a  custard,  in 

the  other  a  tart :  that's  a  dish  for  an  alderman ; 
For  Virgo,  a  green  sallad; 
For  Scorpio,  a  grand  one ; 
For  Sagittarius,  a  pasty  of  venison ; 
For  Aquarius,  a  goose  ; 
For  Pisces,  two  mullets.    Is  that  all  ? 

Cook.  Read  on,  sir. 

Pet.  And  in  the  middle  of  the  table,  to  have 
an  artificial  hen,  made  of  puff-paste,  with  her 
wings  displayed,  sitting  upon  eggs  compos*d  of 
tlie  same  materials ;  wlit-re  in  'each  of  them  shall 
be  inclosed  a  fat  nightingale,  well  seasoned  with 
pepper  and  ^*  arobergrease.  So  then  will  I  add 
one  invention  more  of  my  own ;  for  I  will  have 
all  these  descend  from  the  top  of  my  roof,  in  a 
tlirone,  as  you  see  Cupid  or  MerCury  in  a  plav* 

Cook,  That  will  be  rare  indeed,  sir  !      [£xi/. 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonard^. 

Pet,  See,  the  guests  are  come ;  go,  and  make 
all  rea'dy. 
Gentles,  you  are  welcome. 

Duke,  Is  the  antiquary  (irriv'd,  or  no ;  can 
you  tell,  sir? 


Pet.  Not.  yet,  but  I  expect  him  each  mi- 
nute  

Enter  Antiquary, 

See,  your  word  has  charm 'd  him  hither  alreadv ! 

Duke,  Signior,  you  are  happily  encouutir  d, 
and  the  rather,  because  I  have  good  news  to  lell 
you ;  the  duke  has  been  so  gracious  as  to  relette 
his  demand  for  your  antiquities. 

Ant.  Has  he?  You  have  fiird  me  all  over 
with  spirit,  with  which  I  will  mix  sixteen  glasses 
of  wine,  to  his  health,  the  first  thing  I  do: 
would  I  knew  his  highness,  or  had  a  iust  occa- 
sion to  present  my  loyalty  at  his  feet ! 

Duke  For  that,  take  no  thought ;  it  shall  be 
my  care  to  bring  you,  and  signior  Petnicio  here, 
both  before  him.  I  have  already  acquainted 
him  with  both  your  worths,  and  for  aught  I  can 
gather  by  his  speech,  he  intends  to  do  you  some 
extraordinary  honours:  it  may  be,  he  will  make 
one  a  senator,  because  of  his  age;  and  on  tbc 
other,  bestow  his  daughter  or  niece  in  marriage : 
there's  some  such  thing  hatching,  I  assure  you. 

Pel,  Very  likely,  I  imagin*d  as  much:  that 
last  shall  be  my  lot ;  I  knew  some  such  destiny 
would  befall  me.  Shall  we  be  jovial  upon  tto 
news,  and  thrust  all  sadness  out  of  doors? 

Leon,  For  our  parts,  Vitellius  was  never  lo 
voluptuous;  all  our  discourse  shall  run  wit  ta 
the  last. 

Duke,  Our  mirth  shall  be  the  quintessence  of 
pleasure. 
And  our  delight  flow  with  that  harmony, 
Th'  ambitious  spheres  shall  to  the  centre  slirioki 
To  hear  our  musick  ;  such  ravishing  accentSy 
As  are  from  poets  in  their  fury  hurl'd. 
When  their  outrageous  raptures  fill  the  worid. 

Pet,  There  spoke  my  genius ! 

Ant,  Now  you  talk  of  musick,  have  you  e'er 


^*  Ambergrease, — Ambergrease  was  formerly  an  ingredient  used  in  heightening  sauces.  So,  MUton'i 
Paradiae  R^gain*d,  B.  2.  L  344 : 

"  In  pastry  built,  or  from  the  spit,  or  boil'd, 
Grit  oni^  steam'd."      S. 

On  this  passage  Dr  Newton  observes,  that  **  ambergris,  or  grey  amber,  is  esteemed  the  best,  aiid 
naed  in  perfumes  and  cordials.  A  curious  lady  communicated  the  following  remarks  upon  this  pts* 
sajn^e^to  Mr  Peck,  which  we  will  here  transcnbe.  "  Grtjf  anUter  is  the  amber  our  author  here  speaks 
of;  and  melts  like  butter.  It  was  formerly  a  main  ingredient  in  every  concert  for  a  banquet ;  vii> 
to  fume  the  ment  with,  and  that  whether  boil'd,  roasted,  or  baked ;  laid  often  on  the  top  of  a  baked 


mostly  dressed  with  ambergria. 
book  writ  by  a  gentlewoman  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  court,  where  ambergris  is  mentioned  as  the 
haut-gout  of  that  age."  So  far  this  curious  lady.  And  Beaumont  and  fUtcher,  in  The  Cutiom  ^  Af 
ComUry,  A.  3.  S.  2  : 


« 


Be  snre 


The  wines  be  lusty,  high,  and  full  of  spirit. 
And  ajwAer^d  all." 


It  appears  also  to  have  been  esteemed  a  restorative,  being  mentioned,  with  other  things  vsed  iff 
that  purpose,  in  Marston's  Faame,  A.  2.  8.  1,  See  also  Surphlet's  Translation  of  Lanreutins's  Di^ 
course  qfOtd  Age,  &c.  1599.  p.  t94. 
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a  one  that  can  play  us  an  old  lesson,  or  sltig  us 
an  old  song? 

Pei.  An  old  lesson !  yes,  he  shall  play  the 
beginning.of  the  world ;  and  tor  a  song,  he  shall 
sing  ooe  that  was  made  to  the  moving  of  the 
orbs,  Hheii  they  were  first  set  in  tune. 

Ani.  Snch  a  one  would  I  hear. 

Fei,  Walk  in  then,  and  it  shall  not  be  long 
before  I  satisfy  your  desire.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Petro  and  Julia,  with  two  bottles. 

Jul.  Come,  master  Petro,  welcome  heartily; 
while  they  are  drinking  withm,  we'll  be  as  merry 
as  the  maids  ;  I  stole  these  bottles  from  under 
tiie  cupboard,  on  purpose,  against  your  coming. 

Petni.  Courteous  mistress  Julia,  how  shall  I 
defler%'e  this  favour  from  you  ? 

Jttf.  There  is  a  way,  master  Petro,  if  you 
coold  find  it;  hut  the  tenderness  of  your  youth 
keeps  you  in  ignorance  ;  'tis  a  great  fault,  1  must 
tdl  you. 

Petro,  I  shall  strive  to  ameud  it,  if  you  please 
to  instmcc  me,  lady. 

Jul.  Alas,  do  not  you  know  what  maids  love, 
all  this  while  ?  You  must  come  oftner  amongst 
IIS ;  want  of  company  keeps  the  spring  of  your 
blood  backward. 

Petro.  It  does  so,  but  you  shall  see,  when 
we  are  private  I  shall  begin  to  practise  witli  you 
better.  • 

Enter  Bacha. 

Bae.  Master  Petro,  this  was  kindly  done  of 
you. 

Petro.  What's  my  master  a  doing,  can  you 
'tellf 

Bac.  Why,  they  are  as  jovial  as  twenty  beg- 
pu^  drink  their  whole  cups,  six  glasses  at  a 
health,  your  nuister  s  almost  tipt  already. 

Petro.  So  much  the  better,  his  business  is  the 
sooner  diftpatch'd. 

JuL  Well,  let  us  not  stand  idle,  but  verify 
tlie  proverb,  Like  matter,  like  man ;  and  it  shall 
go  bard,  master  Petro,  but  we  will  put  you  iu 
Uie  same  cue. 

Petro.  Let  me  have  fair  play,  put  nothing  in 
my  cup,  and  do  your  worst. 

Bac.  Unless  the  cup  have  that  virtue,  to  re- 
tain the  print  of  a  kiss,  or  the  glance  of  an  eye, 
to  enamour  you ;  nothing  else,  I  assure  you. 

Petro.  For  tliat,  I  shall  be  more  thirsty  of 
than  of  the  liquor. 

Jul,  Then  let's  make  no  more  words,  but 
about  it  presently.  Come,  master  Petro,  will 
you  walk  in  ? 

Peiro.  I  attenci  you. 


Bar.  It  shall  go  hard  but  111  drink  him  Asleep, 
and  then  work  some  knavery  upon  him. 

[Ejreuntm, 

Enter  Duke,  Leonardo,  and  the  Antiquary 

drunk. 

Ant.  rit  drink  with  all  Xerxes*s  army  now,  a 
whole  nver  at  a  draught. 

Duke.  By'r  lady,  sir,  that  requires  a  large 
swallow. 

Ant.  Tis  all  one,  to  our  noble  duke's  health, 
I  can  drink  no  less,  not  a  drop  less ;  and  you 
his  servants  will  pledge  me,  I  am  sure. 

l^on.  Yes,  sir,  if  you  could  shew  us  a  way, 
when  we  had  done,  how  to  build  water-mills  lu 
our  bellies. 

Ant,  Do  you  what  you  will,  for  my  part,  I 
will  begin  it  again  and  ngaio,  till  Bacchus  him- 
self sliaTl  stand  ainazM  at  me. 

L.eon.  But  should  this  quantity  of  drink  come 
up,  'twere  enough  to  breed  a  deluge,  and  drown 
a  whole  country. 

Ant.  No  matter,  they  can  ne'er  die  better 
than  to  be  drown'd  in  the  duke's  health. 

Duke.  Well,  sir,  I'll  acquaint  him  liow  much 
he  is  beholden  to  you.  , 

Ant.  Will  you  believe  me,  gentlemen,  upon 
my  credit  ? 

Leon.  Yes,  sir,  any  thing. 

Ant.  Do  you  see  these  breeches  then  ? 

Leon.  Ay,  what  of  them  } 

Ant,  These  were  Pompey's  breeches,  I  assure 
you. 

Duke.  Is*t  possible  ? 

Ant.  He  had  his  denomination  from  them ;  he 
was  call'd  Pompey  the  Great,  from  wearing  these 
great  breeches. 

Leon,  I  never  heard  so  much  before. 

Ant,  And  this  was  Julius  Cssat''s  hat,  when 
he  was  kill'd  in  the  Capitol,  and  I  am  as  great 
.  as  either  of  them  at  this  present. 

Leon.  Like  enough  so. 

Ant.  And  in  my  conceit  I  am  as  honourable. 

Duke.  If  you  are  not,  you  deserve  to  be. 

Ant.  Where's  signior  Petrucio  ? 

Enter  Petrucio  and  Gasparo, 

Pet.  Nay,  good  father,  do  not  trouble  me 
now ;  'tis  enough  now,  that  I  have  promis'd  you 
to  go  to  the  duke  with  me ;  in  the  mean  time  let 
me  work  out  matters,  do  not  clog  me  in  the  way 
of  my  preferment ;  when  I  am  a  nobleman  I 
will  do  by  you  ^^  as  Jupiter  did  by  the  other 
deities;  that  is,  I  will  let  down  my  chair  of  lio- 
nour,  and  pull  you  up  after  me. 

Gas,  Well,  you  shall  rule  me,  son.        [Exit, 


^ OM  Jupiter  did  hy  the  ^ker  deities;  that  is,  I  wUl  let  dwm  my  ekmir  nf  honour,  and  pmU  you  t^ 

^fier  me. See  JUmI,  lib.  viiK 

Xnfinp  ;^v^«»ti»  •{  u^ati^it  le^i/AAJarrif,  Sic,      S*  * 
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Duke.  Sigoior,  where  have  you  been  ? 

Pet,  I  Imve  been  forcing  ray  braiu  to  the 
composition  of  a  few  verses,  in  the  behalf  of 
your  entertainment;  and  I  never  knew  them 
flow  so  dolly  from  me  before;  au  exorcist  would 
have  conjured  you  up  half  a  dozen  spirits  in  the 
space. 

Leon.  Indeed  I  heard  you  make  a  fearful  noise, 
as  if  you  had  been  in  travail  with  some  strange 
monster. 

Pet.  But  I  have  brought  them  out  at  last, 
I  thank  Minerva ;  and  without  the  help  of  a  mid- 
wife. 

Ant.  Reach  me  a  chair :  Fll  sit  down,  and 
read  them  for  you. 

Leon.  You  read  them  ! 

Ant,  Yes,  but  TU  put  on  my  opticks  first; 
look  you,  these  were  Uauiiibars  sptctacles. 

Duke.  Why,  did  Hannibal  wear  spectacles  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  after  he  grew  dim  with  dust  in  fol- 
lowing the  camp,  he  wore  spectacles.  Heach 
me  the  paper. 

Leon,  No,  an  author  must  recite  his  own 
works. 

Ant.  Then  1*11  sit  and  sleep. 

Leom,  Read  on,  sigoior. 

Pet.  They  were  made  to  shew  how  welcome 
you  are  to  me. 

Duke.  Read  them  out. 

Pet.  As  welcome  as  the  gentry's  to  the  town. 
After  a  long  and  hard  vacation  : 
As  welcome  as  a  toss'd  ship*s  to  a. harbour. 
Health  to  ^he  sick,  or  a  cast  suit  to  a  barber : 
Or  as  a  good  new  play  is  to  the  times. 
When  they  have  long  surfeited  with  base  rhymes : 
As  welcome  as  the  spring  is  to  the  year. 
So  are  m^ friends  to  me,  when  I  have  good  cheer. 
[While  he  reads,  the  antiquary  falls  asleep. 

Duke.  I'marry,  sir,  we  are  doubly  beholden 
to  you.  What,  is  signior  Veterauo  falFn  asleep, 
^iid  at  the  recitation  of  such  verses  !  A  most 
inhuman  disgrace,  and  not  to  be.digested  ! 

Pet.  Has  he  wrong*d  me  so  discourteously  ? 
ril  be  revenged,  by  Phoebus. 

Xeon.  But  which  way  can  you  parallel  so  foul 
an  injury  ? 

^  Pet.  V\\  go  In,  and  make  some  verses  against 
htm. 

Duke.  That  you  shall  not ;  'tis  not  requital 
sufficient :  I  have  a  better  trick  than  so.  Come, 
bear  him  in,  and  you  shall  see  what  I  will  invent 
for  you.    This  was  a  wrong  and  a  half. 

[Ejceunt. 

Enter  MuiLiA  and  LiosEu 

Mmil.  Now,  master  Lionel,  as  you  have  been 
fortunate  in  the  forecasting  of  this  bushiess,  so 

a  be  studious  in  the  executing,  that  we  may 
come  off  with  honour. 
Xio?i.   Observe  but  my  directions,  and  say 
notliing. 


Mmil.  The  whole  adventure  of  my  credit 
depends  upon  your  care  and  evidence. 

jLt'on.  I^t  no  former  passage  discourage  yod ; 
be  but  as  peremptory  as  cause  is  good. 

Mmil.  Nay,  if  I  but  once  apprehend  a  jast 
occasion  to  usurp  over  him,  let  me  alone  to  talk 

and  took  scurvily Stfrp  aside,  I  hear  him 

coming. 

Enter  Lobenzo. 

Lor.  My  wife !  some  angel  ^uard  me !  The 
looks  of  Medusa  were  not  so  ommons.  1*11  haste 
fi^m  the  infection  of  her  sight,  as  from  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  basilisk. 

Mmil,  Nay,  sir,  you  may  tarry  ;  and  if  virtue 
has  not  quite  forsook  you,  or  tliat  your  ears  be 
not  altogether  obdurate  to  good  counsel,  conti* 
der  what  I  say,  and  be  asham*d  of  the  injuries 
you  have  wrought  against  me. 

Lor.  What  unheard-of  evasion  has  the  nb- 
tilty  of  woman's  nature  suggested  to  her  thoughts^ 
to  come  off  now  ? 

Mmil.  Well,  sir,  however  you  carry  it,  'lis  I 
have  heason  to  compiam ;  but  the  mildness  of 
my  disposition,  and  enjoined  obedience,  will  not 
permit  m,e,  though  indfeed  your  wantonness  aoid 
ill  carriage  have  sufficiently  provoked  me. 

Lor.  Provok'd  vou !  I  provok'd  you !  As  if 
any  fault  in  a  husband  should  warrant  the  like 
in  his  wife  I  No :  'twas  thy  lust  and  mightinefS 
of  desire,  that  is  so  strong  witliin  thee.  Had'st 
thou  no  company,  no  masculine  object  to  look 
upon,  yet  thy  own  fancy  were  able  to  create  a 
creature,  with  whom  thou  might'st  commit, 
though  not  an  actual,  yet  a  mental  wickedness. . 

Mmil.  What  recompence  can  you  make  me 
for  tliose  slanderous  conceits,  wKen  they  sliaii 
be  prov'd  false  to  you  ? 

Lor.  Hear  me,  thou  base  woman  !  thou  that  art 
the  abstract  of  aH  ever  yet  was  bad ;  with  whom 
mischief  is  so  incorporate,  that  you  are  both  poe 
piece  together ;  and  but  that  you  go  still  band 
m  hand,  the  devil  were  not  sufficient  to  en« 
counter  with :  for  thou  art,  indeed,  able  to  in- 
struct him  !  Do  not  imagine,  with  this  firondess' 
impudence,  to  stand  daring  of  me :  I  can  be  an- 
gry, and  as  quick  in  the  execution  of  it,  I  can. 

Mmil.  Be  as  angrv  as  you  please ;  truth  and 
honesty  will  be  confident,  in  despi^ht  of  yoo: 
those  are  virtues  that  will  look  justice  itself  is 
the  face. 

Lor.  Ay,  but  where  are  they.*  Not  a-nea^ 
you  :  thou  would'st  blast  them  to  behold  tbee: 
scarce,  I  think,  in  the  world,  especially  sack 
worlds  as  you  women  are. 

Mmil.  Hum  !  to  see  what  an  easy  matter  it 
is  to  let  a  jealous,  peevish  husband  go  oo,  snd 
rebuke  him  at  pleasure ! 

Lor.  So  lewd  and  stubborn,  mads  me.  Speak 
briefly :  What  oyection  can  you  ailedge  si^^^ 
me,  or  for  yoursllf  ? 

Mmil.  ^foItte,  alns,  against  you  !  You  are  rir- 
tuous;   but  you  thiuk  you  can  act  the  Jupit^'; 
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to  blind  ne  with  your  escapes  and  conceal*d  | 
trulls :  yet  I  am  not  so  simple,  but  I  can  play 
the  Juuoy  and  find  out  your  exploits. 

Lor.  What  exploits?  What  concealM  truUs? 

JEmil,  Wlw»  toe  supposed  boy  you  seem  to 
be  jealous  of^  *tis  your  own  leman^  your  own 
dear  morsel :  I  jiare  searched  but  tlie  mystery. 
Husbands  roost  do  ill,  and  wives  most  bear  the 
reproach  !  A  fine  inversion  I 

Lor.  I  am  more  in  a  maze,  more-inYolv'd  in 
a  labyrinth,  than  before. 

Jumil.  You  were  best  plead  innocence  too, 
'tis  yoor  safest  refbge :  hot  I  did  not  think  a  man 
oTyoiir  age  and  bevd  had  been  so  lascirious,  to 
Uep  a  dttguis*d  ^  callet  under  my  nose ;  a  base 
^cockatrice  in  page's  apparel,  to  wait  upon 
jou,  and  rob  me  of  my  doe  benerolence  1  There's 
BO  law  nor  equity  to  warrant  this. 

Lor.  Why,  do  I  any  such  thing  ? 

JEmiL  Pray,  what  else  is  the  boy,  but  your 
own  hermaphrodite  ?  a  female  siren  in  a  male 
outside !  Alas !  had  I  intended  what  you  sus- 
pect, and  accuse  me  for,  I  had  been  more  wary, 
■ore  private  in  the  carriage,  I  assure  you. 

Lor.  Why,  is  that  boy  otherwise  than  he  ap- 
pears to  be? 

Enter  Lionel. 

JEmiL  Tia^a  thing  will  qoickly  be  searched 
ooL  Your  secret  bawdery,  and  the  murder  of 
my  good  name,  will  not  long  lie  hid,  I  warrant 
you. 

Lion.  Now  is  my  cue  to  second  her. 

Lor.  Signior  Lionel,  most  welcome.  I  would 
iatreat  yoor  advice  here  to  the  clearing  of  a 
doubt. 


Lion,  What's  that,  sir? 

Lor.  'Iris  concerning  the  boy  you  placM  with 
me. 

Lhn.  Ay,  what  of  him? 

Lor.  Whether  it  were  an  enchantment  or  no, 
or  an  illusion  of  the  sight,  or  if  I  could  persuade 
myself  it  was  a  dream,  'twere  better ;  but  my 
imagination  so  persuaded  me,  that  I  heard  my 
wife  and  him  interchanging  amorous  discourse 
together.  To  what  an  extremity  of  passion  the 
frailtv  of  man's  nature  might  induce  me  to  ! 

Ltofi.  Very  good. 

Lor.  Not  very  good  neither;  but  after  the  ex« 
pence  of  so  much  anger  and  distraction,  my 
wife  comes  upon  me  a^in,  and  affirms  that  he 
is  no  boy,  but  a  disffuis^d  mistress  of  my  own ; 
and  upon  this,  swells  against  me,  as  if  she  had 
lain  all  night  in  die  leaven. 

JEmL  Have  not  I  reason  ? 

Lor.  Pray,  sir,  will  you  inform  us  of  the 
verity  of  his  sex  ? 

UoH.  Then  take  it  upon  my  word,  'tis  a 
woman. 

JEmiL  Now,  sir,  what  have  you  to  answer  ? 

Lor.  I  am  not  yet  thoroughly  satisfied ;  but 
if  it  be  a  woman,  I  fnust  confess  my  error. 

JEmiL  What  satisfaction's  that,  after  so  great 
a  wrong,  and  the  talcing  away  of  my  good  name? 
You  forget  my  deserts,  and  how  I  brought  you  a 
dowry  often  talents !  besides,  I  find  no  such  su- 
perfluity of  courage  in  you,  to  do  this  neither. 

Lor,  Well,  were  he  a  boy  or  no,  'tis  more 
than  I  cnn  affirm ;  yet  this  I'll  swear,  I  enter- 
tained him  for  no  mistress,  and  I  hope,  you  for 
no  servant ;  therefore,  good  wife^  be  pacified. 

MmiL  No,  sir,  I'll  call  my  kindred  and  my 


^  CalM.— See  Note  51  to  Gommer  Gurton't  NeedU,  Vol.  I.  p.  115. 

**  C^duOriee.—'tfaB  was  one  of  the  names  by  which  women  of  ill  fame  were  asoaDy  dittingokhed, 

Ben  Jonson^s  Eeerf  Ifaa  out  ^kii  Hwmimr : 

*^  His  chief  exercises  are  taking  the  whiff,  squiring  a  eockatriee,  and  making  privy  searches  foi; 

ittparters." 

CffKtkkC^  Revdt,  A.  9.  S.  4 : 

** marry,  to  hi$  coekahiety  or  j^umqmetto,  half  a  doxen  taffata  gowns,  or  sattn  hurtles,  ia  a  pair 

or  two  of  BMmtfas,  why  they  arc  nothmg." 

Poetmtter^  A.  3.  3.4: 

** I  wonid  fam  come  vrith  my  eockairice,  one  day,  and  see  a  play,  if  I  knew  when  there  wert 

*  good  hawdy  one.** 

MassiDger's  City  Madam,  A.  9.  S.  1 : 

« my  fidlers  playing  all  night 

The  shaking  of  the  sheets,  which  I  have  danc'd 
Again  ai)d  again  with  aiy  cockatrice.** 

Dekker's  Belman  ^London,  Sign.  B. 

**  Shee  feedes  appon  gold  as  the  estredge  doth  upon  htm,  and  drinks  silver  faster  dovrne  her  crane* 
Ukc  throat,  than  an  EmgtiMh  cockatrice  do&  Hiphocras." 

I(«s  ako  ^  cxtEMt  from  the  Gnllf  Hflfn  Boo*,  p.  83,  hi  the  Ust  edition  of  Shakspeare. 
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friends  tojvether,  then  present  a  joint  complaint 
of  jrou  to  the  senate;  and  if  they  right  me  not, 
I'll  protest  there's  no  justice  in  their  court  or  go- 
verkiment. 

Lor,  If  she  have  this  plea  against  roe,  I  must 
make  my  peace;  slieMl  undo  me  else.  Sweet 
wife !  ril  ask  thee  forgiveness  upon  my  knees, 
if  thou  wilt  have  me.  I  rejoice  more  that  thou 
art  clear,  than  I  was  angry  for  the  suppos'd  of- 
fence. Be  but  patient,  uud  the  liberty  thou  en- 
joyedst  before,  shall  be  thought  thraldom  here* 
aher.     Sweet  sir,  will  you  mediate? 

Lion.  Come,  sweet  lady,  upon  my  request 
you  shall  be  made  friends:  'twas  but  a  mistake; 
conceive  it  so,  and  he  shuU  study  to  redeem  it. 

JEm'U.  Well,  sir,  upon  this  gentleman's  in- 
treaty,  you  have  your  pardon.  You  know  the 
propensity  of  my  disposition,  and  that  makes 
you  so  bold  with  me. 

Lor,  Pray,  master  Lionel,  will  you  acquaint 
my  wife  with  the  purpose  of  this  concealment; 
for  I  am  utterly  ignorant,  and  she  has  not  the 
patience  to  hear  me. 

Lion,  It  requires  more  privacy  than  so,  nei- 
ther is  it  yet  ripe  for  projection ;  but  l>ecause 
the  community  of  council  is  the  only  pledge  of 
friendship,  walk  in,  and  1*11  acquaint  you. 

Lor.  Honest,  sweet  wife,  I  thank  thee  with 
all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Duke,  Leonardo,  and  Pfttiucio,  bring" 
ing  in  the  Antiquary  in  a  Fours  coat. 

Duke.  So,  set  him  down  softly;  then  let  us 
slip  aside,  and  overhear  him. 

Ant.  Where  am  1  ?  What  metamorphosis  am 


I  crept  into  ?  A  fool's  coat !  what's  the  em 
of  this,  trow?  Who  has  thus  transform'd  o 
wonder?  I  was  awake,  am  I  not  asleep 
Why  Petro,  you  rogue,  sure  I  have  dror 
Circe's  cup,  and  that  has  turn'd  me  to  this  p 
of  a  fool :  and  I  had-drunk  a  little  longer,  J 
been  chang'd  into  an  ass.  Why  Petro,  I  s 
will  not  rest  calhug,  till  thou  com'st 

Enter  Petro  in  woman* t  clothei. 

Heyday,  what  more  transmigrations  of  fo 
I  think  Pythagoras  has  been  amongst  us. 
came  you  thus  accoutred,  sirrah  ? 

Pet.  Wtiy,  sir,  tlie  wenches  made  me  di 
and  dress'd  me,  as  you  see. 

'Ant.  A  merry  world  the  while  !  My  boi 
I  make  one  hermaphrodite,  and  now  next^^ 
summer-ale,  1  may  serve  for  a  iuol,  and  he 
maid-marrion. 

Enter  Duke  and  Leonardo. 

Duke.  Who  is  this  ?  Signior  Veterano  ? 

Ant.  The  same,  sir :  I  was  not  so  wbef 
left  me.  Do  you  know  who  has  thus  a 
mc? 

Duke.  Not  I,  sir. 

Ant.  You  promis'd  to  do  me  a  courtesy. 

Duke.  Any  thing,  lies  in  my  power. 

Ant.  Then,  pray,  will  you  briiig  me  ii 
diately  to  the  duke? 

Duke.  Not  as  you  are,  I  hope. 

Ant.  Yes,  as  I  am :  he  shuU  see  how 
wrong'd  amongst  them.  I  know  he  love 
and  will  rii;|jt  lue.  Pray,  sir,  forbear  perst 
to  the  contrary,  and  lead  on.  [Ilj 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 
£fi/frLoREKZo,  MociKTGO,  Emilia,  <rfi(/ 

LUCRETIA. 

Lor.  Now,  signior  Mocinigo,  what  haste  re- 
quires your  presence  ? 


Afoc.  Marry,  sir,  this.  Yon  brought  m< 
into  a  paradise  of  pleasure,  and  ezpectat 
much  comtort :  my  request  therefore  is,  tli 
would  no  longer  defer  what  then  you  so  lil 
promis'd. 

Lor.  How  do  you  mean  ? 


• 

♦*  Midsummer^le. — Rustick  meetings  of  festivity,  at  particular  seasons,  were  formerly  calle 
as  Church-ale,  Whitson-ale,  Bride-ale,  Midsummer-ale,  Ac.  Carew,  in  \ns  Survey  of  CortiwaU^  < 
1769,  p.  6n,  i^ves  the  following  account  of  the  Church-ale ;  with  which,  it  is  most  likely,  the 
agreed  : — "  For  the  church-ale,  two  youns  men  of  the  parish  are  yerely  chosen  by  their  la* 
goers,  to  be  wardens  ;  who,  dividing  the  task,  make  collection  among  the  parishioners,  of  wha 
provision  it  pleaseth  them  voluntarilv  to  bestow.  This  they  imploy  in  brewing,  baking,  anc 
acates,  against  Whitsontide ;  upon  which  holydayes  the  neighbours  meet  at  the  church-hous 
there  menly  feede  on  their  owne  victuals,  contributing  some  petty  portion  to  the  stock ;  whi 
many  fimalls,  groweth  to  a  meetly  greatnes:  for  there  is  entertayned  a  kmde  of  emulation  be 
these  wardens,  who  by  his  graciousnes  in  gathering,  and  good  husbandry  in  expending,  can  b 
Yance  the  chnrcbes  profit  Besides,  the  neighbour  parishes  at  those  times  lovingly  visit  one  m 
and  this  way  frankely  spend  their  money  together.    The  lUFtemoones  are  consumed  in  such  ex 

as  olde  and  yong  folke  (having  ley^ure)  doe  accustomably  weare  out  the  time  withall." 

subsequent  pages,  Carew  enters  into  a  defence  of  tliese  meetings,  which  in  bis  time  bad  becoi 
dactive  of  riot  and  disorder,  and  wer*'  among  the  subjects  of  complaint  bv  the  more  rigid  pi 
For  an  account  of  Mmd  Mariam,  see  Mr  Toilet's  Dissertation,  at  the  end  otfke  Firsi  Pari  qfUei 
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Moe,  Why,  »ir,  in  joining  that  beauteous  lady 
your  daughter,  itnd  royself,  in  the  firm  bonds  of 
matrimony ;  fot  I  am  somewhat  impatient  of 
delajp  in  this  kind^  and  indeed  the  height  of  my 
blood  requires  it. 


shall 


give  you  ♦'  u 


Luc,  Are  you  so  hot?  I 
ctfd  to  cool  you,  presently. 

Lor.  Tis  an  honest  and  a  virtuous  demand,  end 
OD  all  sides  an  action  of  great  consequence ; 
tnd,  for  my  part,  there's  not  a  thing  in  the  world 
1  could  wish  sooner  accomplished. 

Moc,  Thank  you,  sir. 

Lifr.  There's  another  branch  of  policy,  besides 
the  coupling  of  you  together,  which  springs  from 
the  fruitfulness  of  my  brtiin,  that  I  as  much 
'  Ubonr  to  bnns  to  perfection  as  the  other. 

Moc,  Whars  tliat,  sir  ? 

Lor.  A  devise  upon  the  same  occasion,  but 
with  a  different  respect ;  'tis  to  be  impos'd  upon 
Petrucio.  I  hate  to  differ  so  much  from  the 
niture  of  an  Italian,  as  not  to  be  revengeful ; 
and  the  occasion,  at  this  time,  was,  he  scorn'd 
the  love  of  her,  that  you  now  so  studiously  a^ 
hct ;  but  I'll  fit  him  in  his  kind. 

Aloe.  Did  he  so  ?  He  deserves  to  have  both 
hk  eyes  struck  as  blind  as  Cupid*s,  his  master, 
that  should  have  taught  him  better  manners. 
But  bow  will  vou  do  it  ? 

Lor.  There  s  one  Lionil,  an  ingenious  witty 
gendeinan. 

£miL  Ay,  that  he  is,  as  ever  breath'd,  hus- 
\»adf  upon  my  knowledge. 

Lor.  Well,  he  is  so,  and  we  two  have  cast  to 
vequite  it  upon  him.  The  plot,  as  he  informs 
Be,  is  already  io  agitation,  and  afterwards,  sans 
^Uy,  111  bestow  her  upon  you. 

Imc.  But  you  may  be  deceiv'd. 

Moe.  Siill  you  engage  me  more  and  more 
your  debtor. 

Lor.  If  I  can  bring  both  these  to  success,  as 
the?  are  happily  intended,  I  may  sit  dowli,  and, 
^ith  the  poet,  cry,  Jamque  opus  ciegL 

Moc.  Would  1  could  say  so  too ;  I  wish  as 
much,  but  'tis  you  must  con  arm  it,  fair  mistress : 
one  bare  word  of  your  consent,  and  'lis  done. 
The  sweetness  of  your  looks  encourage  me,  that 
you  will  join  pity  with  your  beauty  ;  there  shall 


be  nothing  wanting  in  roe  to  demerit  it ;  and 
then,  I  hope,  although  I  ain  base, 

Base  la  respect  of  you,  divine  and  pure ; 
Dutiful  service  may  your  love  procure. 

Lor.  How  now,  signior !  What,  love  and 
poetry,  have  they  two  found  you  out  ?  Nay,  then 
you  must  conquer.  Consider  this,  daughter; 
shew  thy  obedience  to  Phcshus  and  God  Cupid : 
make  an  humble  proffer  of  thyself;  'twill  be  the 
more  acceptable,  and  advance  thy  deserts. 

Mmil.  Do,  chicken,  speak  the  word,  and  make 
him  happy  in  a  minute. 

Lor.  Well  said,  wife,  solicit  in  his  behalf;  'tis 
well  done. — I  am  loth  to  importune  her  too 
much,  for  fear  of  a  repulse. 

jEmii.  Marry,  come  up,  sir;  you  are  still 
usurping  in  my  company.  Is  this  according  to 
the  articles  proposed  between  us,  that  I  should 
bear  rule,  and  you  obey  with  silence?  I  had 
thought  to  have  endeavour'd  for  persuasion,  but 
because  you  exhort  me  to  it,  I'll  desist  from  wliat 
I  intended ;  I'll  do  nothing  but  of  my  own  ac- 
cord, I, 

Lor.  Mum,  wife,  I  have  done.  Tliis  we,  that 
are  married,  must  be  subject  to. 

Moc.  You  give  an  ill  example,  mistress  Emi- 
lia ;  you  give  an  example 

^mil.  What  old  fellow  is  this  that  talks  so  ? 
Do  you  know  him,  daughter  ? 

Moc.  Have  you  so  soon  foi^ot  me,  lady  ? 

Mmil.  Where  hfts  he  had  his  breeding,  I  won- 
der ?  He  is  the  offspring  of  some  peasant,  sure ! 
Can  he  shew  any  pedigree  ? 

Lor.  Let  her  alone,  there's  no  dealing  with 
her.  Come,  daughter,  let  me  hear  your  answer 
to  this  gentleman. 

Luc.  Truly,  sir,  I  have  endeavour'd  all  means 
possible,  and  in  a  manner  euforc'd  myself  to 
love  him. 

Lor.  Well  said,  girl. 

Luc.  But  could  never  effect  it. 

Lor,  How ! 

Luc.  I  have  examined  whatever  might  com- 
mend a  {gentleman,  both  for  his  exterior  and  in- 
ward abilities ;  yet  amongst  all  that  may  speak 
him  wortliy,  I  could  never  discern  one  good  part 
or  quality,  to  invite  affection. 


^'  A  €mrd  i0  €06l  ifou. — A  cooling  card  is  frequently  mentioned  in  our  ancient  authors ;  but  the  pre- 
^  sense  in  which  it  is  used,  is  difficult  to  he  ascertained.  In  some  places  it  seems  to  signify  oomo- 
*>fiM  or  advice ;  in  others,  censure  or  reproof.  In  Lyly's  EuphueSf  p.  39,  '^  Euphues,  to  the  intent  he 
■B|ht  bridle  the  oferla»hing  affections  of  Philautus,  conveied  into  his  studie  a  certeine  pamphlet, 
which  he  tearmed  A  cooling  card  for  Philautus;  yet  generally  to  bee  applyed  to  all  lovers.** 

First  Pari  Henry  VL  A.  5.  S.  4 : 

**  Tliere  all  is  marr'd ;  there  lies  a  cooling  catH." 

Marine  and  Sylla,  1594  : 


it 


I'll  have  a  present  cooling  card  for  you." 
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Lor.  This  is  it  I  feaFd.  Now  should  I  break 
out  into  rage,  but  my  wife  and  a  foolish  nature 
withhold  my  passion. 

Moc:  I  am  undone,  unspirited,  my  hopes 
Tain,  aud  my  labours  nullities. 

Lor,  Where  be  your  lai^^e  vaunts  now,  sig* 
nior?  What  strange  tricks  and  devices  you  liad 
to  win  a  woman  ! 

Moc,  Such  assurance  I  conceiv*d  of  myself; 
but  when  they  affect  wilful  stubbornness,  lock 
up  their  ears,  and  will  hearken  to  no  manner  of 
persuasion,  what  shall  a  man  do  ? 

Lor,  Ygu  hear  what  taxes  are  laid  upon  you, 
daughter :  these  are  stains  to  your  other  virtues. 

Luc.  Pray,  sir,  hear  my  defence.  What 
sympathy  can  there  be  between  our  two  aj^,  or 
agreement  in  our  conditions  ?  But  youHl  object, 
he  has  means.  Tis  confess*d ;  but  what  assuf^ 
ance  has  lie  to  keep  it  ?  Will  it  continue  longer 
than  tl)e  law  pennits  him  possession  ?  which  will 
come  like  a  torrent,  and  sweep  away  all !  He 
lias  made  a  forfeiture  of  his  whole  estate. 

Lor,  What,  are  you  become  a  ^statist's 
daughter,  or  a  prophetess  ?  Wheuce  have  you 
this  intelligence  ? 

Moc»  I  nope,  she  will  not  betray  me. 

Luc.  If  murder  can  exact  it,  'tis  absolutely 
lost 

Lor.  How,  murder  I    • 

Lor.  Yes,  he  conspired  the  other  day  with  a 
bravo,  a  cut-throat,  to  take  away  the  life  of  a 
noble  innocent  gentleman,  which  is  since  dis* 
cover*d  by  miracle :  the  same  that  came  with 
musick  to  my  window. 

.  Moc.  All's  out :  I'm  ruin'd  in  her  confession ! 
That  man  that  trusts  woman  with  a  privacy,  and 
hopes  for  silence,  he  may  as  well  expect  it  ^'  at 
the  fall  of  a  bridge !  A  secret  with  them  is  like 
a  viper;  'twill  make  way,  though  it  eat  through 
the  bowels  of  them. 

Lor,  Take  heed  how  you  traduce  a  person  of 
his  rank  and  eminency :  a  scar  in  a  mean  roan 
becomes  a  wound  in  a  greater. 

Xrtic.  There  he  is,  quesdoa  him;  and  if  he 
deny  it,  get  him  examined. 

Lor,  Why,  signior,  is  this  true  ? 

JE.miL  His  silence  betrays  him  :  'tis  so. 

Moc.  Tis  so,  that  all  women  thirst  man's 
overthrow  :  that's  a  principle  as  demonstrajtive 
as  trutb:  'tis  the  only  end  they  were  made  for; 
and  when  they  have  once  insinuated  themselves 
into  our  counsels,  and  gain*d  the  power  of  our 
life,  the  fire  is  more  merciful ;  it  bums  within 
tbf%n  till  it  get  forth. 

Lor,  I  commend  her  for  the  discovery :  *t¥ras 
not  fit  her  weak  thoughts  should  be  dogg'd  with 
ISO  foul  a  matter :  it  had  been  to  her  like  forc'd 


meat  to  a  surfeited  stomach,  that  would  have 
bred  nothing  but  crudities  in  lier  conscience. 

JIfoc.  Oh  my  cursed  fate !  shame  and  panish- 
ment  attend  me  I  they  are  the  froits  of  lust  Sir, 
all  that  I  did  was  for  her  ease  and  libeity. 

Luc.  Nay,  sir,  he  was  so  impudent  to  be  an 
accessary :  who  knows  but  he  might  as  privately 
have  "plotted  to  have  sent  me  after  him :  ibr  liow 
should  I  have  been  secure  of  my  li0?,  when  be 
made  no  scruple  to  kill  another  upon  so  small 
an  inducement  ? 

M,ml.  Thou  sa^'st  right,  daughter ;  thoo  shalt 
utterly  disclaim  htm.  The  cast  of  his  eye  shews 
he  was  ever  a  knave. 

Moc.  How  the  scab*  descant  upon  me  ! 

Lor.  Wliat  was  the  motive  to  this  fool  at*  * 
tempt  ? 

Luc.  Why,  sir,  because  he  was  an  aflectionate 
lover  of  mine ;  and  for  no  other  reason  in  the 
earth. 

J£mU.  Oh  mandrake,  was  that  all }  He  thought, 
belike,  he  should  not  have  enough  Thoa*covef« 
ous  ingrosser  of  venery!  Why,  one  wife  is  able 
to  content  two  husbands. 

Moe.  Sir,  I  am  at  your  mercy:  bid  them  not 
insult  upon  me.    I  beseech  you  let  me  go  as  I . 
came. 

Lor,  Stay  there ;  I  know  not  how  I  shall  be 
censured  for  your  esiilpe.  I  may  be  thought  a 
party  in  the  business. 

Imc.  Besides,  I  hear  since,  that  the  mercenary 
varlet  that  did  it,  though  he  be  otherwise  most 
desperate,  and  hardened  in  such  exploits,  yet, 
out  of  the  apprehension  of  so  unjust  an  act,  and 
roov*d  in  conscience  for  so  fool «  guik,  is  grown 
distracted,  raves  out  of  measure,  confesses  the 
deed,  accuses  himself  and  the  procurer,  curses 
both,  and  will  by  no  means  be  quieted. 

Lor.  Where  is  that  fellow  ? 

Xtfc.  Sir,  if  you  please  to  adcmnpany  me,  I 
will  bifng  ;^ou  to  him,  where  your  own  eye  and 
ear  shall  witness  the  certaiuty ;  and  then,  I  hope, 
you  will  repent  that  ever  you  Soviet  to  tie  me 
to  such  a  monster  as  this,  who  prefer'd  the 
heat  of  his  desires  before  all  laws  of  nature  or 
humanity. 

Lor.  *  Yes,  that  I  will,  and  grai^ulate  the  snb^ 
tlety  of  thy  wit,  and  goodness  of  fate,  that  pro* 
tected  thee  from  him. 

Mmil'.  Away  with  him,  husband ;  and  be  sore 
to  beg  his  lands  betimes,  before  your  court-vnl* 
tures  scent  his  carcase. 

Lor,  Well  said,  wife;  I  should  nev^  hav^ 
thousht  on  this  now,  and  thou  had'^t  not  put  m^ 
in  mind  of  it :  women,  I  see^ave  the  only  roas^^ 
culine  policy,  and  are  the  best  solicitors  ancP 
politicians  of  a  state.    But  1*11  first  go  see  hin^> 


^  StuHatt  drnghier,--^^  Note  5,  p.  8. 

^' uttketKMifa  hiridgi—i,  e.  at  the/atf  of  water  through  a  bridge.    The  idea  seems  to  be 

from  the  noisy  situation  of  the  houses  formerly  standing  on  l^ndon  Bridge.      S. 
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«ij  danriiter  tells  me  of,  that  when  I  am  tnilj 
inform'd  of  all,  I  may  the  better  proceed  in  my 
accusation  aeaiost  them.    Come  along,  sir. 

Moe.  WeU,  if  you  are  so  violent,  I  am  as  re- 
solute :  'tis  bat  a  hanging  matter,  and  do  your 
worst.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Bravo  and  Boy, 

Bra,  What  news,  boy  ? 

,  Boy,  Sir,  mistress  Lucretia  commends  her  to 
you,  and  desires,  as  ever  her  persuasion  wrought 
upon  you,  or  as  you  affect  her  eood,  and  would 
add  credit  and  belief  to  what  she  has  reported, 
that  you  would  now  strain  your  utmost,  to  the 
exprenion  of  what  she  and  yon  consulted  of. 

Brti,  I  apprehend  her,  where  is  she  ? 

Boy,  Hard  by,  sir ;  her  father  and  the  old  for- 
nicator Mocinigo,  and  I  think  her  mother,  are 
ail  coming  to  be  spectators  of  your  strange  be- 
haviour. [Exit, 

Bra,  Go  wait  them  in,  let  me  alone  to  per- 
sonate an  ^extasy;  I  am  near  mad  already, 
and  I  do  not  fool  myself  quite  into^t,  I  care  not 
— ril  withdraw  till  they  come.  [Exit, 

Emter  Lorenzo,  Mocinigo,  Emilia,  Lucrk- 

TiA,  and  Bojf, 

Lor.  Is  this  the  place  ? 

Luc  Yes,  sir.  Where's  your  master,  boy? 
how  does  he  ? 

Boy,  Oh  sweet  mistress,  quite  distemper*d,  his 
bnuBs  tarn  round  like  the  needle  of  a  dial,  six 
iiien*s  strength  is  not  able  to  hold  him;  he  was 
bound  with  I  know  not  how  many  cords  this 
morning,  and  broke  them  all — ^--See  where  he 
enters  r 

Enter  Bravo, 

Brm,  Why,  if  I  kiU*d  him,  what  is  that  to 
thee? 
Was  I  not  hiFd  onto  it?  'twas  not  I, 
But  ^'  the  base  gold  that  slew  Sir  PoJydore  t 
Then  damn  the  money. 


Lor,  He  begins  to  preach. 

.^jnil.  Will  he  do  us  no  mischief,  think  you  ? 

Boy,  Oh  no,  he  is  the  best  for  that  in.  his  fits^ 
that  e*er  you  knew,  he  hurts  nobody. 

Moc.  But  I  am  vilelv  afraid  of  him. 

Boy,  If  you  are  a  vile  person,  or  have  done 
any  great  wickedness,  you  were  best  look  to  your- 
self; for  those  he  knows  by  instinct,  and  assaults 
tliem  with  as  much  violence  as  may  he. 

Moc,  Then  am  I  perished.  Good  sir,  I  had 
rather  answer  the  law  than  be  terrif/d  with  his 
looks. 

Lor,  Nay,  you  shall  tarry,  and  take  part  with 
us,  by  your  favour. 

Mmil,  How  his  eyes  sparkle ! 

Bra,   Look    where   the  ^host  appears,  hk 
wounds  fresh  bleeding ! 
He  frowns,  and  threatens  me ;  could  the  8u1>' 

stance 
Do  nothing,  and  will  shadows  revenge  ? 
.  Lor,  Tis  strange, 
This  was  a  fearful  murder* 

Bra,  Do  not  stare  so, 
I  can  look  big  too ;  all  I  did  unto  thee, 
Twas  by  another's  instigation : 
There  be  some  that  are  as  deep  in  as  myself. 
Go  and  fright  them  too. 

Moc,  Beshrew  him  for  his  coonsei ! 

Lor,  What  a  just  judgment's  here!    Tis  an 
old  sayttig. 
Murder  will  out;  and  Tore  it  shaU  lie  hid, 
The  authors  will  accuse  themselves. 

Bra,  Now  he  vanishes; 
Dost  thou  steal  from  me,  fearful  spirit?  See 
The  print  of  his  footsteps  I 

MoQ,  That  ever  my  lust  should  be  the  parent 
to  so  foul  a  sin  ! 

Bra,  He  told  me,  that  his  horrid  tragedy 
Was  acted  over  every  night  in  hell. 
Where  sad  Erinnys,  with  her  venom'd  face, 
^SiUaspectatress,  black  with  the  curls ofsnaket^ 
That   lift    their   speckled  beads   above  their 
shoulders, 


^  Earloiy.— So,  in  HamUt^  A.  3.  S.  4 : 

*^  This.is  the  very  coinage  of  yotur  brain ; 
This  bodiless  creation  eaSttiy 
Is  very  cnnning  in." 

Mr  Steevens  observes,  tbat  in  thb  place,  and  many  others,  exta$y  means  a  temporal^  alienation  of 
niDd,afit. 

^^ ike  haee  gold  thai  $tew  Sit  Polydore.— Alluding  to  the  fate  of  PoMorue,  a  son  of  King  Piiam. 

See  VirgU's  iEneid,  Ub.  iu.  1. 49  : 

**  Hunc  Po/ydsmsa  oiirt  quondam  com  pondere  magno 
Infelix  Priamus  furtim  mandarat  alendiun 
Threiclo  regi  — ^ 

PolifdoruM  obtruncat,  et  oars 

Vi  poUtur."      S. 

**  Sittf  See, — In  the  first  edition  this  line  is  thus : 

**  Black  with  the  curls  of  snakes,  siU  a  spectatrix.'' 

VOL.    III.  S 


1S8 


THE  ANTIQUARY. 


[Maemiok. 


And  thrusting  forth  Cheir  stings,  hiss  at  their  en- 
trance; 
And  that  serves  for  an  applause. 

Aloe,  How  can  you  have  the  heart  to  look 
upon  hiro  ?  pray  let  me  go, 
I  feel  a  looseness  in  my  belly. 

Lor.  Nay,  you  shall  hear  all  out  first. 

Moc,   I  confess  it, 
What  would  you  have  more  of  me  ? 

Bra.  Then  fierce  Enyo  holds  a  torch,  Megara 
Another ;  111  down  and  play  my  part  amongst 

them. 
For  I  can  do't  to  th'  life. 

Lor.  Rather  to  the  death. 

Bra.  I'll  trac^  th'  infernal  theatre,  and  view 
Those  squalid  actors,  and  the  tragic  pomp 
Of  hell  and  night.  . 

Moc,  How  ghastly  his  words  sound  I    pray 
keep  him  oflf  from  me. 

Lor.  The  guilt  of  conscience  makes  you  fear^ 
ful,  signior !  » 

Bra.  When  I  come  there,  1*11  chain  up  Cer- 
berus, 
Nay,  1*11  .muzzle  him ;  Fll  pull  down  JEacus 
And  Minos  by  the  beard ;  then  with  my  foot 
I'll  tumble  Rhadamaiithus  from  his  chair : 
And  for  the  Furies,  1*11  not  suffer  them, 
1*11  be  myself  a  Fury. 

Moc.  To  vex  me,  I  warrant  you. 

Bra.  Next,  will  I  post  unto  the  Destinies, 
Shiver  their  wheel  and  distaff  'gainst  the  wall, 
And  spoil   their  housewifery;    Fll  take  their 

spindle. 
Where  hang  the  threads  of  human  life,  like 

beams 
Drawn  from  the  sun,  and  mix  them  all  together, 
Kings  with  beggars. 

Moc.  Good  sir,  he  comes  towards  me  ! 

Bra.  That  I  could  see  that  old  fox  Mocinigo, 
The  villain  that  did  tempt  me  to  tlits  deed  ! 

Moc.  He  names  me  too ;  pray,  sir,  stand  be- 
tween us : 


Ladies,  do  you  speak  to  him,  I  hare  nut  the 
faith. 

Mmil.  Wliat  would  you  do  with  him,  if  you  - 
had  him? 

Bra.  ^  rd  serve  him  worse  than  Hercules 
did  Lychas, 
When  he  presented  him  the  poison*d  shirt ; 
Which  when  he  had  put  on,  and  felt  the  smart. 
He  snatcird  him  by  the  heels  into  the  air. 
Swung  him  some  once  or  twice  about  his  head. 
Then  shot  him  like  a  stone  out  of  an  engine. 
Three  furlongs  length  into  the  Euboick  sea. 

Lor,  What  a  hu{£e  progress  is  that,  for  an  old 
lover  to  be  carried! 

Bra.  What*s  he  that  seeks  to  hide  himself? 
Come  forth, 
Thou  mortal,  thou  art  a  traitor  or  a  murderer : 
Oil,  is  it  you  ? 

Moc.  What  will  become  of  me  ?  pray  help 
me ;  I  shall  be  torn  in  pieces  else. 

Bra.  You  and  I  must  walk  together :  come 
into  the  middle ;  yet  further. 

Enter  Aukblio  om  an  Officer ^  and  two 

Servants. 

Aur.  Where  be  these  fellows  here  that  mur- 
der men  ?  Serjeants,  apprehend  them,  and  con- 
vey them  straight  before  the  duke. 

Bra.  Who  are  you  ? 

Aur.  We  are  the  duke's  officers. 

Bra.  The  duke's  officers  must  be  obey'd, 
take  heed  of  displeasing  them ;  how  majestically 
they  look  ! 

Lor.  You  see,  wife,  the  charm  of  authority ;  • 
and  a  man  be  ne'er  so  wild,  it  tames  hira  pre* 
sently. 

^mil.  Ay,  husband,  I  know  what  will  tame  a 
man  besides  authority. 

Aur.  Come,  geuUes,  since  you  are  all  together, 
I  must  intreat  your  coUipan^  along  with  us^  to 
witness  what  you  know  in  this  beb^f. 


^  Vd  aerve  him,  &c. — So,  in  Shakspeare's  Anttmii  mid  Cleopatra : 

''  Let  me  lodge  Uduu  on  the  horn  o'  th'  moon."     S. 
Again,  Ovid*8  Metam.  lib.  ix.  1.  315 :    . 


Gay's  TrtauiUdum : 


ii^ 


tremit  ille  pavetqne 


Pallidus ;  et  timide  verba  excusantia  dicit 
Dicentem,  genibusque  manus  adhibere  parantem 
Corripit  Alcides  ;  et  terqne.quaterqne  rotatum 
Mittit  in  Enboicas,  tormento  fortius  nndas, 
Ule  per  aerias  pendens  indumit  auras." 

**  The  youth  all  pale  with  8hiv*ring  fear  was  stung. 
And  vain  excuses  falter'd  on  his  tongue  : 
Alcides  snatch*d  him,  as  with  suppliant  face 
He  strove  to  clasp  his  knees,  anu  beg  for  grace : 
He  toss'd  him  o'er  his  head  with  airy  course. 
And  hurl'd  with  more  than  with  an  engine's  force: 
Far  o'er  th'  Enbcean  main  aloof  he  flies. 
And  hardens  by  degrees  amid  the  skies." 


'0 


THE  ANTIQUARY. 


139 


you  have  prevented  as,  for  we  in- 
ive  brought  him  ourselves  before  bis 

!n  I  hope  your  resolution  will  make 
to  you.  What,  sir^  will  you  go  will- 
bout  all  contradiction ;  lead  on. 

[Exeunt,    FiourUh, 

EL  a$  the  Duke ;  Duke,  PetRtUCio, 
*ARo,  Angelia  as  a  Woman. 

>me,  siguior, 

nonuDg  must  shine  bright  upon  you, 
eferroent  that  hab  slept  obscure, 
while  linger  d  behind  your  wbhes, 
ke  you  in  her  greatest  glories : 
lali  be  weak,  to» think  the  honours 
your  worth, 
ler,  you  hear  all  this  ? 
» wiihjoy,  son,  and  am  ravish*d  at  it ; 
have  resign'd  m'estate  unto  thee, 
ing  some  tew  crowns  to  live  on,) 
have  thee  to  maintain  thy  port, 
did  as  you  ought, 
enoui^h  for  roe, 
larent  of  so  blest  an  issue. 
,  if  you  are  so  apprehensive,  I  am 
isHed. 

this  the  gentleman  you  so  com- 
jnded  ? 

;  is  the  same,  my  liege,  whose  royal 
lues 

nce's  court,  are  the  large  field 
triumph  in. 

you  infonn*d  me :  his  face  and  car- 
port no  less. 

«port  abroad  speaks  him  as  libe- 
lly ; 

thoughts,  Fortune  deserves  but  ill, 
etain*d  thus  long  her  favours  from 
in. 

at  will  I  make  amends  for. 
)py  hour, 

me  to  see  it !  Now  I  perceive 
e  wit  than  myself, 
lit  most  I  do  ? 

/hat  must  you  do?   go  strait  and 
eel  before  him, 
his  highness  for  his  love, 
n*t  speak, 

rcome  with  sudden  gladness, 
ravour  it :  Most  mighty  sovereign, 
bow^  in  humble  reverence, 
basis  of  your  regal  throne. 
ie  up. 

ir  grace's  servant, 
e  admit  you, 

favourite  in  place  nud  council, 
o  to,  you  are  made  for  ever, 
find  some  office 
2  thy  pains, 
hat  was  the  cause 


That  you  presented  him  no  sooner  to  us  ? 
We  might  have  bred  him  up  in  our  aflfairs, 
And  he  have  learnt  the  fashions  of  our  court. 
Which  might  have  rendered  him  more  active. 

Duke.  Doubt  not. 
His  ingenuity  will  soon  instruct  him. 

Lion.   Then,  to  confirm  him  deeper  in  our 
friendship. 
We  here  assign  our  sister  for  bJM  wife. 
What !  is  he  bashful  ? 

Pet.  Speaks  your  grace  in  earnest? 

Lion.  What  else?  V\\  have  it  so. 

Duke.  Why  do  you  not  step  and  take  her  ? 

Pet.  Is*t  not  a  kind  of  treason  ? 

Duke.  Not  if  he  bid  you. 

Pet.  Divinest  lady,  are  you* so  content? 

Ang.   What  my  brother  commands,  I  must 
obey. 

Lion.  Join  hands  together,  be  wise,  and  use 
Your  dignities  with  a  due  reverence. 
Tiberius  Cssar  joy'd  not  in  the  birth 
Of  great  Sejanus'  fortunes  with  that  zeal 
As  I  «hall  to  have  raisM  you,  though  I  hope 
A  different  fate  attends  you. 

Duke.  C'O  to  the  church, 
Perform  your  rites  there,  and  return  again 
As  fast  as  you  can. 

Gas.  I  could  e*en  expire  with  contemplation 
of  his  happiness. 

Lion.  What  old  man's  that? 

Pet.  This  is  my  father,  sir. 

Lion.  Your  own  father  ? 

Gfis.  So  please  your  grace. 

Lion.  Give  him  a  pajr 
0(  velvet  breeches,  from  oor  grandsire*s  ward- 
robe. 

Gas.    Thrice  noble  duke*     Come,  son,  let's 
to  the  church. 

[Exeunt  p£TRUCio,  Gasparo,  and  Angelia. 

Enter  Antiquary  and  Petro. 

Lion.  IIow  now!  what  new-come  pageant 
have  we  here  ? 

Duke.  This  is  the  famous  antiquary  I  told 
your  grace  of,  a  man  worthy  your  grace ;  the 
Janus  of  our  age,  and  treasurer  of  times  past : 
a  man  worthy  your  bounteous  favour  and  kind 
notice ;  that  will  as  soon  forget  himself  in  the 
remembrance  of  your  highness,  as  any  subject 
you  have. 

Lion.  How  comes  he  so  accoutred  ? 

Duke.  No  miracle  at  all,  sir;  for,  as  you  have 
many  fools  in  the  habit  of  a  wise  man,  so  Itave 
you  sometimes  a  wise  man  in  the  habit  of  a 
fool. 

Ant,  Sir,  I  have  been  so  grossly  abus'd,  as  no 
story,  record,  or  chronicle  can  parallel  the  like, 
and!  come  here  for  redress;  I  hear  your  high- 
ness loves  me,  and  indeed  you  are  partly  inte- 
rested ill  the  cause,  for  I  having  took  somewhat  a 
large  potion  for  your  grace's  health,  fell  asle€>p, 
when  in  the  interim  they  apparell'd  me  as  you 
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tee,  made  a  fool,  or  an  '^  asinigo  of  roe ;  and  for 
my  boy  here,  they  cogg*d  him  out  of  his  proper 
»lmpe,  into  the  habit  of  an  Amazon,  to  wait 
upon  roe. 

Lion,  But  who  did  this  ? 

Ant,  Nay,  sir,  that  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  desire 
it  may  be  found  out. 

Duke,  Well,  signior,  if  you  knew  all,  you 
have  no  cause  to  be  angry. 

Ant,  How  so  r 

Duke,  Why,  that  same  coat  you  wear,  did 
formerly  belong  unto  Pantolabus  the  Roman 
jester,  and  buffoon  to  Augustus  Cssar. 

Ant,  And  I  thought  so,  Td  ne'er  put  it  off" 
while  I  breatb*d. 

Lion.  Stand  by,  we*U  inquire  further  anon. 

£/i/«r  AuRELio,  Lorenzo,  Mocinigo,  Bravo, 
JEif  ILIA,  LucRRTiA,  Officers, 

Now,  who  are  you  ? 

Aur,  Your  highness's  officers. 
We  have  broneht  two  murderers  here  to  be  cen^ 

sured. 
Who  by  their  own  confession  are  found  guilty, 
And  need  no  further  trial. 

iMn,  Which  be  the  parties  ? 

Aur,.  These,  and  please  you. 

Lion.  Well,  what  do  you  answer? 
What  can  you  plead  to  stop  the  course  of  justice? 

Moc,  For  my  part,  tho   I  had  no  conscience 
to  act  it, 
I  have  not  the  heart  to  deny  it ;  and  therefore 

expect 
Your  sentence:   for  mercy,  I  hope  none,  nor 
favour. 

Lion,  What  says  th'  accuser  ? 

Luc,  Please  your  princely  wisdom. 
He  slew  a  man  was  destined  for  roy  husband ;. 
Yet,  since  another's  death  cannot  recall  him, 
Were  the  law  satisfied,  and  he  adjudg'd 
To  have  his  goods  confiscate,  for  my  own  part, 
I  could  rest  well  content. 

Mac,  With  all  my  heart : 
I  yield  possession  to  whomsoe*er 
She  shall  choose  for  a  husband ;  reach  a  paper 

0  rblank,  I'll  seal  to  it. 
Luc.  See  there's  a  writing ! 
Moc,  And  there's  my  hand  to  it ; 

1  care  not  what  the  conditions  be. 

Lion,  Tis  well;  Whom  will  yau  choose  in 

place  of  the  other  ? 
Luc,  Then,  sir,  to  keep  his  memory  alive; 
I'll  seek  no  further  than  this  officer. 

Lor,  How,  choose  aconunon  Serjeant  for  her 

husband ! 
JEanil.  A  base  commendadore !  Fll  ne'er  en* 

dnre  it, 


Aur,  No,  lady,  a  gentleman  I  as» 

Suppos'd  the  slain  Aurelio.     \Ditco 

Moc.  A  ploty  a  plot  upon  me !  ] 

all. 
XtoM.  Nay,  that  you  cannot,  nc 

confirm'd  it. 

f Moc.  Am  I  then  cheated  ?  I'll  go  1: 

Tjb  avoid  shame,  not  live  in  infamy. 

Lion.  What  says  the  villain  bravo 

Bravo,  The  bravo,  sir^.  is  honest 

ther. 
Aur.  My  father !  bless  me,  hoi 

about? 
Bravo,  That  virtuous  maid,  w 
always  honour. 
Acquainted  me  with  that  old  leacbc 
I,  to  prevent  the  ruin  of  my  son, 
Cooceal'd  from  all,  profier'd  my  set 
In  ^liis  disguise. 
Lion.  Twas  a  wise  and  pions  de 

Enter  Petrucio,  Angelia,  and 

Pet,  Room  for  the  duke's*  kindrc 

Lion,  What,  you  are  married,  I 

Pet.  I  am,  royal  brother. 

Lion.  Then,  for  your  better  lea 
service. 
Take  these  instructions :  Never  liei 
Conteron  a  man  that  has  more  wit  t 
Or  foolishly  conceive  no  lady's  mer 
Or  beauty  worthy  your  affection. 

Pet,  How's  this? 

Lion,  Truth,  my  most  honour'd 
are  gull'ciy 
So  is  my  reverend  uncle  the  antiqu: 
So  are  you  all;  for  he  that  you  con 
The  duke,  is  your  friend  ana  lione 
Look  you  else. 

Pet,  Tis  so. 

Gas,  Tis  too  apparent  tme. 

Uon,  What,  all  drunk !    Speak^ 

Ant,  Thou  art  my  nephew, 
And  thou  hast  wit ;  'tis  fit  thou  sli 

land  too. 
Tell  me  no  more  how  thou  hast  clx 
I  dp  perceive  it,  and  forgive  thee  fi 
Thou  shalt  have  all  I  have,  and  I'll 

Lion,  t  thank  you,  sir.  Bcothei 
This  to  your  comfort ;  that  is  my  si 
Whom  formerly  you  did  abuse  in  1< 
And  you  may  be  glad  your  lot  is  nc 

Pet,  I  am  contented :  I'll  give  a 
Leave  to  abuse  me  at  any  time. 

Lor,  When  he  cannot  help  it. 

Gas,  This  'tis 
To  be  so  politick  and  ambitious,  s< 

Pet.    Nay,    father,    do  not  yoi 
i(  too. 


»®  Atinigo,^A  cant  term  for  a  foolish  fellow  or  ideot    See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  oi 
Cft$st4a,  A.  t.  S.  X. 
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Lor,  Welly  ugniory 
You  mmt  pmrdon  mey  if  I  bid  joy  to  yoa ; 
My  dauchter  was  not  good  enough  for  you, 

Fet.  You  are  tyrannous. 

Enter  Lbonardo. 

Xeoii.  Save  you,  gallants. 

lion.  You  are  very  welcome. 

Lton.  I  come  in  auest  of  our  noble  duke, 
Wlio  from  bis  court  has  stoFn  out  privately, 
And  'tis  reported  be  is  here. 

Ijon,  No  indeed,  sir, 
He  is  not  here ;  'slight,  we  shall  be  question'd 


For  counterfeiting  bis  person. 

Duke,  Be  not  dbma/d, 
I  am  the  duke. 

Leon,  My  lord ! 

Duke,  The  very  same,  sir. 
That  for  my  recreation,  have  descended 
(And  no  impeach,  I  hope,  to  royalty) 
To  sit  spectator  of  your  mirth.    And  thus  much 
You  shall  gain  by  my  presence ;  what  is  past, 
I'll  see  it  ratified  as  firm,  as  if 
Myself  and  senate  had  concluded  it. 
And  when  a  prince  allows  his  subjects  sport. 
He  that  pines  at  it,  let  him  perish  for't. 
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WILUAM  CARTWRIGHT. 


William  Cartwright  waSf  according  to  Lloyd,*  born  16  Auguit^  1615,  though  Wood\tayt 
hf  was  born  at  Northtcay,  near  Tewksbury,  Gloucestershire,  in  September,  1611,  and  christened 
on  the  26th  of  the  same  month.  There  is  as  much  difference  between  these  two  writers,  with  respect 
to  his  father,  as  there  is  concerning  the  time  ofhisoirth,  LLtyd  says,  he  was  the  son  of  Thomas 
Cartwright,  of  Burford  in  Oxfordshire ;  Wood  asserti,  that  his  father's  name  -was  William  Cart- 
wright,  one  who  had  dissipated  a  fair  inheritance,  and  was  at  last  rednced  to  keep  an  inn  at 
Cirencester,  These  contradictory  accounts  are  totally  irreconcilcable.  Wood*t,  hnrevtr,  is  pro- 
bably  the  true  one.  X  That  author  says,  that  Cartwright  received  part  of  his  education  under 
Mr  William  Top,  master  of  the  Free  School  at  Cirencester,  was  from  thence  sent  to  Westminster, 
where  he  compleated  his  education  under  Mr  Lambert  Osbaldiston  ;  and,  in  the  year  1628  ||  was 
chosen  a  student  of  Christ  Church  in  Oxford,  and  placed  under  the  care  of  Mr  Terrent,  He 
took  his  several  degrees  of  Batchehr  and  Master  of  Arts;  the  latter  in  1635;  and  afterwards 
entering  into  holy  orders,  became,  as  Wood^  expresses  it,  "  the  most  florid  and  seraphical  preac/ter 
in  the  University,**  In  October,  1642,  Bishop  Duppa  conferred  on  him  the  place  of  Succentor  in 
the  church  of  Salisbury ;  and  on  12  April,  1643,  he  was  admitted  junior  Proctor  of  the  University, 
He  died  29  November  following,  of  a  malignant  fever,  universally  lamented  by  every  person  who 
knew  him,  even  by  his  sovereign,  who  shewed  him  particular  marks  of  his  respect,  51  tie  was  buried 
at  the  upper  end  of  the  south  isle,  adjoining  to  the  choir  of  the  cathedral  of  Christ  Church.  '*  He 
was,**  says  Langbaine,  **  extremely  remarkable  both  for  his  outward  and  inward  endowments,  his 
body  being  as  handsome  as  his  souL  He  was  an  expert  linguist,  understanding  not  only  Greek  and 
Latin,  but  French  and  Italian  as  perfectly  as  his  mother  tongue.  He  was  an  excellent  orator,  and 
yet  an  admirable  poet ;  a  quality  which  Cicero  with  all  his  pains  could  not  attain  to.  Nor  was 
Aristotle  less  known  to  him  than  Cicero  and  Virgil ;  and  those  wfio  heard  his  metaphysical  lectures, 
gave  him  the  preference  to  all  his  predecessors,  the  present  Bishop  of  Lincoln  (  Vr  Barlow)  excepted. 
His  sermons  were  as  much  admired  as  his  other  composures ;  and  one  fitly  applied  to  our  author  that 
saying  of  Aristotle,  concerning  JEAchron  the  poet,  that  he  couid  not  tell  what  .^scbroo  coold 
not  do/^ 

Ben  Jonson  said  of  him,  with  some  passion.  My  son  Cartwright  writes  all  Hl^e  a  man;  and 
Dr  Fell,  Bishop  of  Oxford,  gave  him  this  character^  Cartwright  was  the  utmost  man  could 
come  to. 

Besides  a  sermon,  and  some  Greek  and  Latin  poems,  he  was  the  author  of  four  plays,  one  only 
of  which,  I  believe,  was  published  in  his  life-time;  vUi, 

(1.)  **  The  Royal  Slave,  a  tragi-comedy,  presented  to  the  king  and  queen  by  the  students  cf 
Christ  Church  in  Oxford,  August  30,  1636 ;  presented  since  to  both  their  majesties  at  Hampton 
Court,  by  the  king's  servants,    4to,  1639,  1640;    Qvo.  1661." 


*  Memmrs,  p.  42?.  t  Athen.  Oxon,  p.  34.  ^  Ibid. 

|]  Langbaine,  p.  51,  says,  16S1.  $  Athen.  Oxon.  2.  p.  55. 

%  Oldys,  in  his  MS.  Notes  on  Langbaine,  ;>ays,  that  the  king  being  asked,  why  he  appeared  in  black 
tlie  day  Cartwright  was  buried  ?  answered,  that  since  tlie  Muses  had  so  much  mourned,  for  the  loss  of 
inch  a  son,  it  would  be  a  shame  for  him  not  to  appear  in  mourning,  for  the  loss  of  such  a  subject. 
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'<iy,  in  which  the  celebrated  Dr  Bushf  performed  a  part,  gave  so  much  satisfaction  to  their 
,  that  it  was  hy  their  orders  performed  at  Hampton  Court  by  their  own  servants.  Lang" 
r,  the  preference  was  given  to  the  representation  by  the  collegians,  as  much  superior  to 
leplatfers. 

The  Lady  Errant,  a  tragicomedy^  8w.  1651.*' 
The  Ordinary t  a  comedy,  8vo.  1651/* 

The  Siedge  ;  or.  Lovers  Convert,  a  tragi^comedy,  Q50. 1651/' 

se  plays  were  printed  with  his  other  poems  in  Bvo.  1651.  Frefixed  to  this  edition  of  his 
re  54  copies  of  verses  in  praise  of  the  author. 


PROLOGUE, 


irrong  our  author  to  bespeak  your  ears; 
K>n5  he  adores,  but  judgment  fears  : 
e  you  please  but  to  dislike,  he  shall 
t  thought,  that  worships  not  his  falL 
0  not  marking,  'tis  his  hope  that  you, 
so  ably  judge,  can  pardon  too. 
»rsation  will  not  yet  supply 
lOugh  to  make  a  comedy ; 
»t  write  by  th'  poll ;  nor  act  we  here 
rhich  perhaps  you  should  see  liv'd  else- 
where; 

'  line  traduceth  any ;  all 
present  is  but  conjectural; 


Tis  a  mere  guess :  Those  then  will  be  to  blame, 
Who  make  that  person,  which  he  meant  but 
name. 

That  web  of  manners  which  the  stage  requires. 
That  mass  of  humours  which  poetick  fires 
Take  in,  and  boil,  and  purge,  and  try,  and  then 
With  sublimated  follies  cheat  those  men 
That  first  did  vent  them,  are  not  yet  his  art; 
But,  as  drown'd  islands,  or  the  world's  fiflh  part. 
Lie  undiscover'd ;  and  he  only  knows 
Enough  to  make  himself  ridiculous. 
Thnik  then,  if  here  you  find  nought  can  delight. 
He  hath  not  yet  seen  vice  enough  to  write. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONA. 


XL,      LlTTLEWORTH     dis- i  nJj. 

a  decay'd  KnighVs  Son,  3  ^^*««ry. 
I  Cheater, 

IAS  BiTBFiG,  a  covetous  Knight, 
BEDULOUS,  a  Citizen, 
;  his  Son,  Suitor  to  Mrs  Jane. 
Moth,  an  Antiquary, 

^  _  -   }  Gamesters. 
•Ai<i.,  y 


Riif  EWELL,  a  Poet,  ^ 

Bagshot,  a  decayed  Clerk,     /  r>.,M^ -  .. 

Sir  Christopher,  a  Curate,  V^'??*^       *** 
Vicar C ATCHMEY,  a  Cathedrali      ^^^'"^ry- 

Singitig-^an,  J 

Mrs  Jane,  Daughter  to  Sir  Thomas. 
pRisciLLA,  her  Maid, 
Joan  Potluck,  a  Vintsier*t  Widow, 
Shopkeeper, 
Chirurgeon, 
Officers, 
Servants. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 


HsARSATy  Slicer>  Shape,  Meanwell. 

Hear,  We're  made,  my  boys,  we're  made! 
metiunks  I  am 
Crowii^  into  a  thing  that  will  be  worship'd. 

Sli,  I  shall  sleep  one  day  in  my  chain  and 
scarlet. 
At  Spital-sermon. 

Shape,  Were  not  my  wit  such, 
I'd  put  out  moneys  on  being  Mavor. 
But  O  this  brain  of  mine  \  That  9  it.  that  will 
Bar  me  the  city  honour. 

Hear.  We're  crVd  up 
O'  th'  sudden  for  the  sole  tutors  of  the  age. 

Shape.  Esteem'd  discreet,  sage,  trainers  up 
of  youth. 

Hear.  Our  house^  becomes  a  place  of  visit  now. 

Sli.  In  my  poor  j lodgment,  'tis  as  good  my  lady 
Should  venture  to  commit  her  eldest  son 
To  us,  as  to  the  inns  of  court :   HeUi  be 
Undone  here  only  with  less  ceremony. 

Hear.  Speak  for  our  credit,  my  brave  man  of 
war. 
What,  Meanwell,  why  so  lumpish  ? 


Mean.  Pray  you  be  quiet. 
Hear.  Thou  look'st  as  if  thou  plptt'st  the  Cil^ 
ins  in 
'  0'  th'  Declaration,  or  th'  abolishing 
O'  th'  Common-prayers.    Chear  up ;  say  90^l^ 
thing  for  us. 
Mean.  Pray  vex  me  not. 
Sli.  These  foolish  puling  sighs 
Are  good  for  nothing  but  to  endanger  buttom* 
^  Take  heart  of  grace,  man. 
Mean.  Fie,  }rare  troublesome. 
Hear,  Nay,  fore  you  well  then,  sir. 

IjExeunt  Hearsay,  Slices,  Sbapb. 
Mean.  My  fother  still 
Runs  in  my  mind,  meets  all  my  thoughts,  sod 

doth 
Mingle  himself  in  all  my  cogitations. 
Thus  to  see  eager  villains  drag  along 
Him,  unto  wlwm  they  crouchM !   to  see  him 

hal'd, 
That  ne'er  knew  what  compulsion  was,  batwbco 
His  virtues  did  incite  him  to  good  deeds, 
And  keen  my  sword  dry !  —  O  uncqw' 

r^ature ! 
Why  was  I  made  so  patient  as  to  view. 


-i 

'■a 


U' 


>  O*  th'  Declaration^  or  th*  aboUsking 
O*  tK  Commen-prayer$. — ^The  Declaration  concerning  the  book  of  sports,  set  forth  some  time  b^ 
fore.     This  was  a  matter  very  disgustiog  to  the  Puritans,  who  had  an  equal  dislike  to  the  Book  of 
Common  Prayer. 

^  Take  heart  qf  grace, — ^This  phrase  signifies,  take  courage,  or  swiiiiioii  up  reteibdunu  It  is  at  preseit 
always  written  in  this  manner ;  formerly  it  used  to  be,  take  heart  at  gran ;  as  in  Eophues,  p.  18 : 
"  Rise  therefore,  Enphuesy  and  take  heart  at  graise^  vounger  thou  sfaalt  never  bee :  plucke  up  tby 
stomacke,  if  love  have  stong  thee,  it  shall  not  stifle  thee." 

Tariton's  Newee  out  nf  Purgatory^  p.  4: 
** therefore  takuig  heart  ai  graeee,  drawing  more  neere  him,  Sec.** 

iMd.  p.24: 


it 


wit^  a  cudgel." 


seeing  she  would  take  no  warning :  on  a  day  tooke  heart  at  graaee^  and  belaboor'd  her  weft 
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>t  80  Strong  as  to  redeem  ?  Why  should  I 
0  behold,  and  yet  not  dare  to  rescue  ? 
been  destitute  of  weapons,  jet 
with  the  only  name  of  son,  I  might 
»ut-done  wonder.     '  Naked  piety 
more  than  fury  well-appointed  :  blood 
never  better  sacrificed,  than  when 
i  to  him  that  gave  it.    But,  alas ! 
vy  of  m^  fortune  did  allow 
Diy,  which  she  could  not  take  away, 
ssion :  that  which  was  not  in  those  savage 
)owins  beasts,  those  engines  of  the  law, 
ren  km  as  uncontroulM  as  that. 
[)  I  grieve,  when  I  consider  from 
lands  he  suffered  !  Hands  that  do  excuse 
lulf^ent  prison  :  shackles  being  here 
of  rescue.    Young  man,  'tis  not  well 
thy  aged  father  thus  confined, 
good  old  man.  Alas !  thouVt  dead  to  me, 

0  the  world,  and  only  living  to 

hich  is  more  than  death,  thy  misery ! 
sve  could  be  a  comfort :  And  shall  I— 
Id  this  soul  of  mine But  death's  the 

wish 
that  fears ;  he's  lazy  that  would  die. 
,  and  see  that  thing  of  wealth,  that  worm 
at  of  splendid  muck,  that  citizen, 
s  own  sullied  wares  thrown  by  into 
inregarded  comer,  and  my  piety 
e  as  famous  as  his  avarice. 
I,  whom  we  have  in  our  tuition, 
s  the  subject  of  my  good  revenge : 
nt  myself  no  child,  till  I  have  done 
ing  that's  worth  that  name.    My  brain 

shall  be 

1  his  undoing ;  and  I  will 

in  with  religion :  his  disgmce 

s  my  zeal's  contrivement ;  and  when  this 

lie  me  son  again,  I  hope  'twill  be 

d  not  wrong,  but  duty.    When  that  time 

ve  my  actions  growth,  I  will  cast  oflf 

ood  of  vipers,  and  will  shew  that  I 

e  the  poison  which  I  mean  t'apply. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Mrs,  POTLUCK. 

Now  help,  good  Heaven  !    Tis  such  an 

uncouth  thing 
I  widow  out  of  term-thne 1 


Do  feel  such  aguish  qualms,  and  dumps,  and  fits, 

And  shakings  still  an  end 1  lately  was 

A  wife,  I  do  confess;  but  yet  I  had 
No  husband :  he,  alas !  was  dead  to  me 
Even  when  he  liv*d  unto  the  world  ;  I  was 
A  widow  whilst  he  breath'd.    His  death  did  only 
Make  others  know  so  much.    But  yet— — 

Enter  Hearsay. 

Hear.  How  now  ?   So  melancholy,  sweet ! 

Pot.  How  could  I  choose. 
Being  thou  wert  not  here  ?  The  time  is  come, 
Thou'lt  be  as  good  unto  me  as  thy  word  ? 

Hear,  Nay,  hang  me  if  I  e'er  recant.    Youll 
take  me 
Both  wind  and  limb  at  th'  venture,  will  you  not  ? 

Pot,  Ay,  good  .chuck,  every  inch  of  thee;  she 
were 
No  true  woman  that  would  not. 

Hear,  I  must  tell  you  one  thing,  and  yet  I'm 
loth. 

Pot.  I  am  thy  rib, 
Thou  must  keep  nothing  from  thy  rib,  good  chuck : 
Thy  yoke-fellow  must  Know  all  thy  secrets. 

Hear.  Why  then  I'll  tell  you,  sweet. 

[He  rohispers  her. 

Pot.  Heaven  defend ! 

Hear.  Tis  true. 

Pot,  Now,  God  forbid ;  and  would  you  offer 
T*  undo  a  widow-woman  so  ?     I  had 
As  lief  the  old  vintner  were  alive  again. 

Hear.  I  was  not  born  with  it^  I  confess ;  but 
lying 
In  Turkey  for  intelligence,  the  Great  Turk, 
Somewhat  suspicious  of  me,  lest  I  might 
Entice  some  o'  th'  seraglio,  did  command 
I  should  be  forthwith  cut. 

Pot.  A  heathen  deed 
It  was :  none  but  an  infidel  could  have 
The  heart  to  do  it ! 

Hear.  Now  you  know  the  worst 
That  you  must  trust  to.     Come,  let's  to  the 
church. 

Pot,   Good  Mr  Hearsay,  nature  ne'er  in- 
tended 
One  woman  should  be  ioined  to  another. 
The  holy  blessing  of  all  wedlock  was, 
T  increase  and  multiply ;  as  Mr  Christooher 
Did  well  observe  last  Sabbath.    I'll  not  do 
Any  thing  'gainst  God's  word.    I  do  release  you 
Of  all  your  promises;  and  that  it  may  not 


Naked  piety 


et  mare  than  fury  well-appointed.— WellHtppomted,  is  completely  accoutred.    So,  in  77m?  Miseries  of 
iargarety  by  Drayton : 

'^  Ten  thousand  valiant  vpell-appwded  men." 
i  Part  Henry  IV.  A.  4.  S.  1  : 

"  What  well-appointed  leader  fronts  us  here  ?". 
teevens's  Note  on  the  last  passage. 
3L.    III.  T 
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Be  said  you  lost  by  loving  me,  take  this. 
Perhaps  I  may  eet  you  a  contribution 
O*  th'  women  ot  the  parish,  as  I  did 
The  broken-bellied  man,  the  other  day. 

Hear,  Seeing  you  needs  will  cast  me  off,  let  me 
Intreut  this  one  thing  of  you,  that  you  would  not 
Make  me  your  table-talk  at  the  next  eossipinz. 

{Exit, 

Pot,  Indeed,  I  pity  thee,  poor  thing;  or  rather, 
I  pity  thee,  poor  nothing ! 

Enter  Slicer. 

• 

Good  lieutenant,  how  dost  thou  ? 
Thou  art  mindful  of  thy  promise  ? 

Sli,  What  else,  my  jolly  weuch  ? 

Fot,  Good  sweet  lieutenant. 
Give  me  but  leave  to  ask  one  question  of  you ; 
Art  thou  entire  and  sound  in  all  thy  limbs? 

Sli,  To  tell  the  ver/ truth,  ere  now  I've  had 
A  spice  o'  th*  pox,  or  so ;  but  now  I  am  sound 
As  any  bell  (hem !)  was't  not  shrill,  my  girl  ?  ha  1 

Fot,  I  do  not  ask  thee  about  these  diseases : 
My  question  is,  Whether  tliou*st  all  thy  parts? 

Sh,  Faith,  I  have  lost  ajoint  or  two ;  as  none 
Of  our  profession  come  off  whole,  unless 
The  general,  and  some  sneaks. 

Fot,  My  meaning  is, 
Whether  that  something  is  not  wanting,  that 
Should  write  thee  husband  ? 

Sli,  Ne*er  fear  that,  my  wench : 
Do*st  think  the  king  would  send  me  to  the  wars 
Without  I  had  my  weapons  ?^  Eunuchs  are  not 
Men  of  employment  in  these  days.    His  majesty 
Hath  newly  put  me  on  a  piece  of  service; 
And  if  I  e*er  come  off  (which  I  do  fear 
I  shan't,  the  danger  is  so  great),  brave  widow, 
We'll  to't,  and  get  commanders. 

Fot,  If  you  can 
Leave  me,  I  can  leave  you :  there  are  other  men 
That  won't  refuse  a  fortune  when  'tis  proffer'd. 

Sli,  Well,  I  must  to  his  majesty ;  tnink  on't ; 
So  fare  thee  well.    Thine,  t5  his  very  death : 
lliat  is,  a  month  or  two,  perhaps,  D.  Slicer.  [Exit, 

Enter  Shape. 

Fot,  Kind  master  Shape,  you  are  exceeding 
welcome. 
Here  hath  been  Mr  Hearsay,  and  Lieutenant 
Slicer.    You  may  gu«r8s  at  their  business ;  but 
I  hope  you  think  me  faithful. 

Shape.  I  believe 
The  memory  of  your  husband's  ashes,  which 
Scarce  yet  are  cold,  extinguisheth  all  flnmes 
That  tend  to  kindling  any  love-fire.    'TIS 
A  virtue  in  you,  which  I  must  admire. 
That  only  you,  tunongst  so  many,  should 
Be  the  sole  turtle  of  the  age. 

Fot,  I  do 
Bear  him  in  memory,  I  confess;  but  when 


I  do  remember  what  your  promise  was 
When  he  lay  sick,  it  doth  take  something  from 
The  bitterness  of  sorrow.    Womaa  was 
Not  made  to  be  alone  still. 

Shape,  Tender  things 
At  seventeen  may  use  that  plea ;  but  you 
Are  now  arrivM  at  matron.    These  young  sparks 
Are  rak'd  up,  I  presume,  in  sager  embers. 
Fot.  Nay,  don't  abuse  her  that  must  be  your 

wife : 
You  might  have  pity,  and  not  come  with  year 

nick-names. 
And  call  me  turtle.    Have  I  deserv'd  this? 
Shape.  If  that  you  once  hold  merits,  I  have 

done. 
I'm  glad  I  know  what's  your  religion. 

Fot,  What's  my  religion  !     Tis  well  known 

there  hath 
Been  no  religion  in  my  house  e'er  since 
My  husband  died. 

Enter  Slicer,  Hearsay. 

Hear.  How  now,  sweet  Shape  ?    So  close 
Alone  wi' your  widow  ! 

Shape,  Sirs,  dare  you  believe  it  ? 
This  tiling,  whose  prayer  it  hath  been  these  ten 
Years,  that  she  may  obtain  a  second  tooth. 
And  the  third  hair,  now  doats  on  me,  on  me, 
That  do  refuse  all  that  are  past  sixteen. 

Sli,  Why,  faith,  this  was  her  suit  to  me,  just 
now. 

Hear,  Iliad  the  first  o'nt  then.  A  coachman,  or 
A  groom,  were  fitter  far  for  her. 

Sli,  You  do 
Honour  her  too  much,  to  think  she  deserves 
A  thing  that  can  lust  moderately ;  give  her 
The  sorrel  stallion  in  my  lord's  long  stable. 

Shape,  Or  the  same-colour'd  brotiiery  which  is 
worse. 

Fot,  Why,  gentlemen 

Hear,  Fob,  fob  !  She  hath  let  fly. 

Fot,  D'  you  think  I  have  no  more  manners 
than  so  ? 

Shape,  Nay,  faith,  I  can  excuse  her  for  that; 
but 
Must  confess  she  spoke,  which  is  all  one. 

Sli.  Her  breath  would  roat  an  army,  sooner 
than 
That  of  a  cannon. 

Hear.  It  would  lay  a  devil 
Sooner  than  all  ^Trithemius'  charms. 

Shape,  Hark,  how 
It  blusters  in  her  nostrils,  like  a  wind 
In  a  foul  chimney. 

Fot,  Out,  you' base  companions. 
You  stiuking  swabbers ! 

Hear,  For  her  gait,  that's  such. 
As  if  her  nose  did  strive  t'  outrun  her  heelSk 


♦  Trt^Aciiittt«*  cAarm.— See  Johannis  fVolJii  Opera,  Fo.    Vol.  II.  p.  59«.   Ilalbecstadii,  ld7f. 
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ihe's  just  six  yards  behind,  when  that 
ppears: 

usher,  madam, 
u  arc  all 

nouth'd  knaves,  to  use  a  woman  thus, 
ir  plaister*d  face  doth  drop  against 
loist  weather. 

Me,  how  you  writhe  it !  Now  it  looks 
ist  like 
oot. 

m  oil'd  paper-lanthom. 
ler  nose  the  candle  in  the  midst  of  it. 
low  bright  it  flames !    Put  out  your 
ose,  good  lady ; 
I  day-light. 

me  up,  you  lousy  rascals, 
ot  upon  yon  for  a  kingdom,  good  Joan ; 

Turk,  Joan the  Great  Turk. 

I  him,  chuck ; 

buck,  open-mouth'd,  and  he  reveng'd. 

^  y^^9  hase  cheating  varlet. 

i*t  you  see 

in  her  face  ? 

>ure  the  surveyor 

ways  will  have  to  do  with  her, 

bping  her  countenance  passable. 

^here  lies  a  hoai^frust  on  her  head, 

nd  yet 

:  thaw  in  her  nose. 

>he's  like  a  piece 

»d,  dropping  at  one  end,  and  yet 

th'  miast. 

lat  endeavouring  face ! 

your  costiveness  have  done,  good 
mdam  ?    ^ 

>o  you  not  hear  her  guts  already  squeak 
rings? 

y  must  come  to  that  within 
r  three  years :  by  that  time,  she'll  be 
ct  cat.    They  practise  before-hand, 
an  endure  no  longer,  though  I  should 
aay  womanhood, 
[o  need,  that's  done 
Nothing  left  thee  that  may  style  tliec 
ut  lust  and  tongue :  no  flesh  but  what 
>f  the  sex  exact,  to  keep  them 

rhou  art  so  lean  and  out  of  case, 

i;  absurd  to  call  thee  devil  incarnate. 

art  a  dry  devil,  troubled  with  the  lust 

)u  hast  not,  flesh. 

»gue,  rascal,  villain ! 

)ur  cheating  tricks  i'  faith.    All  shall 

d  open.    Have  I  snffer'd  you 

i'  my  house,  and  ne'er  demanded  yet 

r  rent,  for  this  ?    I'll  have  it  all : 

3d  blessed  light,  I  will. 

Ton  may, 

I  please,  undo  yourself;  You  may* 


I  will  not  strive  to  hinder  you.    There  is 
Something  contrinng  for  you,  which  may  be, 
Perhaps,  yet  brought  about :  a  match,  or  so : 
A  proper  fellow :    tis  a  trifle,  that : 
A  thing  you  care  not  for,  I  know.     Have  I 
Plotted  to  take  you  off  from  these,  to  .match  you 
In  better  sort,  and  am  us'd  thus  ?  As  for 
The  rent  you   nsk,   here  take  it;    take  your 

money ; 
Fill,  choak  your  gaping  throat.     But  if,  as  yet 
You  are  not  deaf  to  counsel,  let  me  tell  you. 
It  had  been  better  that  you  ne'er  had  took  it. 
It  may  stop  some  proceedings. 

Pot.  Mr  Hearsay, 
You  know  you  may  have  even  my  heart  out  of 
My  belly  (as  they  say)  if  you'll  but  take 
The  pains  to  reach  it  out.     I  am  sometimes 
Peevish,  I  do  confess.    Here,  take  your  money. 

Hear,  No. 

Pot.  Good,  sir. 

Hear,  No,  keep  it  and  hoard  it  up ; 
My  purse  is  no  safe  place  for  it. 

Pot,  Let  me 
Request  you,    that  you  would  be  pleas'd   to 
take  it. 

Hear.  Alas !  'twould  only  trouble  me.   I  can 
As  willingly  go  light,  as  be  your  treasurer. 

Pot,    Good  Mr  Slicer,    speak  to    him   to 
take  it. 
Sweet  Mr  Shape  join  with  him. 

Sli,  Nay,  be  once 
O'er-rurd  by  a  woman. 

Shape,  Come,  come ;  you  shall  take  it. 

Pot,  Nay,  faith  you  shall.    Here,  put  it  up, 
good  sir. 

Hear,  Upon  intreaty,  I'm  content  for  once ; 
But  make  no  custom  oft.     You  do  presume 
Upon  my  easy  foolishness  :  'tis  that 
Makes  you  so  bold.   «Were  it  another  man. 
He  ne'er  would   have  to  do  with  you.    But 

mark  roe. 
If  e'er  I  And  you  in  this  mood  again, 
I'll  dash  your  hopes  of  marriage  for  ever. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Hearsay. 


SCENE  III. 

To  him  Meanwell,  Andrew. 

And,  God  save  you,  tutors,  both ! 
Mean,  Fie,  Andrew,  fle  ! 
What,  kiss  your  hand !  You  smell ;  not  com- 
pliment. 
Hear,  Besides,  you  come  too  near  when  you 
salute. 
Your  breath  may  be  discover'd  ;  and  you  give 
Advantage  unto  him  you  thus  accost, 
To  shake  you  by  the  hand;  which  often  doth 


f bum  dai/4ighi,-^te  Note  209  on  The  Spanith  Tragedy^  Vol.  I.  p.  50t, 
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Endanger  the  whole  arm.    Your  gallant's  like 
The  crystal  glass,  brittle ;  rude  handling  cracks 

him. 
To  be  saluted  so,  were  to  be  wounded. 
I:lid  parts  would  fall  asunder  like  unto 
Spilt  quicksilver.    An  ear,  an  eye,  a  nose, 
Would  drop,    like  summer-fruit  from  shaken 
trees. 

Mean,  For  the  same  reason,  I*d  not  have  you 
dance. 
Some  courtiers,  I  confess,  do  use  it ;  but 
They  are  the  sounder  sort;  those  foolish  ones 
That  have  a  care  of  health,  which  you  shall  not, 
If  ^ouMl  be  ruKd  by  me.     The  hazard's  great ; 
'Tis  an  adventure,  an  exploit,  a  piece 
Of  service  for  a  gentleman,  to  caper. 

Hear.  A  gallant*s  like  a  leg  of  mutton  boil'd 
By  a  Spanish  cook :  take  him  but  by  the  one  end. 
And  shake  him,  all  the  flesh  falls  from  the  bones. 
And  leaves  them  bare  immediately. 

And.  I  would 
Not  be  a  leg  of  mutton  here. 

Hear.  I  saw 
In  France  a  monsieur,  only  in  the  cutting 
Of  one  cross  c<'iper,  rise  a  man,  and  come 
Down  to  th'  amazement  of  the  standers-by^ 
A  true  extemporary  skeleton ; 
And  was  strait  read  on. 

And,  Sure  this  m<in. 
Good  tutor,  was  quite  rotten  I 

Mean.  See  how  you 
Betray  your  breeding  now !    Quite  rotten  !   Tis 
Rottenness,  perhaps,  in  footmen,  or  in  yeomen : 
Tis  tenderness  in  gentlemen :  they  are 
A  little  over-boil'd,  or  so. 

Hear,  He  is 
A  chur],  a  hind,  that*s  wholesome ;  some  raw 

thing 
That  never  was  at  London  :  one  in  whom 
The  clown  is  too  predominant.    Refin'd 
People  feel  Naples  in  their  bodies;  and 
An  ach  i'th'  bones  at  sixteen,  passeth  now 
For  high  descent :  it  argues  a  great  birth. 
Low  bloods  are  never  worthy  such  infection. 

And,  Ay,  but  my  father  bid  me  I  should  live 
honest, 
And  say  my  prayers ;  that  be  did. 

Hear,  If  that 
You  cannot  sleep  at  any  time,  we  do 
Allow  you  to  begin  your  prayers,  that  so 
A  slumber  may  seize  on  you. 

Mean.  But  as  for 
Your  living  honest,  'twere  to  take  away 
A  trade  i*  th'  commonwealth :  the  surgeons 
Benefit  would  go  down.    You  may  go  on 
In  foolish  chastity,  eat  only  sallads. 
Walk  an  unskilful  thing,  and  be  to  learn 


Something  the  first  night  of  your  wife:  bat  that's 
To  marry  out  of  fashion. 

And.  Here's  no  proofs. 
No  doctrines,  nor  no  uses.    Tutor,  I 
Would  fain  learn  some  religion. 

Hear,  Religion ! 
Yes,  to  become  a  martyr,  and  be  pictur'd 
With  a  long  label  out  o'  your  moutli,  like  those 
^  In  Fox's  book ;  just  like  a  juggler  drawing 
Ribband  out  of  his  throat. 

And,  I  must  be  gone. 

Mean.    Obedience   is    the    first    step  onto 
science : 
Stay,  and  be  wise. 

And,  Indeed,  I  dare  not  stay  ; 
The  clyster  works  you  sent  to  purge  gross  hu- 
mours. [Exit. 

Mean.  Being  you  will  not  take  your  lecture 
out, 
Good-morrow  to  y',  good  Andrew.    This  soft 

fool 
Must  swim  in's  father's  wealth !  It  is  a  curse 
That  Fortune  justly  makes  the  city's  lot. 
The  young  fool  spends  whate'er  the  old  knave 
got.  [Exit  Meakwell. 


SCENE  IV. 
To  Hearsay,  enter  Slices  and  Credulous. 

Hear.  Sir,  let  me  tell  you,  this  is  not  the 
least 
Of  things  wherein  your  wisdom  shews  itself. 
In  that  you've  plac'd  your  son  in  this  good  sort 

Cred.  Nay,  nay,  let  me  alone  to  give  him 
breeding : 
I  did  not  hold  the  university 
Fit  for  the  training  up  of  such  a  spirit. 

Sli.  The  university !    T  had  been  the  only 
way 
T*  have  took  him  off  his  courage,  and  his  metal, 
He  had  retum'd  as  slaves  do  from  the  galleys ; 
A  naked  shorn  thing  with  a  thin-dock*d  top, 
Learnedly  cut  into  a  logick  mode. 

Hear.    A    private  oath  given  him   at  first 
entrance, 
Had  sworn  him  pilgrim  unto  conventicles; 
Engag'd  him  to  the  hate  of  all ;  but  what 
Pleaseth  the  stubborn  firoward  Elect. 

Sli.  But  we. 
Following  another  model,  do  allow 
Freedom  and  courage,  cherish  and  maintain 
High  noble  thoughts^ 


Hear,  Set  nature  free,  and  are 

IChymists  of  manners 
Sli.  Do  instruct  of  states— 


^  In  Foa^$  book.—*^  The  Acts  and  Monuments  of  matters  most  speciall  and  memorable  happening 
in  the  church,  with  an  nnivenall  historic  of  the  same.    By  John  Fox." 
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.nd  wars, 
m 


There's   one,   look   on 


3ut  view 

ling  head 

lie  very  soul  of  battle ; 

atU  been  an  agent  some  few  years 

so)  for  princes,  and  as  yet 
rite  forty, 
confess  I  can 

*  entraUs  of  a  state  perhaps, 
kingdom's  paunches,  shew  the  bowels 
Is  of  a  seiftniory  or  two ; 
r  deeds  of  valour,  there  is  one, 
speak  it  to  his  face,  that  can 
igraphy  by  his  own  conquests : 
light  o*er  ^Strabo,   *  Ptolemy,    and 
3ta£fbrd; 

I  far  in  arms  as  '°  Lithgoe  naked ; 
x>ns  whither  ' '  Coriat  durst  not 
rC  or  shoes.     '^  Jack  Mandeville 

so  far  as  he  hath  steer*d  by  land, 
)lours  both  for  mast  and  sail, 
i  thought  h'  had  been  lieutenant. 
bat*s  tdl  one. 
worn  some  leather  out  abroad ;  let  out 


A  heathen  soul  or  two ;  fed  this  good  sword 
With  the  black  blood  of  pagan  christians; 
Converted  a  few  infidels  with  it.  [hath 

But  let  that  pass.    That  man  of  peace  tnere, 
Been  trusted  with  kings  breasts 

Hear,  His  name  is  heard 
Like  thunder,  and  tiiat  mere  word,  Slicer,  hath 
Sufficed  unto  victory. 

Sli.  He's  close. 
Reserved,  lock'd  up.    The  secrets  of  the  king 
Of  Tartary,  of  China,  and  some  other 
Counsels  of  moment,  have  been  so  long  kept 
In'8J>ody  without  vent,  that  every  morning. 
Before  he  covers  them  with  some  warm  thing 
Or  other,  you  may  smell  'em  very  strongly ; 
Distinguish  each  of  them  by  several  scents 

Hear,  A  grove  of  pikes  are  rushes  to  him. 
Hail 
More  frights  you  than  a  shower  of  bullets  him — 

SIL  The  Dutch  come  up  like  '^  broken  beer; 
the  Irish 
Savour  of  usquebaugh ;  the  Spanish  they 
Smell  like  unto  permme  at  first,  but  then. 
After  a  while,  end  in  a  fatal  steam 

Hear.  One  drum's  his  table,  the  other  is  bis 
mosick ; 


— Strabo,  a  philosopher  of  Crete,  and  a  geographer,  in  the  time  of  Aagnstus. 
y. — Bom  at  Pelosiom,  flonrished  about  me  year  140,  and  died  162,  aged  78. 
d. — Robert  Stafford^  bom  at  Dublin,  was  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford,  and  poblishcd 
iphical  and  Anthological  Description  of  all  the  Empires  and  Kingdomf,  both  of  Continent 
,  in  this  terrestrial  Globe,"  Sec,    London.  Quarto,  1618.    Wood  says,  it  was  reported, 
'rideanx,  who  was  Stafford's  tutor,  had  the  chief  hand  in  this  work, 
f. — William  Litligow,  a  Scotsman,  whose  sufferings  by  imprisonment  and  torture  at  Malaga, 
ravels  on  foot  over  Europe,  Asia,  and  Africa^  seem  to  raise  him  almost  to  the  rank  of  a  mar- 
ro,  pablisbed  an  account  of  his  peregrinations  and  adventures,  quarto,  1614;  reprinted  in 
t,  with  additions.  At  the  conclusion  of  this  work,  he  ftays, ''  Here  is  the  just  relation  of  nine- 
( travells  perfited  in  three  deare  bought  voyages :  The  generall  computation  of  which  dim- 
»aces  in  my 'goings,  traverslngs,  and  retummgs  through  xingdomes,  continents,  and  Hands, 
ayneful  feet  traced  over  (besides  my  passages  of  seas  and  rivers)  amounteth  to  tlUrtV' 

amd  odde  mUe$  ;  which  draweth  neare  to  twice  the  circuniference  of  the  whole  earth," Lito- 

rinted  at  Edinburgh,  a  poem,  entitled.  The  GuMhing  Teares  if  Godltf  Sorrow,  Sfc.  quarto, 

— ^The  celebrated  Thomas  Coriat,  who,  except  Lithgow,  is  supposed  to  have  travelled 
Dn  foot,  than  any  person  of  his  times,  or  indeed  in  any  period  since.  From  his  writings, 
>arts  of  his  conduct,  he  cannot  be  supposed  to  have  been  in  his  perfect  senses.  He  was, 
ding,  a  man  of  considerable  leaming,  and  rendered  himself  ridiculous,  chiefly  by  dwelling 
ich  attention  on  the  triflmg  accidents  which  happened  to  him  during  his  joumey.  In  the 
tie  left  England,  and  went  to  Venice  and  back  again ;  a  journey  performed  on  foot  in  five 
n  his  return,  he  published  an  account  of  it  in  a  large  quarto  volume,  1611,  containing  six 
d  fifty-five  paiees,  besides  more  than  one  hundred  filled  with  commendatory  verses,  by 
,  and  other  wits  of  the  age,  who  both  laughed  at,  and  flattered  him  at  the  same  tune, 
rds  travelled  into  Persia,  and  firom  thence  into  the  East  Indies,  (still  on  foot,)  and  died  at 
>  year  1617. 

ftfiidmUe.— Sir  John  Mandeville,  knight,  bom  at  St  Albans :  He  was  a  traveller  for  the 
rty-four  years,  visiting  in  that  time  Scythia,  Armenia  the  Greater  and  Less,  Egypt,  both 
ibia,  Syria,  Media,  Mesopotamia,  Persia,  Chaldsea,  Greece,  lUyrinm,  Tartary,  and  dU 

ingdoms.    He  died  at  Liege,  November  17,  1371. An  excellent  edition  of  his  travels 

I  in  8vo.  1795,  from  a  MS.  in  the  Cotton  Library. 

okeu  beer, — Mr  Wballey  observes,  that  broken  rictMalt'u  a  cant  term  with  our  common  beg- 

n  Jonson  1S3.    So  bnicen  beer  he  imagines  to  be  that  of  which  some  part  had  been  drank. 

brokeuj  when  annexed  to  beer,  is  always  to  be  found  in  writers  of  the  times,  speaking  of 
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His  8word*8  his  knife ;  his  colours  are  his  napkins ; 
Carves  nourishing  horse,  as  he  is  us*d  to  do 
The  hostile  pa^an  or  we  venison ;  eats 
Gun-powder  with  his  meat,  instead  of  pepper, 
Then  drinks  o*er  all  hb  bandeleers,  and  nghts. 

Sii.  Secrets  are  rank'd  and  ordered  in  his  belly, 
Just  like  tobacco-leaves  laid  in  a  sweat. 
Here  lies  a  row  of  Indian  secrets,  then 
Something  of  «  own  on  them ;  on  that,  another 
Of  China  counsels,  covered  with  a  lid 
Of  Newfoundland  discoveries:  next,  a  bed 
Of  Russia  policies ;   on  ihem,  a  lay 
Of  Prester-Johnian  whispers 

Hear,  Slights  a  tempest ; 
Counts  lightning  but  a  giving  fire,  and  thunder 
The  loud  report  when  heaven  hath  dischaxg'd. 
H*  hath  with  his  breath  supply*d  a  breach : 
When  he*s  once  fix'd,  no  engme  can  remove  him. 

SU,  Twould  be  a  policy  worth  hatching,  to 
Have  him  dissected,  if 'twere  not  too  cruel. 
All  states  would  lie  as  open  as  his  bowels. 
Turkey  in's  bloody  liver;  Italy 
Be  found  in's  reius ;  Spain  busy  in  his  stomach; 
Venice  would  iloat  in*s  bladder;  Holland  sail 
Up  and  down  all  his  veins ;  Bavaria  lie 
Close  in  some  little  gut,  and  '^  Ragioni 
Di  Stato  generally  reek  in  all. 

Cred.  I  see  my  son's  too  happy :  he  is  bom 
To  be  some  man  of  action ;  some  engine 
For  th*  overthrow  of  kingdoms. 

Hear,  Troth,  he  may 
Divert  the  torrent  of  the  Turkish  rule 
Into  some  other  track ;  dam  up  the  stream 
Of  that  vast  headlong  monarchy,  if  that 
He  want  not  means  to  compass  his  intents. 

Cred,  The  Turkish  monarchy's  a  thing  too  big 
For  him  to  manage :  he  may  make  perhaps 
The  governor  of  some  new  little  island. 
And  there  plant  faith  and  zeal;  but  for  the 

present, 
M'  ambition's  only  to  contrive  a  match 
Between  Sir  Thomas  Bitefig's  only  daughter, 
And  (if  I  may  so  call  him  now)  my  son  : 
'Twill  raise  his  fortunes  somewhat. 

SU,  We  have  got 
One  that  will  do  more  good  with's  tongue  that 
way, 


Than    that  uxorioos  shower  that  came  firom 

heaven : 
But  you  must  oil  it  first. 

Cred.  I  understand  you. 
Grease  him  i*  th*  fist,  you  mean.    There's  just 

ten  pieces; 
Tis  but  an  earnest.    If  he  bring*t  about, 
I'll  make  those  ten  a  hundred. 
Hear,  Tliink  it  done. 

[Exit  Credulous,  and  enter  Shape, 
Meakwell. 

SCENE  V. 
Hearsay,  Slicer,  Mean  well.  Shape. 

Hear,   Our  life,  methinks,  is  but  the  same 
with  others : 
To  cozen  and  be  cozen'd,  makes  the  age. 
The  prey  and  feeder  are  that  civil  tiling 
That  sager  heads  call  body  politick. 
Here  is  the  only  diflference;  others  cheat 
By  statute,  but  we  do't  upon  no  grounds. 
The  fraud's  the  same  in  both ;  there  only  want! 
Allowance  to  our  way.    The  commonwealth 
Hath  not  declared  herself  as  yet  for  us ; 
Wherefore  our  policy  roust  be  our  charter. 

Mean.  Well-manag'd  kuav'ry  is  but  one  degree 
Below  plain  honesty. 

SU.  Give  me  villainy 
That's  circumspect,  and  well-advis'd,  that  doth 
Colour  at  least  for  goodness.     If  the  cloak 
And  mantle  were  puli'd  ofiTrom  things,  'twould  be 
As  bard  to  meet  an  honest  action,  as 
A  liberal  alderman,  or  a  court-nun. 

Hear,  Knowing  then  bow  we  must  direct  oar 
steps. 
Let  us  chalk  out  our  paths :  you.  Shape,  know 
yours. 

Shape.    Where-e'er  I  light  on  Fortune,  my 
commission 
Will  hold  to  take  her  up:  I'll  ease  my  silken 
Friends  of  that  idle  luggage,  we  call  money. 

Hear.  For  uiy  good  toothless  countess,  let  u$ 

To  win  that  old  Eremite  thing,  that  like 
An  image  in  a  '^  German  clock  doth  move, 
I  Not  walk ;  I  mean,  that  rotten  antiquary. 


ahns.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Maaqut  qfAngier$:  **  The  poor  cattle  yonder  are  passing  away  the  tine 
with  a  cheat  loaf,  and  a  bombard  of  6ro^  6f0r," 

Matque  qfthe  Gypsie$: 

-he  were  very  carefully  carried  at  his  mother's  back,  rock*d  in  a  cradle  of  Welsh  cheese,  like 

1    At I? I !  aI-1-I f_-  II.  •  ^J»»l  *  ^  «•■«. 


a  maggot,  and  tiiere  fed  with  broken  beer  and  blown  wine  of  the  best,  daily «" 
The  Bdgicke  Pismire,  1622,  p.  76 : 

^^  — : — having  before  fed  themselves  full  with  the  sweat  of  other  mens  browes,  even  to  glattonie* 
drunkenesse,  and  surfetting,  may  releeve  witli  their  scraps,  crummes,  bones,  and  broken  betre,  the  nece- 
cities  of  such  as  they  or  their  predecessors  have  before  undone  and  made  beggers.*' 

'^  Ragioni  di  Stato. — Their  several  policies.      S.  P. 

'^  German  d'Kk. — German  clock*  were  about  this  time  much  in  use;  they  afe  frequently  mentioBed 
by  Ben  Jonsou  oud  other  writers.    See  £ptc<me,  A.  4.  Sf  2, 
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He'il  sorely  love  her,  'caase  she  loolws 
like  some 

1  jpiece,  tlmt  was  five  ages  backward. 
To  the  great  vestry-wit,  the  livery- 
brain, 

lon-couocil  pate,  that  doth  determine 
isiness  with  bis  gloves  on*s  head, 
apply  ^ood  hope  of  wealth  and  means, 
lat  gripmg  knight  Sir  Thomas  roust  be 
calrd 

same  lure :  He  knows  t'  a  cram  bow 
much 

I  twenty  dozen  of  bread,  between 
ch  is  broke  bv  tb'  hand  and  that  is  cut. 
ly  best  keeps  his  candles,  bran  or  straw. 
low*s  lost  in  putting  of  'em  out 
?,  what  by  foot,  what  by  the  puflT, 
the  holding  downwards,  and  what  by 


The  exttnj^ubber ;  which  wick  will  longest  be 
In  lighting,  which  spend  fastest;  he  must  hear 
Nothing  but  moieties,  and  lives,  and  farms, 
Copies,  and  tenures ;  he  is  deaf  to  th'  rest. 

mean.  I'll  speak  the  language  of  the  wealthy 
to  him ; 
My  mouth  shall  swill  with  bags,  revenues,  fees, 
Estates,  reversions,  incomes,  and  assurance. 
He's  in  the  gin  already ;  for  his  daughter 
Shell  be  an  ea^y  purchase. 

Hear,  I  do  hope 
Wc  shall  grow  famous ;  have  all  sorts  repair 
As  duly  to  us,  as  the  barren  wives 
Of  aged  citizens  do  to  St  Antho1in*s. 
Come,  let  us  take  our  quarters :  We  may  come 
To  be  some  great  officers  in  time. 

And  with  a  reverend  magisterial  frown. 

Pass  sentence  on  those  faults  that  are  our  own. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

'-all,Slicer,  Hearsay  having  rescued 
him  in  a  guarrcL 

Tis  destin*d ;  1*11  be  valiant :  I  am  sure 
e  beaten  with  more  credit  then, 
w  I  do  escape.    Lieutenant,  has't 
bt  thyself  as  yet  ?  Has't  any  way 
i  my  sword  fetch  blood  ? 
ou  never  yet 
your  man  then  ? 
No. 

Nor  get  your  wench 
ild,  I  warrant? 
Osir! 

'on're  not  quite 

the  gentry,  till  y*  have  marr'd  one  man, 
de  another :  When  one  fury  hath 
lit  with  t'other,  and  your  lust  repair'd 
iger  hath  destroyed,  the  title's  yours; 
1  you  do  but  stand  for'r. 
Pox  !  who'd  be 
e  scorn'd  name,  that  stuffs  all  court-gate 

bills? 
ant,  thou  may'st  teach  me  valour  yet. 
Teach  thee!   I  will  inspire  thee,  man. 

I'll  make 
ne  become  a  terror ;  and  to  say, 
Bve-at-all  ia  coming,  shall  make  room 
n  the  bears  are  in  procession. 

tber,  Frank [r*<y  consult. 

.  That's  good,  but 

Sow  tbink'st  now  ? 

'.  Nay,  he  will  pay  you  large — ly.  [Aloud. 

Pay,  what  else  ? 
'.  Make  hhn  believe  the  citizen's  his  guest; 
izen,  that  he  is  his. 
Concluded ; 
you  6ght  faif ,  or  conquer  by  a  spell  ? 


Hav,  I  do  not  care  for  witchcraft;  I  would 
have 
My  strength  rely  merely  upon  itself. 

Sli.  There  is  a  way,  tho'  I  ne'er  shew'd  it  yet, 

But  to  one  Spaniard,  and  'twas  wondrous  happy. 

Hav.  Think  me  a  second  Spaniard,  worthy  sir. 

Sli.  Then  listen.    The  design  is  by  a  dinner; 

An  easy  way,  you'll  say ;  I'll  say,  a  true : 

Hunger  may  break  stone-walls,  it  ne'er  hurts 

men: 
Your  cleanly  feeder  is  your  man  of  valour. 
What  makes  the  peasant  grovel  in  his  muck, 
Humbling  his  crooked  soul,  but  that  he  eats 
Bread  just  in  colour  like  it  ?  Courage  ne'er 
Vouchsnfd  to  dwell  a  minute,  where  a  sullen 
Pair  of  brown  loaves  darken'd  the  dirty  table ; 
Shadows  of  bread,  not  bread.     You  never  knew 
A  solemn  son  of  bng-puddin^  and  pottage 
Make  a  commander ;  or  a  tripe-eater 
Become  a  tyrant :  He's  the  kingdom's  arm 
That  can  feed  large,  and  choicely. 

Hav.  If  that  be 
The  way,  Fll  eat  myself  into  courage. 
And  will  devour  valour  enough  quickly. 

Sli.  'Tis  not  the  casual  eating  of  those  meats. 
That  doth  procure  those  spirits,  but  the  order 
And  manner  of  the  meal ;  the  ranking  of 
The  dishes,  that  does  all ;  else  he  that  hath 
The  greatest  range,  would  be  the  hardest  man. 
Those  goodly  juments  of  the  guard  would  fight 
(As  they  eat  beef)  after  six  stone  a  day ; 
The  spit  would  nourish  c;reat  attempts :  my  lord 
Would  lead  a  troop,  as  well  as  now  a  masque ; 
And  force  the  enemy's  sword  with  as  much  ease 
As  his  mistress's  bodkin  :  Gallants  would 
Owe  valour  to  their  ordinaries,  and  fight 
After  a  crown  a  meal. 
Hav.  I  do  conceive 
The  art  is  all  in  all.    U  that  you'll  give 
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A  bill  of  your  directions,  I'll  account 
Myseif  obliged  unto  you  for  my  safety. 

Sli,  Take  it  then  thus :   All  must  be  soldier- 
like; 
No  dish  but  must  present  artillery ; 
Some  military  instrument  in  each. 
Imprimis,  six  or  seven  yards  of  tripe 
Display*d  instead  o'  th'  ensign. 

Hav,  Why  !  you  said, 
Tripe-eaters  ne'er  made  tyrants. 

Sli.  Peace,  sir ;  learners 
Must  be  attentive  and  believe.     Do  y'  think 
We'll  eat  this  ?  'Tis  but  for  formality. 
Item,  a  collar  of  good-large  fat  brawn 
Serv'd  for  a  drum,  Waited  upon  by  two 
Fair  long  black-puddings,  lying  by  for  drum- 
sticks. 
Item,  a  well-grown  lamprey  for  a  fife ; 
Next  some  good  curious  '^march-panes  made 

into 
The  form  of  trumpets.    Then  in  order  shall 
Follow  the  officers :  The  captain  first 
Shall  be  presented  in  a  warlike  cock. 
Swimming  in  white-broth,  as  he*s  wont  in  blood. 
The  seijeant-major  he  may  bustle  in 
The  shape  of  some  large  turkey :  for  myself, 
Who  am  lieutenant,  I*m  content  there  be 
A  buzzard  only.     Let  the  corporal 
Come  sweating  in  '^  a  breast  of  mutton,  stufTd 
With  pudding,  or  strut  in  some  aged  carp : 
Either  doth  serve,  I  think.     As  for  '*  perdues. 
Some  choice  sous'd  fish  brought  couchant  in  a 

dish 
Amons  some  fennel,  or  some  other  grass. 
Shews  how  they  lie  i'  th'  field.    The  soldier  then 


May  be  thus  rank'd :  the  common  one,  chickei 
Duck,  rabbit,  pigeon ;  for  the  more  genteel. 
Snipe,  woodcock,  partridge,  pheasant,  quail  wi 
serve. 

Hear.  Bravely  contriv'd ! 

Sli,  That  weapons  be  not  wanting. 
We'll  have  a  dozen  of  bones  well  charg'd  wit 

marrow 
For  ordnance,  muskets,  petronels,  petards ; 
Twelve  yards  of  sausage  by,  instead  of  match ; 
And  *•  caveary  then  prepared  for  wild-fire. 

Hear,  R^re  rogue !  how  I  do  love  him  now 
methinks ! 

SU,  Next  we'll  have  true  fat  eatable  old  pike; 
Then  a  fresh  turbot  brought  in  for  a  buckler, 
With  a  long  spitchcock  for  the  sword  adjoin'd, 
We'll  bring  the  ancient  weapons  into  play. 

Hav,  Most  rare,  by  Heaven  ! 

Sli,  Peaches,  apricots. 
And  ^^malecotoons,  with  other  choicer  plumbs 
Will  serve  for  large-sized  bullets;  then  a  dish 
Or  two  of  pease  for  small  ones.     I  could  now 
Tell  you  of  pepper  in  the  stead  of  powder, 
But  that  'tis  not  in  fashion  'mongst  us  gallants. 
If  this  might  all  stand  upon  drum-heads,  'twoulc 
Work  somewhat  better. 

Hav.  WiU't  so  ?   Then  we'll  have  'em 
From  every  ward  i'  th'  city. 

Sli,  No,  I'm  loth 
To  put  YOU  to  such  charge.    For  once,  a  long 
Table  shall  serve  the  turn:  'tis  no  great  matter 
The  main  thing's  still  behind.    We  must  hart 

there 
Some  fort  to  scale ;  a  venison-pasty  doth  it 
You  may  have  other  pyes  instead  of  out-works : 


'^  — -nuwch-poMes. — March-pane  was  a  confection  made  of  pistacho  nuts,  almonds,  and  sugar,  tic 
formerly  in  high  esteem,  and  a  constant  article  in  the  deserts  of  our  ancestors. — See  the  Motes  o 
Dr  Gray,  Mr  Hawkins,  and  Mr  Steevens,  to  Romeo  and  Juliet ,  A.  1.  S.  5. 

"  a  breast  qf  mutton  stuff*d 

fVith  pudd^, — ^This  is  called  a  St  Stephen's  Pudding :   it  used  formerly  to  be  provided  at 
St  John*s  College,  Cambridge,  uniformly  on  St  Stephen's  Day.    S.  P. 

■* perdues.— See  Note  12  to  The  Goblins,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  p.  151,  edit.  1780. 

'^ cateary — or  caveare.  Giles  Fletcher,  in  his  Russe  CommomcMlth,  1591,  p.  11,  says,  in  Rossii 

they  have  divers  kinds  offish,  ^^  very  sood  and  delicate :  as  the  Bellouga  or  Bellougina,  offour  or  fiv( 
elnes  long ;  the  Ositrina  or  Sturgeon,  but  not  so  thicke  nor  long.  These  four  kinds  of  fish  breed  ii 
the  Volgha,  and  are  catcbed  in  great  plenty,  and  served  thence  into  the  whole  realme  for  a  great  food 
Of  the  roes  of  these  fonre  kinds,  they  make  very  great  store  of  Icary,  or  caveary." 

The  introduction  of  these  foreign  delicacies,  is  ridiculed  by  several  writers  of  the  times;  as  Bei 
Jonson's  Cynthia*s  Revels,  A.  3.  S.  1 : 


*'  Come,  let  us  go  and  taste  some  light  dinner,  a  dish  of  slic'd  camare,  or  so. 


tt 


Marston's  fVhai  You  fViU,  A.  2.  S.  l : 

'<  A  man  can  scarce  put  on  a  tuckt-up  cap, 
A  button'd  fnzado  snte ;  scarce  eate  gooameate. 
Anchovies,  camaref  hut  bee's  satired, 
And  term'd  phantasticall.*' 

malecsioom.'^The  malacoton  is  one  of  the  Uite  peaches.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  BorfJblMRft 
<<  A  soft  velvet  head  like  a  mellieotton."      S. 
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i  sconces  would  not  be  amiss,  I  think. 
A  this  is  all  prepared,  and  when  we  see 
able  look  lice  a  pitch'd  battle,  then 
give  the  word,  fall  to,  slash,  kill,  and  spoil : 
vction,  rapine,  violence :  spare  none. 
ar.  Thou  hast  forgotten  wine,  lieutenant, 

wine. 
Then  to  avoid  the  gross  absurdity 
Iry  battle,  'cause  there  must  some  blood 
ilt  (on  th*  enemies  side,  I  mean,)  you  may 
there  a  rundlet  of  brisk  Claret,  and 
ich  of  Alicant :  the  same  quantity 
nt  would  not  be  wanting ;  'tis  a  wine 
like  to  blood.    Some  shall  bleed  fkinter 

colours; 
:k  and  whit^wine.    Some  that  have  the 

itch, 
lere  are  taylors  still  in  every  army,) 
run  with  Rhenish  that  hath  brimstone  in*t. 
this  is  done,  fight  boldly;  write  yourself 
mth  or  'Jeventh  worthy,  which  you  please, 
choice  is  free. 

D,  I'll  be  the  gaming  worthy ; 
>rd  shall  be  twice  twelve.    I  think  the  dice 
mounted  any  upon  horseback  yet. 
We'll  bring  your  friends  and  ours  to  this 

large  dinner : 
ks  the  better  eaten  before  witness, 
e  you  say  'tis  yours :  confession  is 
tep  to  weakness ;  private  conscience  is 
itre  to  valour.    Let*8  be  close ; 
redulous  and  his  son,  and  Mr  Caster, 
ill  be  there. 

9.  But  then  they  will  grow  valiant 
my  charge. 

^fe'er  fear't :  th'  unknowing  man 
nly  flesh,  the  understanding,  valour  : 
lorance  i'  th'  mystery  keeps  him  coward. 
D  'tis  but  a  meal :  to  you  tis  virtue. 
1  be  kept  here. 
K  No  fitter  place.    There  is 
1  rich  clutclnnst  knight,  Sir  Thomas  Bitefig, 
him  too  ;  perhaps  I  may  have  luck, 
reak  bis  purse  yet  open  tor  one  hundred, 
rer  is  somewhat  exorable 
he  is  full ;  he  ne'er  lends  money  empty. 
Discreer,  and  wisely  done ;  I  was  about 
e  prompted  it. 
r.  Stout  Mr  Have-atpall, 
»e  sworn  brothers. 
K  Pox  !  thou  fear'st  111  beat  thee 
I've  eaten.    Dost  thou  think  I'll  oflfer't  ? 


By  my  next  meal  I  won't;  nay,  I  do  love 
My  friends  howe'er:  I  do  but  think  how  I 
Shall  bastinado  o'er  the  ordinaries. 
Arm'd  with  my  sword,  battoon  and  foot,  I'll 

walk 
To  give  each  rank  its  due.    No  one  shall  'scape, 
But  he  I  win  of. 

Hear.  You  shall  have  at  least 
Some  twenty  warrants  sign*d  upon  you  straight. 
The  trunk-hose  justices  will  try  all  means 
To  bind  you  to  the  peace,  but  that  your  strength 
Shall  not  be  bound  by  any. 

SlL  Surgeons  will 
Pray  for  your  health  and  happiness;  you  may 
Bring  'em  to  be  your  tributaries,  if 
You  but  deny  to  fight  -a  while. 

Hav,  My  teeth 
Are  on  an  edge  till  I  do  eat;  now  will 
I  cozen  all  men  without  opposition. 
I  feel  my  strength  increase  with  very  thought 

on't. 
Sword,  sword,  thou  shalt  grow  fat;  and  thou 

battoon, 
Hold  out,  I  pr  ythee;  when  my  labour's  done, 
I'll  plant  thee  m  the  tower-yard,  and  there, 
Water'd  with  wine,  thou  shalt  revive,  and  spring 
In  spite  of  nature  with  fresh  succulent  boughs. 
Which  shall  supply  the  commonwealth  with 

cudgels. 
Thou,  I  first  meet  after  this  toeal,  I  do 
Pronounce  unhappy  shadow ;  happy  yet 
In  that  thou'lt  fall  by  me.    Some  men  I  will 
Speak  into  carcase,  some  I'll  look  to  death, 
Others  I'll  breathe  to  dust ;  none  shall  hold  back 
This  fatal  arm :  The  Templers  shall  not  dare 
T'  attempt  a  rescue ;  no  mild  words  shall  bury 

My  splitter!,  spitchcock'd 

'SlL  *'01iv'd,ha8h'd. 


Hear,  Dry'd,  powder'd- 
Hav,  Roasted  fury. 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE  II. 
Meanwell,  Moth. 

Mean,  If  what  I  speak  prove  false,  then  stig- 
matize me. 
"  Moth,  1  na's  not  what  you  mean ;  *^  depan- 
dieux 
You  ^^snyb  mine  old  years,  sans  fail  I  ^^wene 

you  bin 
A  *^  jangler,  and  a*'golierdis. 
Mean.  I  swear 


'Kr'd,  A«ikU— Oitr'd  is  a  term  of  cookery .    In  Murreirs  New  Book  of  Cookery,  N.  D.  is  a  receipt 
:e  an  oHve  pye  to  be  eaten  hot.    Olwes  are  coUoiu  of  any  meat.      S. 

rofA.—Cartwright  has  fetched  most  of  his  antiquated  terms  from  Chaucer.    I  have  therefore 
the  explanation  of  them  from  Mr  Tyrwhit's  excellent  Glossary  on  that  author. 

—  Depardieux.— In  God's  name.      T.  *♦ myl>—snub,  reprove.      T. 

wene—mnk,  suppose.      T.  ^ jangkr—&  prater.      T. 

—  foKwIw— **  un  goliardis,  Fr.  GoKarrfiW,  or  Goliardcnsis,  Lat.    This  jovial  sect  seems  to  have 
0  called  from  Golnn,  the  real  or  assumed  name  of  a  man  of  wit,  toward  the  end  of  the  twelftli 
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By  those  two  Janus'  beads  you  had  of  us, 
And  your  own  too,  as  reverend  as  those, 
There  is  one  loves  you,  that  yon  think  not  on. 

Math,  Nad  be,  none  pleasaunce  is  in  me 
"ylaft. 
This  white  top  writeth  mv  much  years,  I  wis, 
^^  My  6 re  yreken  is  in  ashen  cold, 
I  can  no  whit  ofdaliance:  If  I  kissen, 
These  thick  stark  bristles  of  mine  beard  will 

pricken 
Ylike  the  skin  of  hound-fish.    ^°Sikerly 
What  wends  against  the  grain  is  ''  lytherly. 

Mean,   Methinks  y*are  strong  enough,  and 
very  lusty. 
Fit  to  get  heirs ;  among  your  other  pieces 
Of  age  and  time,  let  one  young  face  be  seen 
May  call  you  father. 

Moth,  Wholesom  counsel !  But 
The  world  is  now  full  ^*  tykel  sykerly; 
'Tis  hard  to  find  a  damosel  ^^  unwenned ; 
They  being  all  coltish  and  full  of  '*  ragery, 
And  full  of  ^'  gergon  as  is  a  ^^  flecken  pye. 
Whoso  with  them  maketh  that  bond  anon, 
Which  men  do  '^  clypen  spousail,  or  wedlock, 
Saint  Idiot  is  his  lord,  I  wis. 

Mean.  This  is 
No  tender  and  wanton  thing,  she  is  a  stay*d 
And  settled  widow,  one  who'll  be  a  nurse 
Unto  you  in  your  latter  days. 

Moth,  "  A  norice 
Some  dele  ystept  in  age !  So  ^^  mote  I  gone, 
'This  goeth  aright ;  how  ^^  highteth  she,  say  you  ? 

Mean,  Mrs  Joan  Potluck,  vintner  Potluck's 
widow. 

Moth,  Joan  Potluck,  spinster  ?   Lore  me  no- 
thing mere 
Alouten :  what  time  'gan  she  brendle  thus? 

Mean.  On  Thursday  morning  last. 


Moth.  Y*  Blessed  Thursday, 
Ycleped  so  from  Thor  the  Saxons'  god. 
Ah  bencdicite,  I  might  soothly  sayne. 
Mine  mouth  hath  iiched  all  this  livelong  day; 
All  night  me  ^*  met  eke,  that  I  was  at  kirk; 
My  heart  gan  ^^ouapp  full  ofl.    Dan  Cupido 
Sure  sent  thy  Ike  ^^  sweven  to  mine  head. 

Mean,  You  shall 
Know  more,  if  you'll  walk  in.         \JEiit  Mean. 

Moth.  Wend  you  beforne ; 
♦♦Kembeth  thyself,  and  ♦^  pyketh  now  thyself; 
Sleeketh  thyself;    make  cheer  much  ^digne, 

good  Robert : 
I  do  arret  thou  shalt  acquainted  bin 
With  nymphs  and  fauus,  and  hamadryades ; 
And  yeke  the  sisterne  nine  Pierides 
That  were  transmued  into  birds,  ♦^  neinp'd  pyes, 
Metamorphoseos  wat  well  what  I  mean. 
I  is  as  jollie  now  as  fish  in  Seine.  [Eieunt, 

SCENE  III. 
Hearsay,  Caster,  Shape. 

Hear.  Can  I  lie  hid  no  where  securely  from 
The  throng  and  press  of  men  ?  Must  every  place 
Become  a  theatre,  where  I  seek  shelter  ?    . 
And  solitudes  become  markets,  'cause  I'm  there? 
Good  sir,  I  know  your  tricks :  you  would  intrap: 
This  is  your  snare,  not  your  request. 

Sfiape.  Take  heed. 
He's  nois'd  about  for  a  deep-searching  head. 
I'll  pawn  my  life  'tis  a  trick. 

Hear.  Leave  off  these  gins, 
You  do  not  do  it  handsomely.    You  think 
Y'  have  met  with  fools,  I  warrant. 

Shape,  On  my  life,  a  spy,  a  mere  informer. 

Cat,  As  I  hope 
For  fortunes,  my  intentions  are  most  fair. 


the 


century,  who  wrote  Apoealifpsis  Golittj  and  other  pieces,  in  burlesque  Latin  rimes,  some  of  whidi 
have  been  falsely  attributed  to  Walter  Map.  In  several  autiiors  of  the  thirteenth  century,  quoted  by 
Du  Cange,  the  Goliardi  are  classed  with  thejocuUttares  or  tniffones.'*      T. 

*8  ylqft—left.      T. 

^  My  fire  yreken  is  in  aahen  cold, — So,  in  Chaucer's  Rev^s  Prohgue,  v.  3880 : 

''  Yet  in  our  ashen  cold  is  fire  yreken."      S. 

On  this  last  line  Mr  Tyrwhit  observes, "  There  is  so  great  a  resemblance  between  this  line  and 
following,  in  the  Cfiurch-yard  Elegy,  IJodsley's  Collection,  Vo|.  IV  : 

"  Ev'n  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fires — *' 

that  I  should  certainly  have  considered  the  latter  as  an  imitation,  if  Mr  Gray  himself  bad  not  referred 
us  to  the  169  (170)  Sonnet  of  Petrarch,  as  his  original :  Ch*i  teggio  nel  penAer^  &c.** 

—  lytherly — very  ill.      T. 

—  umoeimed — unspotted.     T. 

—  g'<?rg'oii— jargon,  chattering.     T* 

—  clypen — call,  name*      T. 

—  foote — must*      T. 

—  met — dreamed.      T. 

—  mpften^dream.      T. 

—  pyfcffA— pick  as  a  hawk  does  his  feathers.  T* 

—  nemp'd — nam'd.      T. 


'*>  SiAwT/y— surely.      T. 

5* ^fcfl— uncertain.      T. 

'♦ ragery — wantonness.      T. 

3ft /reci^— spotted.      T. 

3*  A  norice. — A  nnrse.      T. 
40 


46 


highteth — is  she  called.      T. 
i/uapp — tremble  or  quake.      T. 
kembeth — combetb.      T. 
tf^Srne— worthy.      T. 


31 
33 

3S 

37 
39 
41 
43 

45 
47 


IGHT.] 


THE  ORDINARY. 


153 


.  gamester's  oath  !  he  hath  some  re- 

rvatioD. 

et,  did  I  think  you  troe 

all  that's  good/ 

wrong,  to  think  that  I*d  wrong  yoo. 

^hen  I  lay  agent  last  in  New  Atlantis, 

what  you  now  desire,  a  strange 

f  winning,  but  yet  very  sure. 

le  dan{|er  great,  I'd 

you  thuik 

y  myself,  or  you,  whom  I 

ve  myself?  I  hate  as  yet 

d  left ;  some  part  of  which 

aith,  sir, 

I  require  advice :  if  it  should  come 

luncirs  ear  once,  he  might  be 

her  kingdoms,  to  win  up 

the  relief  o'  th'  state,  and  so 

re  an  honest  kind  of  exile. 

do  e'er  discover,  may  I  want 

)ay  my  ordinary ;  may  I 

stake  (when  there  is  nothing  else 

;ame)  throw  ames-ace  thrice  together ! 

I  forty  pound  in  hand 

may 

le  virtue  oft,  though  not  the  thing : 
ountry  very  well.    **  Your  high 
SIX  are  but  trifles;  your  pois*d  dye, 
sted  with  quicksilver  or  gold, 

this 

roSt  r  him  more,  I  say. 

e's  fifty 

>r  the  bristle  dye,  it  is 

;hat  hand  that  guides  it :  toys  fit  only 

o  win  poor  costermongers  ware  with. 

ou  do  not  come  on  well, 

e's  threescore 

3en  [box, 

ired  thumb  join'd  with  your  wriggled 

id  such  like,  are  not  to  be  talk'dof : 

rn  to  the  eye.     For  cards,  you  may, 

»  help  of  any  secret  word, 

and,  without  the  cut  or  shufHe, 

'd  trick,  have  what  you  will  yourself; 

e  to  contradict  you. 

ou  please 

uct  me,  here  is  fourscore  pound. 


Hear.  Do  y'  think  'tis  money  I  esteem  ?  I  can 
Command  each  tenn  by  art,  as  much  as  will 
Furnish  a  navy.     Hud  you  but  five  pound 
Left  you  in  all  the  world,  I'd  undertake 
Within  one  fortnight  you  should  see  five  t  housand 
Not  that  I  covet  any  of  your  dross, 
But  that  the  power  of  this  art  may  be 
More  demonstrably  evident,  leave  in 
My  Iiands  all  but  some  smaller  sum,  to  set 
Something  to  stake  at  first. 

Shape.  He'll  tell  y('U  all, 
If  you  but  seem  to  trust  him. 

Cfls.  Here  I'll  lav 
Down  in  your  hands  all  but  thi:i  little  portion, 
Which  I  reserve  tor  a  found rition. 

Hear,  Being  y'  are  confident  of  me,  and  I 
Presume  your  lips  are  sealed  up  to  silence, 
Take  that,  which  I  did  never  yet  discover; 
So  help  you  fortune,  me  philosophy. 
(I  must  intreat  your  absence,  Mr  ^hnpe.) 

[Exit  Shapk. 
I  do  presume,  you  know  the  strength  and  pow'r 
That  lies  in  fancy. 

Cat.  Strange  things  are  done  by  it. 

Hear.  It  works  upon  that  which  is  not  as  yet : 
The  little  ^thiop  infant  had  not  been 
^  White  in  his  cradle,  had  he  not  been  first 
White  in  the  mother's  strong  imagination. 
'Tis  thought  the  hairy  child,  that's  shewn  about. 
Came  by  the  mother's  thinking  on  the  picture 
Of  Saint  John  Baptist  in  his  camel's  co:it. 
See  we  not  beasts  conceive,  as  they  do  fancy 
The  present  colours  plac'd  bofore  their  eyes  ? 
We  owe  pyed  colts  unto  the  varied  horse-cloth. 
And  the  white  partridge  to  the  neighbouring 

snow. 
Fancy  can  save  or  kill :  it  hath  clos'd  up 
^°  Wounds  when   the  balsam   could  not,  and 

without 
The  aid  of  salves.     To  think,  hath  been  a  cure. 
For  witchcraft  then,  that's  all  done  by  the  force 
Of  mere  imagination.    That  which  can 
Alter  the  course  of  nature,  I  presume. 
You'll  grant  shall  bear  more  rule  in  petty  hazards. 

Cat.  It  must,  it  must,  good  sir.     I  pray  go  on. 

Hear.   Now   the  strongest  fancies  still   are 
found  to  dwell 


\»gh  and  low  m^ii.— High  men  and  low  men,  are  false  dice. — See  Flcrio's  Dictionartf^  1598, 
These  terms  so  very  oft  occur  in  our  ancient  dramatic  writers,  that  to  quote  examples 
idiess. 

in  hU  eradU.— The  original  edition  reads.  Black  in  htM  cradle ;  hot,  as  this  play  was  not 
J  after  the  author's  death,  it  is  undoubtedly  a  mistake ;  the  epithet  black,  does  not  agree 
>k  from  whence  the  story  is  taken.  JSee  Sir  Kenelm  Digby's  Discourse  touching  the  Cure 
9  the  Powder  of  Sympathy,  4th  edition,  1664,  p.  104  :"  1  told  her  sundrjr  stories  npon 
;  as  that  of  the  iiuecn  of  Ethiopia,  who  was  delivered  of  a  white  boy  ;  which  was  attri- 
»icture  of  the  Blej^sed  Virgin,  which  she  had  always  near  the  tcaster  of  her  bed,  whereunto 
at  devotion.  I  ur;»ed  anotlier,  of  a  woman  who  was  brought  to  bed  of  a  child  all  hairy, 
portrait  of  St  Juhn  Baptist  in  the  wilderness ;  where  he  wore  a  coat  of  camel's  hair," 
t,  ^c. — See  Sir  lienclm  Digby's  Discaursf,  p.  6. 
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In  the  most  simple ;  tbey  being  easiest  won 
To  the  most  firm  belief,  who  understand  not 
VVhu  'tis  they  do  believe.    If  they  think  'twill 
Be  so,  it  will  be  so :  the^  do  command. 
And  check  the  course  of  fortuue ;  they  may  stop 
Thunder,  and  make  it  stand,  as  if  arrested 
In  its  mid  journey.     If  that  such  a  one 
Shall  think  you'll  win,  you  must  win  :  'tis  a  due 
^hat  nature  pays  those  men  in  recompence 
Of  her  deficiency,  that  whate'er  they  tnink 
Shall  come  to  pass.    But  now  the  hardest  will  be 
To  find  out  one  that's  capable  of  thinking. 

Cas.  I  know  you  can  produce  an  instrument 
To  work  this  your  design  by.  L<et  me  owe  you 
The  whole  and  entire  courtesy. 

Hear,  I've  one 
Committed  to  my  custody  but  lately ; 
The  powerfuirst  that  way,  I  e'er  found  yet : 
He  will  but  think  he  shall  be  abus*d  in  such 
A  company,  and  he's  abus'd :  be  will 
Imagine  only  that  he  shall  be  cheated. 
And  he  is  cheated  :  all  still  comes  to  pass. 
He's  but  one  pin  above  a  natural :  but 

Cas,  We'll  purchase  bim :  I'll  take  up  for't. 
Old  Simon 
Shall  have  my  farm  outright  now.    What's  a 

piece 
Of  dirty  earth  to  me?   a  clod?  a  turf  ? 

Hear.  Because  I  see  your  freer  nature's  such 
As  doth  deserve  supplies,  I'll  do  my  best 
To  win  him  o'er  a  while  into  your  service. 

Cas,  If  I  should  strive  to  pay  you  thanks,  I 
should 
But  undervalue  this  great  courtesy. 
Sir,  give  me  leave  to  think  and  worship.    Stay ; 
First,  will  I  beggar  all  the  gentlemen 
That  do  keep  terms;  then  build  with  what  I  win* 
Next,  I'll  undo  all  gaming  citizens. 
And  purchase  upon  that:  The  foreman  shall 
Want  of  his  wonted  opportunities ; 
Old  Thomas  shall  keep  nome,  I  warrant  him. 
I  will  ascend  to  the  groom-porter's  next. 
Fly  higher  games,  and  make  my  mincing  knights 
Walk  musing  in  tlieir  knotty  frieze  abroad ; 
For  they  shall  have  no  home.  There  shall  not  be 
That  pleasure  but  Til  baulk :  I'll  run  o'er  Nature ; 
And  when  I've  ransack'd  her,  I'll  weary  Art; 
My  means  I'm  sure  will  reach  it.    Let  me  see, 
'Twill  yearly  be — by  Ileav'n  I  know  not  what — 

Hear,  Ne'er  thmk  to  sum  it,  'tis  impossible ; 
You  shall  ne'er  know  what  angels,  pieces,  pounds, 
Tliose  names  of  want  and  beggary,  mean;  your 

tongue 
Shall  utter  nought  but  millions :  you  shall  mei^ 

sure. 
Not  count  your  moneys;  your  revenues  shall 
Be  proud,  and  insolent,  and  unruly ;         [ings, 
They  shall  increase  above  your  conquer'd  spend-  | 


In  spite  of  their  excess ;  your  care  shall  be 
Only  to  tame  your  riches,  and  to  make  them 
Grow  sober,  and  obedient  to  your  use. 

Cas.  I'll  send  some  forty  thousand  unto  Paul's; 
Build  a  cathedral  next  in  ^'  Banbury ; 
Give  organs  to  each  parish  in  the  kingdom ; 
And  so  root  out  the  unmusical  elect. 
I'll  pay  all  soldiers  whom  their  captains  tvou't^ 
Raise  a  new  hospital  for  those  mairo'd  people 
That  have  been  hurt  in  gaming ;  then  build  up 
All  colleges,  that  ruin  hath  deroolish'd. 
Or  interruption  left  unperfect. 

Hear.  'Twill  ne'er  be  done,  I  think,  unle&a 
you  do  it. 
Provide  the  wealthiest  gamesters ;  there's  but  on^ 
Tiling  that  can  do  us  wrong,  discovery. 
You  have  no  enemy,  but  frailty. 

Cas,  Night  and  silence  are  loud  names,  cook^ 

rir'd  with  me. 
see  the  tide  of  fortune  rolling  in 
Without  resistance.    Go,  be  close,  and  happ 

[Eseu 

SCENE  IV. 

Andrew,  Meanwell. 

And,  Upon  my  conscience  now,  he 
me; 
I  could  have  never  lost  it  else  so  strangely. 
Mean.  What  is  a  paltry  cloak  to  a  man  o/ 
worth } 
It  barr'd  men  only  o'  th'  sight  of  your  body; 
Your  handsomeness  will  now  appear  the  better. 
And,  He  was  as  like  our  MrShape  as  ooukl  be; 
But  that  he  had  n  patch  upon  his  cheek, 
And  a  black  beard,!  should  have  sworn  'twere  he; 
It  was  somebody  in  his  clothes,  I'm  sure. 
AJean,  Some  cunning  cheater,  upon  my  Iif<?i 
won 
His  cloak  and  suit  too. 

And,  There  it  is  for  certain. 
Pies  take  him !  doth  be  play  for  cloaks  still? 

Surely 
He  hath  a  fly  only  to  win  g^od  clothes. 

Enter  Shape. 

Shape,  The  pox  and  plague  Uke  all  ill  fortooe! 
this 
The  second  time  that  he  hath  cheated  me; 
My  very  best  suit  that  I  had ! 

And.  How  now ! 
What  lost  your  cloak,  and  suit  ?  A  jest,  I  rov ; 
I  vow  a  pretty  jest :  Odspigs  I  guess'd  so ; 
I  saw  him  have  it  on ;  it  made  him  look  as  liW 

you. 
As  like  you 


^  _  _         — Tis  a  rogue,  a  meer  decoj. 

Shape,  A  rogue,  a  meer  decoy !   and  yet  like 
me! 


J*  Banbury, — From  Bishop  Corhett's  Iter  Boreale.    This  town  appears  to  have  b€<:n  iisbabit«4 
chiefly  by  Puritans.     Mr  Dodd,  mentioned  in  A.  4.  S.  5.  was  minister  there, 
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Naj  hold,  I  mean  be  is  a  I'ogue,  when 
that 

his  own  clothes  on.   D*yoa  think  that  I 
all  him  so,  when  he  is  in  vour  suit? 
.  No  more  of  that,   good  Andrew,  as 
you  love  me ; 
rour  wit. 

»eak,  tutor,  Do  I  use 

7  speak,  good  tutor. 
.  That  wit,  Andrew, 
,  will  be  tfa*  undoing  of  you,  if 
t  no  better. 

Faith,  I  thought  I  might 
oke  a  witty  jest  upon  him,  being 
my  cloak. 

.  True ;  but  he  has  lost  his  too : 
n  jfoo  know  that  is  not  lawful  wit. 

Enter  Hearsay. 

Here's  Mr  Credulous,    and  old  Sir 

Tliomas ; 

ve  some  business  with  you. 
.  Bring  'em  in. 
.  My  business  lies  not  here,  sirs ;  fare 

you  well.  [Exit  Shape. 

For  God's  sake  don't  you  tell  old  Sim. 

oo't  now. 

SCENE  V. 

PI  Sir  Thomas  Bitefig,  Credulous. 

.  God  sare  you,  good  Sir  Thomas. 

.  Save  yon,  sir. 

.  You're  welcome,  Mr  Credulous. 

Come  hither; 

do  you  steal  now?    What!   Where's 

your  cloak  ? 

Going  to  foils  e'en  now,  I  put  it  off. 
.  To  tell  you  truth,  he  hath  lost  it  at 

doublets. 

With  what  a  lye  you'd  flap  me  in  the 

mouth ! 
St  the  readiest  invention 

)flf  any  thing thou  had'st  it  from 

Lher,  I'll  be  sworn :  T  ne'er  came  from 

me. 
.  Peace,  as  you  love  yourself;  if  thi^t 

the  knight 
once  perceive  that  he  were  given  to 

gammjb 
make  hmi  break  the  match  off  presently. 

Sir  Thomas,  here's  my  son ;  he  may  be 

yours, 
lease  to  accept  him. 
Father,  don't 

*  away  for  this:  try  me  once  more. 
.  I  like  his  person  well  enough,  if  that 
ake  him  an  estate  convenient. 
.  He  hath  more  in  him,  sir,  than  he  can 

shew: 

one  faulty  he's  something  covetous. 


Sir  T,  Marr^f !  a  very  commendable  fault 

Cred.  He  is  descended  of  no  great  high  blood : 
He  hath  a  house,  although  he  came  of  none : 
His  grandfather  was  a  good  livery-man. 
Paid  scot  and  lot,  old  Timothy  Credulous, 
My  fatlier ;  though  I  say  it,  that  should  not. 

Sir  T,  I  don't  regard  this  thing,  that  you  call 
blood; 
Tis  a  meer  name,  a  sound. 

Mean.  Your  worship  speaks 
Just  like  yourself;  methinks  he's  noble. 
That's  truly  rich :  men  may  talk  much  of  lines, 
Of  arms,  of  blood,  of  race,  of  pedigree, 
Houses,  descents,  and  families ;   they  are         ^ 
But  empty  noise,  God  knows ;   the  idle  breath 
Of  that  puff  nothing,  Honour :  formal  words. 
Fit  for  tne  tongues  of  men  that  ne'er  knew  yet 
What  stem,  what  gentry,  oay,  what  virtue,  lies 
In  great  revenues. 

Sir  T,  Well  and  pithy  said ! 
You  may  work  on  my  daughter,  and  prevail 
For  that  young  striplmg :  Tis  a  foolish  wench, 
An  unexperienc'd  girl ;  she'd  like  to  have  been 
Caught  by  Sir  Robert  Littleworth's  son,  if  that 
I  had  not  banish'd  him  my  house ;  a  youth 
Honest  enough,  I  think,  but  that  he's  poor ; 
Bom  to  more  name  than  fortune. 

Cred,  He  is  safe 
For  ever  wooing.    I  have  laid  his  father 
Out  of  harm's  way ;  there's  picking  meat  for  him ; 
And  God  knows  where  he  s  gone ;  he  hath  not 

been 
Seen  this  lon^j  while ;  he's  sure  tum'd  vagabond ; 
No  stght  of  him  since  th'  arrest  of  his  father. 
Andrew,  address  yourself  to  good  Sir  Thomas. 

And.  'Slid,  fother,  you're  the  strangest  man— 
I  won't. 

Cred.   As  God  shall  mend  me,  thou'rt  the 

proudest  thing 

Thou  can'st   not  compliment,    but   in    capa- 
risons. 

And.  What's  that  to  you  ?  Pd  fain  say  some- 
thing yet ; 
But  that  I  can't,  m^  losses  do  so  vex  me. 

Cred.  Come,  thmk  not  on't,  my  boy;  I'll 
furnish  thee. 

And.  Sir,  though 

Cred.  Nay,  to't,  I  say ;  help  him,  sir,  help  him. 

And.  Sir,  tho'  without  my  cloak  tit  this  time — 

To-morrow  I  shall  have  one give  me  leave 

Barely  to  say 1  am  your  servant,  sir • 

In  hose  and  doublet. 

Cred.  I'll  do  what  you  told  me. 

Hear.  Take  heed :  if  that  you  do't,  he'll  guess 
you're  given 
To  idle  spendings,  and  so  cross  the  match. 
I  will  invite  him  as  to  myself. 

Cred.  Do  so. 

Hear.  Sir  Thomas,  if  you'll  please  so  far  to 
grace  us, 
As  be  a  guest  to-morrow  here,  we  shall 
Study  hereafter  to  deserve  the  finvoiir, 
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Sir  T.  Although  I  do  uot  use  to  eat  at  ordi- 
naries ; 
Yet,  to  accept  your  courtesy,  good  friends, 
rU  break  my  wonted  custom. 


Hear.  You  shall  have  it 
With  a  free  heart. 

Sir  T.  If  I  thouehc  otherwise, 
I  do  assure  you,  I'd  not  venture  hither.  \^Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  I. 

Motk,  **  Harrow,  alas !  I  ^^  swelt  here  as  I 
'♦  Brenuing  in  fire  of  little  Cupido.  [go ; 

I  no  where  heart  yfecl,  but  on  mine  head. 
Huh,  huh,  huh,  so ;  ycapred  very  wele. 
I  am  thine  leeke,  thou  Chaucer  eloquent ; 
Mine  head  is  white,  but  oh !  mine  taile  is  green. 
This  is  the  palyes  where  mine  lady  wendeth. 

^^  Saint  Francb  and  Saint  Benedight, 
BUsse  this  house  frotn  wicked  wight ; 
From  the  night-mare,  and  the  goblin, 
That  is  hight,  Good-fellow  Robin ; 
Keep  it  from  all  evil  spirits, 
Fairies,  weezels,  rats,  and  ferrets : 

From  Curfew-time 

To  the  next  prime. 

Come  forth,  mine  duck,  mine  bryd,  mine  honey- 
comb; 
Come  forth,  mine  cinamon. 

Enter  Mrs  Pot  luck. 

Pot.  Who  is*t  that  calls? 

Moth.  A  knight  most  gent. 

Pot.  What  is  your  pleasure,  sir  ? 

Moth.  Thou  art  mine  pleasure,  by  dame  Ve- 
nus brent; 
So  fresh  thou  art,  and  therewith  so  '^  lycand. 

Pot,  Alas !  I  am  not  any  flickering  thing  : 
I  cannot  boast  of  that  slieht-fading  gift 
You  men  call  beauty ;  all  my  handsomeness 
Is  my  good-breedine,  and  my  honesty. 
I  could  plant  red,  wnere  you  now  yellow  see ; 
But  painting  shews  an  hsirlot. 

Moth,  Harlot;  so 
Called  from  one  Harlotha,  concubine 
To  '^  deignous  Wilhelme,  hight  the  Conqueror. 

Pot.    Were  he  ten  Williams,   and  ten  con- 
querors, 


Vd  have  him  know't,  I  scorn  to  be  his  harlot. 
I  never  yet  did  take  press-money  to 
Serve  under  any  one. 

Moth.  Then  take  it  now. 
Werme   kiss!    Thine  lips  y taste  like  marrow 

milk ; 
Me  thinketh  that  fresh  butter  runneth  on  them. 
I  grant  well  now,  I  do  enduren  woe, 
As  sharp  as  doth  the  Tityus  in  hell, 
Whose  stomach  fowls  do  ^'  tyren  e\er  more, 
That  highten  vultures,  as  do  telleu  clerks. 
Pot.  You*ve  spoke  my  meaning,  though  I  do 
not  know 
What  'tis  you  said.    Now,  see  the  fortune  oo't; 
We  do  know  one  another's  souls  already ; 
The  other  must  needs  follow.     Where's  your 
dwelling  ? 
Moth.  Ycloseby  Aldersgate  there  dwellethooe 
Wights  clypen  Robert  Moth ;  now  ''  Aldersgate 
Is  hotten  so  from  one  that  Aldrich  hight; 
Or  else,  of  elders;  that  is,  ancient  men; 
Or  else  of  aldern-trees,  which  growden  there; 
Or  else,  as  Heralds  say,  from  Aluredus : 
But  whencesoe  er  this  *°yate  ycalled  is. 
There  dwelleth  Robert  Moth,  thine  paramour. 

Pot.  Can  you  be  constant  unto  me,  as  I 
Can  be  to  you  ? 

Moth,  tiy  Woden,  God  of  Saxons,         [day; 
From  whence  comes  Weusd  ay;  thatis,  Wodeos- 
Truth  is  a  thing  that  ever  I  will  keep. 
Unto  thylke  day  in  which  I  oreep  into 
My  sepulchre ;  I'll  be  as  fiiithful  to  thee, 
^'  As  Chaunticleer  to  Madam  Partelot. 

Pot.  Here  then,  I  give  away  my  heart  to  yoa, 
As  true  a  lieart  as  ever  widow  gave. 

Moth.  I  Robert  Moth,  ^^  this  tenth  of  our  kiogi 
Give  to  thee,  Joan  Potluck,  my  biggest  ^^  cramp- 
ring: 
And  with  it  my  carcase  entire  I  bequcathen 
Under  my  foot  to  hell,  above  my  head  to  Heaven; 


5*  Harrow.— See  Mr  Tynvhlt's  Note  on  Chaucer,  Vol.  IV.  p.  239. 

53  Sbpett.— Faint      T.  «♦  Btnming.-^Bvimmg.      T. 

55  Saint  Francis. — See  Notes  to  MidtHmmer  Nights  Dream,  A.  2.  S.  1. 

56  jLycini — ^Agreeable,  pleasing.  57  D«yjMM«.~Di8dainful.      T. 
5«  7y«i.— See  Note  36  to  ComeUa,  DodsIey*s  Old  Plays,  Vol.  II.  p.  299. 

59  Atderagate.—See  Stpwe's  Survey  qfljmdon,  Strype's  edition,  1720,  Vol.  I.  B.  2.  p.  18. 

CO  Yate,—G$ie. 

6'  As  Chaunticleer  to  Madam  Partelot. — ^The  names  of  Chaucer's  cock  and  hen.     S. 

^^ this  tenth  of  our  king. — So  that  this  play  was  written  in  1634.      S.  P. 

63  crumbing. — ^These  rings  were  sometimes  made  out  of  the  handles  of  decay'd  co^Sm ;  apd  in 

more  ancient  times  were  consecrated  at  the  ceremony  of  creeping  the  cross,  of  which  an  iiccouot  it 
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lesse  that  this  is  sooth, 

Hp  with  m^  tooth. 

h  for  a  while  our  bodies  now  must 

ill  be  joinM  hereafter, 
and  must  we  part  ?    Alas !    and 
L  we  so  ? 
no  ^'  bet,  now  gang  in  peace. 

[Exit  POTLUCK. 

ito  mine  bed  I  gin  to  sink 
as  Vm  wont  to  ^  done,  yet  all 
oght ;  I  may  well  lig  and  wink, 
II  there  none  in  this  heart  vsink. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  n. 

»us,  and  Shape  dogging  him, 
ow  the  mortgage  is  mine  own  out- 

i  faith  of  my  body  now 

thing,  o'  my  corporal  oath, 

thing.     Besides  the  house, 

i  gardens,  some  two  hundred  acres 

beareth  as  good  country  corn, 

3m,  as  may  be. 

['d  have  it. 

now,  good  friend?  Where  dost 
I  live  ? 

)w  Caster's  farm  ? 
,  sir ;  I  fear  'tis  gone, 
form  is  cast  away ! 
St! 

good  one  of  a  country  one; 
wit  there  too.     Then  thou  dost 
wr  it  ? 

n  afraid  I  shall  not  know  it  long ; 
y  acquaintance. 
,s,  another ! 

IS  head,  a  dangerous  brain ! 
1  bless  my  master ;  and  the  devil 

e. 

!  that's  not  quite  so  good 

wo ;  tliat  somebody  else,  is  me  : 

ill  see  bow  he'll  abuse  n^e  here 

face).    Why  somebody  else,  good 

her? 


Shape,  The  rich  gout  rot  his  bones ;  an  hun- 
^ry,  old, 
Hard  ^ripmg  citizen,  that  onlv  feeds 
On  heirs  and  orphans  goods,  they  say  must  have  it : 
One  that  ne'er  had  the  wisdom  to  be  honest ; 
And's  therefore  knave,  'cause  'tis  the  easier  art. 
I  know  he  hath  not  given  half  the  worth  ou*t. 
Tis  a  meer  cheat. 

Cred,  'Slid,  brother,  thou  hast  paid  him 
To  th'  utmost,  though  he  hath  not  paid  thy  master. 
Now  is  my  wit  up  too:  This  land,  I  see, 
Will  make  men  tnrive  i'  th'  brain. 

Shape,  Would  he  were  here, 
Whoe  er  he  be,  I'd  give  him  somewhat  more 
Into  the  bargain :  a  base  thin  iaw'd  sneaksbiU, 
Thus  to  work  gallants  out  of  afi.    It  grieves  me 
That  my  poor  tenement  too  goes  into  th'  sale. 

Cred,  What  have  I  done?  Now,wit,deliverme! 
If  he  know  I  am  he,  he'll  cut  my  thioat; 
I  never  shall  enjoy  it.    Sure  it  was 
Your  master's  seeking,  friend !  he  would  ne'er  else 
Have  had  to  do  with  it;  he  that  bought  it  is 
A  very  honest  man ;  and  if  you  please  him 
Will  deal  with  you.    I  may  speak  a  word 
In  your  behalf:  Twon't  be  the  worse  for  you. 

Shape,  I'm  going,  sir,  unto  him ;  do  you  know 
Where  I  may  find  him  ? 

Cred.  What  if  I  am  he  ? 

Sh4xpe,  I  am  afraid  he  is  not  half  so  honest 
As  you  do  seem. 

Cred,  Faith,  I'm  the  same ;  I  try'd 
What  metal  thou  was't  made  of:  I  perceive 
Thou  wilt  not  ^^  flinch  for  th'  wetting;   thou 

may'st  be 
My  bailiff  there,  perhaps. 

Shape,  An't  please  your  worship ! 

Cred,  So,  now  the  case  is  alterM. 

Shape.  I  do  know 
It  was  my  master's  seeking ;  you  would  ne'er 
Have  had  to  do  with 't  else.    He  sent  me  to  you 
For  the  last  hundred  pound,  by  the  same  token. 
That  you  invited  him  to  th'  eatins-house. 

Cred,  (O  this  simplicity  !  He  does  not  know 
Yet  what  an  ordinary  means.)    I  was  now  coming 
To  have  paid  it  in. 

Shape,  I'll  save  your  worship  that 
Labour,  an't  please  you :  Let  me  now  begin 
My  bailiff-ship. 


te  on  The  Merry  DevH  of  Edwumton,  with  reference  to  the  observations  of  Dr  Percy  on 
trUttui  Household  Book,  1512.      S. 

s  were  formerly  worn  as  charms  for  curing  of  the  cramp.    See  Brookes's  Naiural  His- 
p.  206.      S.  P. 

hiefte,  &c. — Alluding  to  the  old  way  of  biting  the  wax,  usually  red,  in  sealing  deeds.  S.  P. 
usually  was  this : 

<*  And  to  witness  this  is  sooth, 

I  bite  the  wax  with  my  wang  tooth." — See  Cowell's  Interpreter, 

etter.      T.  ^  Dojie,— Do.      T. 

chfiyr  th*  wetting,-^An  allusion  to  the  effects  of  water  on  cloth  ill  woven. 
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Cr€d.  'SnigV^  wiser  yet  than  so. 
Where  is  thy  master  ? 

Shape.  Sir,  my  master's  here, 
I  thank  my  stars !  But  Mr  Caster  is 
At  an  horse-race  some  ten  miles  off. 

Cred.  Why  then 
ril  stay  till  he  returns ;  'twili  be  by  dinner. 

Shape.  Yoar  best  way's  now  to  send  it ;  if  by 
chance 
The  race  go  on  his  side,  yoar  worship  may 
Fail  of  your  purchase. 

Cred.  'Snigs,  and  thafs  considerable. 
Here,  here,  make  haste  with  it ;  but  ere  thou  goest, 
Tell  me,  is*t  a  pretty  thing  ? 

Shape.  Cy  my  corporal  oath, 
A  very  pretty  thing.    Besides  the  house, 
Orcharas,  and  gardens,  some  two  hundred  acres 
Of  land  that  beareth  as  good  country  corn ; 
God  give  yoa  luck  on't ! 

Cred.  Right,  as  I  did  say, 
£t^  word  by  word.    But  pr*ythee  stay  a  little ; 
What  meadow-ground's  there  ?  Pasture  in  pro- 
portion ? 

Shape,  As  you  would  wish,  sir.   I*m  in  haste. 

Cred,  Nay,  bailiff,  [place 

Bat  one  word  more,  and  I  have  done ;  What 
Is  there  to  dry  wet  linen  in  ? 

Shape,  O  twenty. 
To  bang  up  clothes,  or  any  thing  you  please; 
Your  worsnip  cannot  want  line-room.    God  be 
wi*  you ! 

Cred.  But  this  once,  and 

Shape,  I  must  be  gone  The  race. 

IjExi^  Shape. 
igent  thou  art 
To  little  purpose.    'Snig9, 1  pity  him : 
What  haste  he  malces  to  cheat  himself!  poor 

fool! 
Now  I  am  safe,  the  wretch  must  pardon  me 
For  his  pool*  tenement;  all's  mine.    1*11  sow 
One  ground  or  other  every  month  with  pease : 
And  so  I  will  have  green  ones  all  the  year. 
These  yeomen  have  no  policy  i'  th*  world. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  III. 

PrISCI LLA,  MeaNWELL. 

Pris,  Pray  ye  entertain  yourself  awhile,  until 
I  give  my  mistress  notice  of  your  presence, 
['d  leave  a  book  with  you,  but  that  I  see 
You  are  a  gentleman :  perhaps  you'll  find 
Some  pretty  stories  in  the  hangings  there. 

Mean.  Thank  you,  sweetheart. 

Prit,  (A  very  proper  man  !) 
If 't  lie  in  me  to  do  you  any  pleasure, 
Pray  you,  sir,  use  me ;  you  shall  find  me  ready. 

fExit  Priscilla. 
that:  These  im- 
plements, 
These  chamber-properties  are  such  ripe  things. 
They'll  fall  with  the  least  touch.    From  twelve 
to  twenty 


I  They  think  that  others  are  to  sue  to  them ; 
When  once  they've  pass'd  these  limits,  they  make 

bold, 
I  cannot  say  to  woo,  that's  something  modest, 
But  ask  downright  themselves. 

Enter  Mrs  Janb. 

Jafie.  Leave  us,  Priscilla, 
And  wait  without  a  while. 

Mean,  Fair  mistress,  pardon 
The  boldness  of  a  stranger,  who  uncivilly 
Thus  interrupts  your  better  thoughts. 

Jane.  May  I 
Demand  your  business  ? 

Mean.  Under  favour  thus : 
Not  to  use  farther  circumstance,  fair  virgin, 
(And  yet  less  fair,  'cause  virgin,)  you  are  one 
That  are  the  thoii|ht,  the  care,  the  aim,  the  striCW 
I  should  not  err  if  I  should  say  the  madness. 
Of  all  young  men ;  all  sighs,  all  folded  arms,' 
All  o'ercast  looks,  all  broken  sleeps  are  ow'd 
Only  to  you. 

Jane,  I'm  sorry  I  should  be 
A  trouble  unto  any :  If  I  could 
Afford  the  remedy  as  well  as  now 
I  do  your  grief,  assure  yourself  that  cure 
Shall  be  the  birth  of  my  next  action. 

Mean.  That  cure  is  my  request.    If  that 
were 
Mine  own  suit,  I  had  us*d  no  circumstance. 
Young  master  Credulous,  a  proper  man 
(For  sure  he  shall  be  rich),  one  whom  the  whoi^ 

List  of  our  city>virffins  doat  on ^you 

Conceive  the  rest,  1  know. 

Jane.  Alas  !  What  ails  him  ? 
I'll  not  be  slack  to  do  hinv  luiy  good. 

Mean,  Tis  in  your  power.     He  is  very  mucB: 

If  you  will  know't But  sure  you  will  not  gr^*' 

If  I  shouid  tell  you 

Jane,  If  you  thus  presume 
That  I  am  hard,  you  onlv  ask  denial ; 
Your  expectation's  cross  d,  except  you  Tail. 

Mean.  If  you  will  know  it  then,  he  is  in  Iot^ 

Jane,  I  pity  him  indeed,  poor  heart:  Wil 
«vnom? 

Mean,  Even  with  your  beauteous  self. 

Jane.  'Tis  not  well  done 
To  scoff  one  ne'er  did  injure  you. 

Mean.  I  vow 
By  all  that's  good,  by  your  fair  self,  I  am 
As  tender  of  you  as  that  blest  one  is. 
Whoe'er  he  fa!e,  that  loves  you  moat.    If  I 
In  any  case  abuse  you,  let  me  be 
More  miserable  than  Littleworth. 

Jane.  Is  he  become  expression?  Is  his  fate 
The  period  of  ill  wishes  ?  Sure  he  never 
Deserv'd  so  ill  from  you. 

Mean,  1  don't  reflect 
Upon  his  ruin'd  fortunes,  but  your  coldness. 
And  sure  I  may  call  him  unhappy,  whom 
You  do  neglect. 

Jane,  That  man^  where-e'er  he  be. 
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er  than  yourself;  and  were  he  here, 
lid  see  hira  receiv'd,  and  yourself  scorn'd, 
.    I  do  not  think  so,  liidy;   sure  you 

would 
ore  of  me  than  so.    I'll  bring  the  man 
confute  you. 

It  may  be  I  might 

J  the  better  something  for  tliat  office, 

5ht  enter  here. 

.  Nay,  I  could  tell 

LSt  him  off:  alas,  you  need  not  hide  it, 

:  from  himself. 

Doth  he  think  so?  Could  I  but  see 

him- 
.  If  his  sight  can  bring 
least  joy  unto  you  (as  perhaps 
ike  some  pleasure  in  his  misery) 
11  enjoy  it. 

I  do  fear  you  promise 

raise  my  hopes  a  while,  and  then 

aph  in  their  ruin. 

.  That  you  may 

my  breast  and  tongue  agree,  I'll  leave 
g  with  you  till  I  return  again. 

My  Littleworth !    Fool  that  I  was : 

could  I 

this  while  perceive  'twas  thee?   Why 
didst  thou 
ly  Jov  thus  long,  by  suffering  me 
d  i'  tV  cloud  ? 
I.  Alas !  I  guess'd  I'd  been 
us  to  thee  now;    that  thou  would'st 

look 
sease  more  mildly  than  on  me ; 
erty  is  counted  a  contagion. 

1  call  this  kiss  to  witness  (which  I  wish, 
ve  falee,  may  be  the  last  to  me 
friends  pay  dying  friends)  I  ne'er  will  be 
than  thine. 

I.  I  like  the  vow  so  well, 
e  same  way  I'll  seal  my  promise  too. 
ve  not  as  thou,  (that  is,  most  constant,) 
is  kiss,  be,  that  I  may  wish  it  worse, 
tat  which  is  due  to  departing  souls, 
t  that  I  shall  take  from  thee.     I  am 
re,  but  yet  unknown  to  them  that  seud 

me, 
mother's  spokes-man.    The  man  is 
olish  son  of  Mr  Credulous : 
lust  pretend  some  liking.      'Twas  thy 

father 
d  me  this  access  to  win  thee  for  him  ; 
I  no  way  aVerse.     'T  shall  be  my  care 
ring  things  about,  that  thou  shalt  be 
y  consent  in  spite  of  misery. 
.  Be  secret,  and  love  prosper  thy  design  ! 

[Exit  Jane. 
n.  Hnppy  that  man  that  meets  such  faith- 
fulness ! 
ot  think  k  had  been  in  the  sex. 
'  not  now  what's  misery.     Peace !  my 
fair  [Musick, 

»wing  the  lute  with  her  blest  touch. 

OL.    III. 


A  SONG  [within]. 

1.  ComCy  0  cotnCf  I  brook  no  itay  • 
He  doth  not  hue,  that  can  delay. 

See  how  the  itealing  nighty 
Hath  blotted  out  the  light, 
And  taperi  do  supply  the  day, 

2.  To  be  chaste  it  to  be  old ; 

And  that  foolish  girl  that's  cold 

Is  fourscore  at  fifteen : 

Desires  do  write  us  green. 
And  looser  flames  our  youth  unfold. 

Mean.  'T  cannot  be  her,  her  voice  was  ne^er 
prophan'd 
With  such  immodest  numbers. 

S.  See  the  first  taper's  almost  gone. 

Thy  flame  like  that  will  straight  be  none, 
And  I  as  it  expire. 
Not  able  to  hold  fire ; 
She  loseth  time,  that  lies  alone. 

Mean.  Tis  the  breath 
Of  something  troubled  with  virginity. 

4.  O  let  us  cherish  then  these  powers, 
Whiles  we  yet  may  call  them  ours : 
Then  we  best  spend  our  time, 
When  no  dull  zealous  chime. 
But  sprightful  kisses  strike  the  hours. 

Enter  Priscilla. 

Mean.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 

Pris.  Only  to  please  you,  sir. 

Mean.  Sweetest  of  things,  was't  thou?  P  faith 
I  guess'd 
T  could  be  no  other's  melody  but  yours. 
There  have  been  many  of  your  sex  much  given 
Unto  this  kind  of  musick. 

Pris.  Sappho  was 
Excellent  at  it:  But  Amphion  he, 
He  was  the  man  that  out-did  all ;  'tis  said 
Of  him,  that  he  could  draw  stones  with  the  sound 
Of  his  sweet  strings.    I'd  willingly  arrive 
At  some  perfection  in  the  quality. 

Mean.  I  do  acknowledge  your  desires  most 
prone. 
This  for  your  trouble. 

Pris.  I  am  not  mercenary. 
Your  acceptation  is  reward  enough. 

Mean.  You  have  it  then. 

Pris.  Beauty  go  with  you,  sir. 

[Exeunt  several  ways. 

SCENE  IV. 

Credulous,  Hearsay,  Slicer  ;  to  them  Sir 
Thomas  Bitefig,  Have-at-all,  Caster,  as 
to  the  Ordinary. 

Cred.  You  Ve  welcome,  friends,  as  I  may  say— 
Hear.  You  do  forget. 
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Cred,  That  am  a  guest  a»  well  as  you. 

SiL  Most  noble  sons  of  fortune,  and  of  valour, 
You  grace  us  with  your  presence  :   you  roust 

pardon 
Our  small  provision. 

Hear.  No  variety  here, 
But  you,  most  noble  guests,  whose  gracious  looks 
Must  make  a  dish  or  two  become  a  feast. 

Hav.  ril  be  as  free  as  'twere  mine  own. 

Cas.  Who  thinks 
On  any  thing  that  borders  upon  sadness. 
May  he  ne'er  know  what's  mirth,  but  when  others 
Lau^h  at  his  sullen  wrinkles ! 

Have,  We  will  raise 
A  noise  enough  to  wake  an  alderman, 
Or  a  cast  captain,  when  the  reck'jiing  is 
About  to  pay. 

Cred,  Hang  thinking,  'snigs  I'll  be 
As  merry  as  a  pismire.    Come,  lei*s  in. 

Sli.  Let's  march  in  order  military,  sirs. 

Hav.  That's  well  remember'd,  most  complete 
lieutenant.  [Ejeuni  as  to  the  Ordinary, 

SCENE  V. 

KiMEWELL,  Bagsuot,  Vtcar  Catciimev,  Sir 

Christopher. 

Rime.  Come,  my  most  noble  order  of  the  club ; 
'Cause  none  will  else,  let*s  make  much  of  our- 
selves. 
His  letter  may  procure  a  dinner  yet. 

Bag.  Cheer  up.  Sir  Kit,  thou  look*st  too  spi- 
ritually : 
I  see  too  much  of  the  tithe-pig  in  thee. 

Chris.  I*m  not  so  happy :  Kit^s  as  hungry  now 
As  a  besieged  city,  and  as  dry 
As  a  Dutch  commentator.    This  vile  world 
Ne*er  thinks  of  qualities:  good  trutli,  I  think 
't*  hath  much  to  answer  for.     Thy  poetry, 
Rimewell,  and  thy  voice,  vicar  Catchmey,  and 
Thy  law  too,  Bagshot,  is  contemn'd :  *  lis  pity 
Professions  should  be  slighted  thus.     The  day 
Will  come  perhaps,  when  that  the  commonwealth 
May  need  such  men  as  we.     There  was  a  time 
When  coblers  were  made  churclwnen ;  and  those 

WackM 
SmutchM  creatures,  thrust  into  white  surplices, 
Looked  like  so  many  magpies,  and  did  speak 
Just  as  they,  by  rote.     But  now  the  land 
Surfeits,  forsooth.     Poor  labourers  in  divinity 
Can't  earn  their  groat  a  clay,  unless  it  be 
Heading  of  the  cliristian  burial  for  the  dead : 
When  they  ev'n  for  that  reason  truly  thank 
God  for  thus  taking  this  their  brother  to  him. 

Catch.  Something  prophane,  Sir  Christopher. 

Chris.  When  I 
Level  my  larger  thoughts  unto  the  basis 


Of  thy  deep  shallowness,  am  I  prophane  ? 
Henceforth  1*11  speak,  or  rather  not  speak,  for 
I  will  speak  darUy. 

Catch.  There's  one  comfort  then, 
You  will  be  brief. 

Chris.  My  briefness  is  prolix ; 
Thy  mind  is  bodily,  thy  soul  corporeal ; 
And  all  thy  subtile  faculties  are  not  subtile; 
Thy  subtilty  is  duhiess.     I  am  strong ; 
I  will  not  he  conceiv'd  by  such  mechanicks. 

Rime.  I  do  conceive  you  though,  Sir  Chri 
topber, 
My  muse  doth  sometimes  take  the  .self-san 
flight. 

Chris.  Fauci f  pauci  quos  aquus  amavit. 
But  ^^  quadragesimal  wits,  and  fancies  lean 
As  ember  weeks  (which  therefore  I  call  lean, 
Because  they  're  fat)  these  I  do  doom  unto 
A  knowing  ignorance;  he  that's  conceiv*d 
By  such  is  not  conceiv'd ;  sense  is  non-sense 
If  understood  by  them.     Fm  strong  again. 

Rime.  You  err,  most  orthodoxly,  sweet  Sir  Ki 

Chris.  I  love  that  though  I  hate  it ;  and  I  hai 
A  kind  of  disagreeing  consent  to't. 
I'm  strong,  I'm  strong  again.     Let's  keep  the 

two 
In  desperate  hope  of  understanding  us. 
Kiddles  and  clouds  are  very  lights  of  speech, 
ril  veil  my  careless  anxious  thoughts,  as  'twer 
In  a  perspicuous  cloud,  that  I  may 
Whisper  ni  a  loud  voice,  and  ev'n  be  silent 
When  I  do  utter  words.    Words  did  I  call  them 
My  words  shall  be  no  words ;  my  voice  no  voice 
My  noise  no  noise ;  my  very  language  silenc 
Vm  strong,  I'm  strong.     Good  sir,  you  unde 
stand  not. 

Bag,  Nor  do  desire :    'tis  merely  froth  an 
barm, 
The  yest  that  makes  your  thin  small  sermoi 
work. 

Chris.  Thou  hold'st  thy  peace  most  vocall; 
Again ! 

Catch.  I  hate  this  bilk. 

Chris.  Thou  lovest,  'cause  thou  dost  hate. 
Thy  injuries  are  courtesies.     Strong  again  ! 

Catch.  Good  Sampson,  use  not  this  your  ass 
jaw-bone. 

Chris.     Thou'st  got  my  love  by  losing  it :  tlw 
earnest 
Jest  hath  regain'd  my  soul.  Sampson  was  strong 
He  kill'd  a  thousand  with  an  ass's  jaw>bone. 

Enter  a  Servant,  as  passing  by. 

And  so  will  I.    'St,  'st !— Good  friend,  d'  3 
hear  ? 
Here  is  a  letter,  friend,  to  Mr.  Meanwell. 
Bag.   Any  reversions  yet?    Nothing  trans 
missM  ? 
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Rime,  No  gleanings^  Jaraes  ?   No  ^^  trencher- 

anulects  ? 
•Sfrr.  Parley  a  little  with  your  stomachs,  sirs. 
Catch.  There's  nothing  so  ridiculous  as  the 
hungry; 
A  fasting  man  is  a  gooH  jest  at  any  time. 

Serv,    There   is  a  gentleman   without^  that 
willM  me 
To  ask  if  you'll  admit  of  him  among  you: 
lie  can't  endure  to  be  in  good  company. 

Catch.   You're  merry,  Jumes.      Yes,  by  all 
means,  good  James. 
Admit,  quoth  he !  What  else  }  Pray,  send  him  in. 

[Exit  Servant. 
Let's  be  resolv'd  to  fall  out  now :  then  he 
Shall  have  the  glory  to  compose  the  quarrel, 
f  a  good  dozen  of  pacifick  beer. 

Bag.    J  Agreed,  agreed. 

Chris.  My  coat  allows  no  quarrel.  [stuff. 

Rime.  The  colour  benrs't,  if  you'll  venture  the 
The  tenderness  of  it,  I  do  confess, 
Somewhat  denies  a  grappling. 

Chris.  I  will  try ; 
Perhaps  my  spirit  will  suggest  some  anger. 

Enter  Andrew. 

And,  Save  you,  boon  sparks!   WiU't  please 
you  to  admit  me  f 

Chris,   Your  Worship  graceth   us,    in  con- 
descending 
To  level  thus  your  presence,  humble  sir, 

Jnd,    What  may  I   call  your  name,  most 
reverend  sir? 

Bag.  His  name's  bir  Kit. 

Chris.  My  name  is  not  so  short ; 
^is  a  trissy liable,  an't  please  your  Worship : 
^Qt  vulgar  tongues  have  made  bold  to  profane  it 
"NVith  the  short  sound  of  that  unhallow'd  idol 
They  call  a  kit.     Boy,  learn  more  reverence. 

Bag.  Yes,  to  my  betters. 

And.  Nay,  friends,  do  not  quarrel. 

Chris.  It  i;i  the  holy  cause,  and  I  must  quarrel. 
Tlioa  son  of  parchment,  got  between  the  standisb 


And  the  stiff  buckram-bag;  thou  that  may'stcall 
The  pen  thy  father,  and  the  ink  thy  mother, 
The  sand  thy  brother,  and  the  wax  thy  sister, 
And  the  good  pillory  thy  cousin  remov'd ; 
I  say,  learn  reverence  to  thy  betters. 

Bag.  Set  up  an  hour-glass ;  he'll  go  on  until 
The  last  sand  make  his  period. 

Chris.  Tis  my  custom  : 
I  do  approve  the  calumny :  the  words 
I  do  acknowledge,  but  not  the  disgrace, 
Thou  vile  ingrosser  of  unchristian  deeds. 

Bag.  Good  Israel  Inspiration,  bold  your  tongue; 
It  makes  far  better  musick,  when  you  nose 
Sternhold's,  or  ^®  Wisdom's  metre. 

Catch,  By  your  leave. 
You  fall  on  me  now,  brother. 

Rime.  Tis  my  cause : 
You  are  too  forward,  brother  Catchmey. 

Catch.  I  too  forward  ! 

Rime.  Yes,  I  say  you  are  too  forward. 
By  the  length  of  your  London-measure  beard. 

Catch.  Thou  never  could'st  iqtreat  that  re- 
spite yet 
Of  thy  dishonesty,  as  to  get  one  hair 
To  testify  thy  age. 

Bag.  I'm  beardless  too ; 
I  hope  you  think  not  so  of  me  ? 

Chris.  Yes,  verily; 
Not  one  hair's  difference  betwixt  yoa  both. 

Rime.  Thou  violent  cushion-thumper,  hold  thy 
tongue; 
The  furies  dwell  in  it. 

Catch.  Peace,  good  Sir  Kit. 

Chris,   Sir  Kit  again!    Thou  art  a  Lopez. 
When 
One  of  thy  legs  rots  off,  (which  will  be  shortly,) 
Thou'lt  bear  about  a  auire  of  wicked  paper, 
Defiled  with  sanctified  rhimes, 
And  idols  in  the  frontispiece :  That  I 
May  speak  to  thy  capacity,  thou'lt  be 
A  ballad-mong^er. 

Catch.  I  shall  live  to  see  thee 
Sta#d  in  a  playhouse-door  with  thy  long  box. 
Thy  half-crown  library,  and  cry  small  books: 


»  trencher-analects — i.  e.  scraps  of  any  thing;  mvmxiytt,  colltgo.    Every  one  has  heard  of  the 

<olteetanea  and  analecta  poetarum,      S. 

Wisdom's  metre, — Robert  Wisdom,  a  translator  of  the  Psalms.    Wood  (Athena  Oxoniensis, 


70 


Tol.  I.  Fasti,  p.  67,)  says,  he  was  **  a  good  Latin  and  English  Poet  of  his  time,  and  one  that  had  been 

in  exile  in  Queen  Mary's  reign. He  was  also  rector  of  Settrington  in  Yorkshire,  and  died  in  1568, 

luiving  been  nominated  to  a  bishoprick  in  Ireland,  in  the  time  of  Edward  the  Vltli."  His  version  of 
the  Psalms  is  ridiculed  in  the  volume  of  posthumous  pieces,  called  The  Remains  of  Samuel  Butler, 
See  p.  41,  edition  1754  : 

"  Tlience,  with  short  meal  and  tedious  grace, 
•  In  a  loud  tone  and  publick  place. 

Sings  nisdom's  Hymns,  tliat  trot  and  pace 

As  if  Goliah  scann'd  'em.*' 

Again,  p.  230,  " besides,  when  Rouse  stood  fortli  for  his  trial,  Robin  H'isdom  was  found  the 

better  poet." 
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Buy  a  good  godly  sermon,  gentlemen — 
A  judgment  $ltewn  upon  a  knot  of  drunkards — 
A  pill  to  purge  out  popery — '*  The  life 
And  death  of  Catharine  Stubbs — 

Chris   Thou  wilt  visit  windows. 
Methiiiks  I  hear  thee  with  thy  begging  tone, 
About  the  break  of  day,  waking  the  brethren 
Out  of  their  morning-revelations. 

And.  Brave  sport,  iTaith  ! 

Rime.  Pray  y*,  good  sir,  reconcile  them. 
If  that  same  Justice  be  i'  th*  ordinary  now, 
He*ll  bind  them  to  the  peace  for  troubling  him. 

Bag,  Why  should  he  not,  good  sir?    It  is  his 
oihce. 

And,  Now,  'tis  o*  this  side;  O  for  a  pair  of 
cudgels ! 

Rime,  Peace,  inkhom ;  there's  no  musick  in 
thy  tongue. 

Catch.   Thuu  and  thy  rhime  lye  both :    the 
tongue  of  man 
Is  born  to  musick  naturally. 

Rime,  Thou  thing, 
Thy  belly  looks  like  to  some  strutting  hill, 
O'er-shadowM  with  thy  rough  beard  like  a  wood. 

Chris,  Or  like  a  larger  jug,  that  some  men  call 
A  Bellannine ;  but  we  a  Conscience ; 
Whereon  the  lewder  hand  of  pagan  workman 
Over  the  proud  ambitious  head,  hath  carv'd 
An  idol  large,  with  beard  episcopal. 
Making  the  vessel  look  like  tyrant  Eglon. 

Catch,    Prophane  again,  Sir  Christopher,  I 
take  it.  [beast, 

Chris.  Must  I  be  strong  again  ?  Thou  human 
Who'rt  only  eloquent  when  thou  say'st  nothing, 
And  appear'st  haiidsomc  while  tliou  hid*stf  thyself, 
I*m  holy,  'cause  prophane. 

And,  Courageous  rascals ! 
Brave  spirits,  soldiers  in  their  days,  I  warrant ! 

Bag,  Bom  in  the  field,!  do  assure  your  Worship. 
This  quarrelling  is  meat  and  drink  to  them. 

Rime.  Thou  lyest. 

Bag.  Nay,  then  I  do  defy  thee  thus. 

[Bagshot  draws  his  mkhorn,  and  RliiE- 
WELL  catcheth  off  Sir  Christopher's 
hat  and  spectacles. 


Rime.  And  thus  I  am  prepared  to  answei 
Chris,  For  the  good  diaiot's  sake,  put  t! 
I  am  blind. 
If  that  my  spectacles  should  once  miscarry. 
Rime,    Caitiff,    this    holy    instrument  f 

^*  quail  thee. 
Bag,  And  this  shall  send  thee  to  thy  co 

furies. 
Chris.  I  feel  a  film  come  o'er  mine  eyes  aire 
I  must  look  out  an  animal  conductive ; 
I  mean  a  dog. 

And.  Pray  y'  beat  not  out  his  eyes  in 
Another's  hands. 

Chris.  Most  strongly  urg*d ! 
Catch,  Your  words 
Are  merely  wind.     James,  ho  !   what,  Jamt 

some  beer. 
They're  mastiff  dogs ;  they  wont  be  parted,  s 
Without  good  store  of  liquor. 

Enter  Servant  with  beer. 

And.  I  will  souse  them. 

Serv,  Drink  to  *em,  sir,  if  that  you'll  have'i 

quiet. 
And.  Is  that  the  way?    Here's  to  yoa,  my 

friends,  a  whole  one. 
Bag.   Were't  not  for  that  good  gentlem 

thou'dst  smoke  for't. 
Rime,  Had  L  not  vow'd  some  reverence  to 
presence. 
Thou  hadst  been  nothing. 

Bag,  'Fore  Mars,  I  was  dry. 
This  valour's  thirsty  :  fill  to  my  antagonist 
Rime.    No,  mine  own  dish  will  serve;  I'lo 
singular. 
Few  vessels  still  do  well.    I  carry  this 
To  drink  my  beer,  while  others  drink  their  sack. 
I  am  abstemious,  Rimewell ;  I  hate  wine 
Since  I  spake  treason  last  i'  th'  cellar.    Here, 
Give  me  thy  hand,  thou  child  of  fervency : 
Didst  thou  mistrust  thy  spectacles  ? 
It  was  no  an^er,  'twas  a  rapture  merely. 

Chris.   Drmk,  and  excuse  it  after.    JameS) 
your  help ! 
Come,  man  of  voice,  keep  time  while  that  I  drink. 


1 


71 


The  life 


And  death  qf  Catharine  Stubbs. — The  three  books  or  pamphlets,  of  which  the  titles  are  given  above, 
might  he  well  known  at  the  time  our  Author  wrote.    I  have  not  however  been  lucky  enongh  to  meet 

with  them. Richard  Brome,  in  his  play  of  The  Antipodes,  A.  3.  S.  2.  mentions  one  of  uem  in  the 

following  manner : 

"  a  booke  of  the  godly  life  and  death 

Of  Mistress  Kalherine  Stubs,  which  I  have  tum'd 
Into  sweet  meetre,  for  the  vertuous  youth, 
To  woe  an  ancient  lady  widow  with." 

Agam,  Bishop  Corbet's  Iter  Boreale  : 

**  And  in  some  ham  hear  cited  many  an  author, 
Kate  StubbSf  Anne  Ascue,  or  the  Ladies  Daughter." 

7x qjtaU  thee,See  Note  24  to  Cornelia,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  II.  p.  280,  edit.  1780. 
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iftture  shall  dry  np  all  injuries, 

'U  remember  only  to  forget ; 

lereafter,  which  I'm  wont  to  call 

re  now,  I  love  thee  stubboml^r. 

;r  is  like  my  words,  strong,  stinging  geare. 

.   Here,  little  lawyer,  let's  be  friends 

hereafter ; 

is  reconcilement  with  my  heart. 
Tis  the  best  deed  that  e'er  I  did.    O' 

my  conscience, 

lake  a  good  justice  of  the  peace, 
lad   beea  blood  shed,  ^^  if  I   had  not 

stickled. 
More  blood  been  spilt,  I  warrant,  than 

beer  now. 

That  inkhom  is  a  deadly  dangerous 

weapon ; 
indone  one  auarter  of  the  kingdom. 

Men  should  forgive ;  but  thou  art  far, 

yea  far 

O  Bagshot :  thou'rt  in  love  with  hate. 
i !  I  see  the  fiend  still  in  his  looks : 
t  reconcileable  with  drink  ; 
er  love  truly,  till  he  eat  with  me. 
ire  of  his  spirit  asketh  ifteat : 
a  wolf  iu's  breast :  food  must  appease 

him. 
Cold  meat  will  do  it ;  will't  not  ? 

Any  thing 

y  employ  the  teeth. 

Go,  James,  provide; 

not  merry  yet. 

.  To  satisfy  you 

>oint,  we'll  smg  a  song  of  his. 

>t's  ha  *t :  I  love  these  ballads  hugeously. 


THE  SONG. 

1.    Catchmey. 

Then  our  musick  is  in  primcy 
When  our  teeth  keep  triple  time  ; 
Hungry  notes  are  jit  for  knells  : 
May  iankness  be 
No  guest  to  me  ; 
The  bag-pipe  sounds  when  that  it  swells. 

Chorus.   May  Iankness,  4'C* 

2.    Bacsuot. 

^*  A  mooting-night  brings  wholesome  smiles^ 
When  John-a^NokeSf  and  John-Oi'StiUs^ 
Do  grease  the  lawyer's  sattin, 
A  reading-day 
Frights  French  away. 
The  benchers  dare  speak  Latin, 

Chorus.  A  reading,  ^c, 

3.      KiMEWELL. 

He  thaVsfull  doth  verse  compose  ; 
Hunger  deals  in  sullen  prose : 
Take  notice  and  discardher. 
The  empty  itpit 
Ne'er  cherished  wit : 
Minerva  loves  the  larder. 

Chorus.   The  empty  spit,  Sfc, 

4.    Christopher. 

First  to  breakfast,  then  to  dine. 
Is  to  conquer  Bellarmine : 
Distinctions  then  are  budding, 
75  Old  Sutclijrs  wit 


--  if  I  had  not  stickled — i.  e.  been  the  mediator.    The  Stickler  now  is  called  the  Sidesman: 
**  And  tiiekUr  like,  our  armies  separates." Shakspearb.      S. 

tootinf^-mght, — "  Moot  is  a  term  used  in  the  inns  of  court,  and  signifies  the  handling  or  ar« 

case  for  exercise." Blount. 

e  regulations  of  Mooting  and  Reading-days,  see  Dugdalc's  Origines  Juridiciales, 
I  StUclijirs  wit, —This  was  Dr  Matthew  SutcUff,  Dean  of  Exeter,  in  the  reign  of  Ring  James 
: ;  a  person  who  had  been  one  of  the  opponents  of  Parsons  the  Jesuit,  in  defence  of  the 
•d  Religion.  In  the  year  1616,  be  procured  an  act  of  parliament  for  incorporating  himself 
T  divines  to  be  provost  and  fellows  of  a  college  then  founded  at  Chelsea,  for  promoting  the 
'  Poleniick  divinity,  and  vindicating  the  doctrines  of  the  Reformation  against  all  Popish 

To  carry  this  design  into  execution,  he  settled  on  the  college  four  farms  in  Devonshire,  of 
e  of  5002.  per  annum,  and  the  benefit  of  an  extent  on  a  statute,  acknowledged  by  Sir  Lewis 

for  40001.    By  the  act  of  parliament,  the  college  was  impowcred  to  bring  a  stream  of  water 

river  Lee,  for  the  use  of  the  city  of  London  (a  scheme  similar  to  that  then  lately  executed  by 
ti  Middleton).  This  foundation,  although  patronized  both  by  King  James  and  his  sons  Prince 
nd  Charles  the  First,  yet  fell  to  decay.  One  range  of  building  only  (scarce  an  eighth  of  the 
I  edifice)  was  erected  by  Dr  Satcliff,  at  the  expence  of  3000i.  After  lingering  some  tmie, 
re  commenced  about  the  title  to  the  very  ground  on  which  the  college  stood,  and  by  a  decree 
)ort  of  Chancery,  in  the  time  of  Lord  Coventry,  three  of  the  four  farms  were  returned  to  Dr 

heir.— See  The  Glory  qf  Ckelsea  CoUedge  revived,  by  John  DaHy,  4to.  166ft. Sutcl{ff^s  wit 

most  to  have  been  proverbial.    Beaumont,  in  his  letter  to  Ben  Jonson,  says, 

<<  Tis  liquor  that  will  find  out  Sutclifs  wU, 

Lie  where  he  will,  and  make  him  wnte  worse  yet.** 
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[Cahtwhi, 


Did  never  hit, 
But  after  his  bag'puddhig. 

Chorus.   Old  Sutclifs  wit,  SfC. 

And,  Most  admirable  !  A  good  eating  song ! 

Chris,   Let's  walk  in,  and  practise  it:    my 
bowels 
Yearn  till  I'm  in  charity  with  all. 

And,  A  Christian  resolution,  good  Sir  Chris- 
topher !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

Meanwell  with  a  Letter  in  his  hand,  Hearsay, 

Slices. 

Mean,  [reads.]  Szceet  sir,  I  am  most  passion- 
ate/!/ yours, 
To  serve  you  all  the  xcuys  I  can:  Friscilla. 
Very  well  penned  of  a  young  chambermaid  ! 
I  do  conceive  your  meaning,  sweet  Priscilla. 
You  see  I  have  the  happy  fortune  on't; 
A  night  for  nothing,  and  intreated  too. 

Sli,  Thou  dost  not  know  how  I  do  love  thee. 
Let  me 
Make  use  of  this;  thouMt  have  the  like  occasion. 

Hear,  Thou  art  the  fawning*st  fellow,  Slicer 
— Meanwell, 
Hark  here. 

Mean,  For  God's  sake,  be  contented,  sirs; 
Vm  flesh  and  blood  as  well  as  you.     Lieutenant 


Think  on  your  suburb  beauties.    Sweet  i 

hgencer, 
I  will  by  no  means  bar  you  of  your  lady : 
Your  sin,  I  assure  you,  will  be  honourable. 

[Exit  Mea2(w 

Sli,  Pox  o^  your  liquorish  lips !     If  that 
don't 
After  this  sealing  forty  weeks  deliver 
Something  unto  thee  as  thy  act  and  deed, 
Say  1  can't  prophesy. 

Hear,  If  I  don't  serve  him 
A  trick  he  thinks  not  ot^ 

Sli,  Did'st  mark  how  he 
Did  apply  himself  to  the  knight  all  dinner.' 
I  am  afraid  he  plays  the  cunning  factor, 
And  in  another s  name  wooes  for  himself. 

Hear,  Let  it  go  on ;    let  it  work  somei 
farther. 
'Tis  almost  ripe  enough  to  crush :  lie  hath  i 
Crept  high  enough  as  yet,  to  be  sensible 
Of  any  fall. 

Sli,  Now  is  the  time,  or  never. 
This  night,  you  know,  he  and  his  doxy  mee 
Let  me  alone  to  give  them  their  good-morro 
If  that  we  carry  \hings  but  one  week  longer 
Without  discovery,  hu-ewell  London  then; 
The  world's  our  own.  He  ne'er  deserves  to  ili 
That  doth  not  venture  for  it.     Wealth's 
sweet  ( 

When  bought  with  hazard.     Fate  this  law  . 
The  fool  inherits,  but  the  wise  must  get. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L 
Credulous,  Hearsay,  Slicer. 

• 

Cred.  My  name's  not  Tribulation, 
Nor  holy  Ananias : 
1  was  baptized  in  fashion, 
Our  vicar  did  hold  biass,  [merry  ? 

Hear.  What,  how  now,  Mr  Credulous?   so 

Cred,  Come,  let's  be  mad  :  by  yea  and  nay, 
my  son 
Shall  have  the  Turkish  monarchy ;  he  shall 
Have  it  directly.    The  twelve  companies 
Shall  be  his  kickshaws. 

Hear,  Bashaws,  sir,  you  mean. 

Cred,  Well,  sir,  what  if  I  do  ?    Andrew  the 
Great  Turk! 
^^  I  would  I  were  a  pepper-corn,  if  that 
It  sounds  not  well.     Does't  not  ? 

Sli,  Yes,  very  well. 


Cred,  I'll  make  it  else :    Great  Andrew 
homet, 
Imperious  Andrew  Maliomet  Credulous, 
Tell  me  which  name  sounds  best. 
Hear,  That's  as  you  speak  'em. 
Cred.  Oatmealman  Andrew  !    Andrew 

inealman. 
Hear.  Ottoman,  sir,  you  mean. 
Cred,  Yes,  Ottoman. 
Then,  Mrs  Jane,  Sir  Thomas  Bitefig's  daugi 
That  may  be  the  She-Great  Turk,if  she  pleast 
Sli,  The  sign  o'  th'  half-moon  that  bang 
your  door, 
Is  not  for  nought. 

Cred.  That's  the  Turk's  arms,  they  say ; 
The  empire's  destin'd  to  our  house  direcdy* 
Hang  shop-books;  give  us  some  wine ;  ^'  be} 

a  noise 
Of  fidlers  now! 


7*  /  would  I  were  a  pepper-corn, — So  FalstafT  says,  First  Part  Henry  IV,  A.  3.  S.  3 :  "  An  I  have  noi    ■ 
forgotten  what  the  inside  of  a  church  is  made  of,  /  am  a  pepper-corn,  a  brewer's  horse.**  | 

''  hey  for  a  noise 

0/JidUr$  now  ! — A  noise  of  fidlers,  is  a  company  or  concert  (if  them;  as  in  Ben  JonsoD^s  Epica 
A.  3.  S.  3  : 

m 

**  The  smell  of  the  venison,  going  through  the  street,  will  invite  one  noise  <iffiHers  or  other." 
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.  The  Great  Turk  loves  no  musick. 
Does  be  not  so  I  nor  I.     TU  light  to- 
bacco 

jT  sum-totals;  ray  debt-books  shall  ^^soal 

roung  Andrew's  wedding ;  cry-you-raerc y, 

say,  gentlemen,  the  Great  Turk's  wed- 
ding. 

Is  shall  be  slic*d  out  in  taylor's  measures; 
employed  in  making  Mrs  Mahomet 

^ns  against  the  time ;  hang  dirty  wealth. 

Vhat  should  the  Great  Turk's  father  do 
with  wealth  ? 

'Snigs,  I  would  fain  now  hear  some 
fighting  news. 

Enter  Caster. 

'here's  one  will  furnish  you,  I  warrant 

you. 
?ox ! — -plague ! — hell ! — death — Damn*d 

luck  r— This  'tis  !— 
il  take  ill  fortune  :  Never  man 
jff  SO:    quite   and   clean   defunct,   by 

Heaven 

iece  left. 

What  all  your  ordnance  lost  ? 
But  one  to  bear,  and  lose  it!   All  the 
•e  a<;ninst  me.  [world 

'Siiigs,  how  many  fell  ? 
He  threw  twice  twelve. 

By'r  lady,  a  shrewd  many  ! 
The  devil,  sure,  was  in  his  hand,  I  think. 

Nay,  if  the  devil  was  against  you,  then — 
But  one  for  to  be  hit  in  all  the  time — 
It  too  safe  enough,  to  any  one's  thinking ; 
I  on  eleven. 

'Slid,  a  mighty  slaughter ; 
he  stand  upon  eleven  at  once. 
The    plague    take  ail   im pertinencies. 

Peace ! 

These  soldiers  are  so  cholerick,  there  is 
ling  with  'em.  Then  they've  lost  the  day  ? 
*Twas  ten  to  one,  by  Heaven,  all  the 

while. 


Cred,  And  yet  all  kill'd  at  last !  Hard  fortune, 
faith !  [hear 

What  news  from  Bruxels ;  or  the  Hague }  D'  y' 
Aught  of  the  Turks  design;*? 

Cas,   I'll  make  thee  news  for  the  Goran ti, 

dotard. 
Cred.  Ay,  the  Coranti ;  What  dotli  that  say  ? 
Cas.  O  hell !  Thou  foolibh  thing, 
Keep  in  that  tongue  of  thine  ;  or 

Sli.  Good  now,  peace; 
He's  very  furious  when  he's  mov'd. 

Hear,  This  'twas. 
You  must  be  venturing  without  your  fancy-man. 
Cred.  What  officer's   that  fancy-man,    lieu- 
tenant ? 
Some  great  commander,  sure. 

Cas.  Pox !  let  it  go ; 
I'll  win't  again  :  'TWAS  but  the  reliques  of 
An  idle  hundred. 

Cred.  'Snigs,  and  well  remember'd. 
You  did  receive  the  hundred  that  I  sent  you 
To  th'  race  this  morning  by  your  man, my  bailifff 
Can.  Take  him  away,  his  wine  speaks  in  him 

now. 
Cred,  Godsnigs,  the  farm  is  mine,  and  must 

be  so. 
Sli.  Debate  these  things  another  time,  good 
friends. 

Enter  Have-at-all. 

Come,  come ;  have  patience.  Od's  my  life,  away; 
There's  Mr  Have-at-all  is  mad  ;  he'll  spit  you, 
If  he  but  know  you  are  a  usurer. 

Cred.  A  plot,  a  plot,  to  take  away  my  life 
and  farm !  [Exit, 

Hat,  Fight,  as  I  live,  with  any  one.    Lieu- 
tenant, 
Do  not  come  near  me  now ;  nor  yet  thou.  Caster ; 
It  works,  'fore  Mars  it  works ;  I'll  take  my  walk, 
And  if  I  do  find  any  one,  by  Jove — [Exit  Hav. 
Cas.  What's   he   fox'd  too?    Some  drunken 
planet  reigns. 
And  works  upon  the  world;  provide  my  fancy, 


fihohmew  Fair,  A.  3.  S.  6  : 

''  Cry  you  mercy,  sir ;  will  you  buy  a  fiddle  to  fill  up  your  noiae  ?" 

lyOD's  Fine  Companion,  A.  4.  S.  1 : 

le  come  but  with  a  troope  of  wenches,  and  anoyse  offidlers;  and  play  thee  backe  like  Orpheus." 

;er*8  Belman  of  London,  G  S : 

"  to  bee  up  more  earely  then  a  noyse  of  shrug^ng  fidlers," 

UaneoHS  State  Papers,  from  1501  to  1726,  Vol.  I.  p.  87 : 

"  after  the  which  they  had  a  very  notable  banquet ;  the  heavenly  noise  that  was  there,  as  well 

ran^  instrumputs  of  music  as  otherwise,  I  cannot  declare." 

dso  the  examples  in  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Second  Part  Henry  IV.  A.  2.  S.  4. 

—  9oal  pyes—'u  e.  be  placed  at  the  bottom  of  them,  and  act  as  the  soal  to  the  shoe. 
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Good  noble  patron  ;  I'll  win  soberly, 
I  itch  till  I  have  beggar'd  all  the  city. 

[Exit  Caster. 
Hear.  'Till  that  you  have  undone  yourself, 
you  mean. 

Enter  Moth. 

Moth.  Ey  save  you  both ;  for  derne  love  snyen 
soothly 
"Where  is  thylk  amebly  Franklin,  cleped  Mean- 
well  ? 
Hear,  He's  gone  abroad. 
Moth.  Lere  me  whylk  way  he  wended. 
5/i.  He  is  gone  o'er  the  fields. 
Hear.  To  the  knight's  house. 
Moth.  Why  laugh  you  every  dele  ?  So  mote  I 
gone, 
This  goeth  not  aright ;  I  dread  some  covin. 

[Exit  Moth. 
5/i.    Now  will  he  meet  with   Have-at-all; 
there'll  be 
A  combat  worthy  chronicle.    Let's  go 
And  see  how  this  ^'  grave  motion  willbestir  him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  ir. 

Havr-at-all;    (ifler  a  while  Moth;    Slicer 
and  Hearsay  watching. 

Hav,  What,  no  man  yet  march  by?   Who- 
e'er comes  next 
I'll  give  him  one  rap  more,  for  making  me 
Stay  here  so  long. 

Enter  Moth. 

So,  so,  here  he  is ;   how  shall 
I  do  to  know  whether  he  be  a  gentleman. 
Or  yeoman,  or  serving-man  ?  I  think, 
I'd  best  suppose  him  all,  and  beat  him  through 
Every  decree;  and  so  I  shall  not  wrong  him. 
What !  Who  goes  there  ? 
.Moth,  ^^  Waes  heal,  thou  gentle  knight. 


I      Hav.  Waes  heal,  thou  gentle  knight?  Speak, 
what  art  thou  ? 
Speak  quickly,  do :  Villain,  know'st  thoa  not  me  ? 
Moth.  Now,  by  my  troath,  I  know  not  your 
name; 
Whider  I  shall  call  you  my  Lord  Dan  John, 
Or  Dan  Thomas,  or  Dan  Robert,  or  Dan  Alboo ; 
I  vow  to  God  thou  hast  a  full  faire  chine. 
Upon  my  faith,  art  some  officer. 

Hav.  Have  you  the  pox,  sir  ?  Speak. 
Moth.  No. 

Hav.  No  !  nor  yet  an  ach  in  your  bones? 
Moth.  No. 

Hav.  No  !  Why  then  you  are 
No  gentleman ;  Lieutenant  Slicer  says  so. 
This  cudgel  then  serves  turn. 
Moth.  You  will  not  *'  foyn? 
Hav.  I  will  not  foyn,  but  I  will  heat  yon,  sir. 
Moth.  Why  **  interroete  of  what  thou  ba»l 
*^  to  done ; 
So  leteth  me  alone,  't  shall  be  thy  best. 
Hav.  I  fancy'd  you  a  beating ;    yuu  must 
have  it. 
You  shall  not  say  but  I  will  shew  you  favour. 
Chuse  whether  you  will  be  hacked  with  mj 

sword. 
Or  bruis'd  by  my  batton. 

Moth.  Dre  not  thy  true 
And  paynant  **  Morglay  out  of  shete.    Lo  thus 
EfUoons,  sir  knight,  I  greet  thee  lowting  low. 
Hav.  Down  lower  yet. 
Moth.  *'  Rueth  on  my  gray  haires. 
Hav.  Yet  lower.    So,  then  thus  I  do  bestnde 

thee. 
Moth.  Tubal  the  sonne  of  Laroech  did  yM 
Musick  by  knocking  hammers  upon  anviles. 
Let  go  thine  blows,  thyike  art  is  no  compleat 
Hav.  Dost  thou  make  me  a  smith,  thou  rogae? 

a  Tubal  ? 
Moth.    86  Harrow  alas  !  Flet  Englond,  fl«» 
Englond. 
Dead  is  Edmond. 
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grave  motion, — See  Note  4  to  The  Antiquary,  ante,  p.  108 


nl. — A  term  anciently  used  in  salutation,  or  rather  in  drinking.    See  Selden's  Notes  oi 
of  Drayton's  PolyoUnouy  and  Notes  on  Macbeth,  A.  1.  S.  7.  for  a  particular  account  oi 


««>  Haeaheal. 
the  9th  Song 
the  origin  of  this  phrase.      S.' 

8'  Foyn.—See  Note  3  to  The  Goblint,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  X.  p.  1S«. 

8*  Iniermete. — Intermeddle.  ^"^  To  done. — To  do. 

*♦  Morglay. — Morglay  was  the  sword  of  Bevis  of  Southampton.  It  afterwards  became  a  cant  wonl 
for  a  sword  m  general. —  See  Etery  Man  in  hi»  Humour,  A.  3.  S.  1 ;  also,  Every  Woman  in  her  H«' 
mour,  1609,  Sign.  D.  4. 


**  Had  I  been  accompanied  with  my  toledo,  or  morglay*'- 
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ke  that  for  history, 
utetianty  now  thy  dinner  workn  I 
nis  not  Edroond  Ironside,  God  wot. 
»re  provocation  yet  ?  FU  seal  thy  lips. 
k  twenty  devil  way  !    '^  So  did  the 


ixon 


e  plain  of  Sarurn,  done  to  death 
ry,  the  lords  of  merry  Englond 


taxes. 


llain,  dost  abuse  me 

:ed  language?    Do  not  answer: 

[Moth  intreatt  by  signs. 

I  dost,  by  Jove  111  strangle  tliee. 

ke  months,  you  rascal,  thus  atjne? 

limb  service  now.    Why,  this  is  more 

.e  than  your  old  patch*d  gibberish : 

f  is  abuse.    I'll  send  thee  to 

o£  it,  where  thou  shalt  meet  with 

swald, 

Flarold,  Hengist,  Uorsa,  Knute, 

Igar,  and  Cunobeline. 

[Slicer,  Hearsay^  sUp  in. 

I  slieath  my  sword. 

oubted  knight, 

is  thy  foe  doth  vanquished  lie 
mercy.    Mercy  not  withstand; 

ne  the  truest  knight  alive, 

iquer*d  now  he  lie  on  lowly  ground. 

lou  ow'st  thy  life  to  my  lieutenant, 

litifF. 

id  be  thankful. 

••  reche  not  thine  '•  yeft ; 

:hine  head ;  ''  algate  I  suffer  none. 

lefe,  thine  deere,  mine  Potluck  Joan. 


SCENE  in. 

Andrew,  Priscilla. 

irest  of  things — tralucent  creature — 

ang  me 

w  what's  next. 

is  meant  to  me  ? 

irest  of  thiogs-^tralucent  creature — 

tber 

ity ^Tis  gone  again. 

fou  eat  a  piece  of  gingerbread  ? 

n  might  have  better  maimers  than  to 


breeding. 


And.  Hark  !  Indeed  I  love  you. 

Pris.  Alas! 

And.  I  vow,  I  bum  in  love,  as  doth  a  penny 
faggot. 

Pris.  Hey  ho  I 

And.  And  I  shall 
Blaze  out  sir-reverence,  if  ye  do  not  quench  me. 

Pris,  Indeed  now  ? 

And.  Though  I  say*t  tliat  should  not  say*t, 
I  am  affected  towards  you  strangely. 

Pris.  Now,  who'd  have  thought  it? 

And,  There's  a  thing  each  night 
Comes  to  my  bed*s  head,  and  cries  Matrimony, 
Matrimony,  Andrew. 

Pris.  God  forbid. 

Pris.  It  is 
Some  spirit  that  would  join  us. 

Pris.  Goodly,  goodly. 

And.  Then  do  I  shake  all  over. 

Pris.  Doth  it  so  ? 

And.  Then  shake  again. 

Pris,  I  pray  you  now. 

And.  Then  cry. 

Fairest  of  things tralucent  creature 

rather 
Obscured  deity,  sweet  Mrs  Jane, 
I  come,  I  come. 

Pris.  Sweet  sir,  you  are  deceived ; 
I'm  but  her  woman.    Here  she  comes  herself. 

Enter  Mrs  Jane. 

And.  Now,  as  my  fatlier  saith,  I  would  I  were 
A  cucumber,  if  I  know  what  to  do. 

Jane.  Why,  how  now,  Pris.  ?  Who's  that  that 
useth  you 
So  lovingly  ? 

And.  Fairest  of  things 'tis  one 

Tralucent  creature 'tis— Ay,  that  it  is. 

One 

Pris.  That  would  willingly  run  out  of  doors 
If  that  he  had  but  law  enough. 

And.  I  say — — 

Jane.  Nay,  be  n't  afraid;  here's  none  shall 
do  you  harm. 

And.  'Tis  one  that  brought  his  pigs  to  the 
wrong  market. 
You  keep  your  woman  here  so  fine,  that  I 
Had  like  t  have  made  a  proper  business  on't. 
Before  I  was  aware.    If  any  thing 
Do  prove  amiss,  indeed  law,  you  sliall  be 


t  ike  Saxony  4v — See  Note  14  to  Tlk«  Jlf«yor  ^  Quinborough^  po9teh.—VersHgan,  in  his 
^Decmfid  InieUigencef  1634,  p.  130,  fives  the  following  account  of  this  traosaction : 
Hingistns  prepared  them  a  feast ;  and  after  the  Brittains  were  well  whitled  with  wme,  he  tell 
and  giming  at  them ;  whereupon  blowes  ensued ;  and  the  Brittish  nobihty  there  present, 
three  hnndreth,  were  all  of  them  slaine ;  as  William  of  Malmesbury  reporteth  :  though 
;  the  number  more,  and  say  that  the  Saxons  had  each  of  them  a  seax  (a  kind  of  crooked 
ly  in  his  pocket,  and  that  at  the  watch-word,  Nbm  cowr  seaxbs,  which  is,  take  yovb 
iy  suddainely,  and  at  unwares,  slew  the  Brittaines." 
iw»«.— Care  not.  *»  K(C/l.— Gift. 

IV.— In  spite  of.  •'  Algate.— Alyiny%. 

IH.  Y 
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The  father  on't.    But  kdow,  tralucent  creature, 
I  am  come  off  entire,  and  now  am  yours 
Whole.     Andrew    Credulous,    your   servant's 
servant. 

Jane.  Methiuks  you  contradict  yourself.  How 
can  you 
Be  wholly  mine,  and  yet  my  servant's  servant  ? 

And.  I  do  but  compliment  in  that  (I  see 
Downright 's  the  best  way  here) ;  if  thou  can'st 

love, 
I  can  love' too.    Law  thee  there,  now !  Fro  rich. 

Jane.  I  use  not  to  look  after  riches ;  'tis 
The  person  tliat  I  aim  at. 

'  And.  That  is  me : 
I'm  proper,  handsome,  fair,  clean-Iimb'd ;   I'm 
rich. 

Jane.  I  must  have  one  that  can  direct  and 
guide  me : 
A  guardian,  rather  than  a  husband ;  for 
I'm  foolish  yet. 

And.  Now,  see  th^  luck  on't,  lady  ; 
So  am  I  too,  i'  faith. 

Jane,  And  whoe'er  hath  me, 
Will  find  me  to  be  one  of  those  things,  which 
His  care  must  first  reform. 

And.  Do  not  Uoobt  that ; 
I  htive  a  head  for  reformation. 
This  noddle  here  shall  do  it.    I  am  rich. 

Jane.  Riches  create  no  love :  I  fear  you  mean 
To  take  me  fur  formality  only, 
As  some  stay'd  piece  of  houshold-stufT,  perhaps, 
Fit  to  be  seen  'moitg  other  ornaments : 
Or  at  the  best,  I  shall  be  counted  but 
A  name  of  dignity ;  not  entertain'd 
For  love,  but  state :  one  of  your  train  ;  a  thing 
Took  to  wipe  off  suspicion  from  some  fairer, 
To  whom  you  have  vow'd  homage. 

And.  Do  not  ihiuk 
I've  any  plots  or  projects  in  my  head. 
I  will  do  any  thing  for  thee,  that  thou 
Canst  name,  or  think  on. 

Pris.  Pray  you  try  him,  mistress : 
By  my  virginity,  I  think  he'll  fiinch. 

And,  By  my  viiginity,  (which  is  :is  good 
As  yours,  I'm  sure)  ;  by  my  virginity, 
If  tnat  we  men  have  any  such  thing,  (as 
We  men  have  such  a  thing)  I  do  believe, 
I  ^iU   not  flinch.      Alas!    You   don't    know 
Andrew. 

Jane.  Can  you  obtain  but  so  much  respite 
from 
Y(mr  other  sovereign's  service,  as  to  keep 
Your  eye  from  gazmg  on  her  for  a  while  ? 

And.  If  I  do  look  on  any  woman ;  nay. 
If  I  do  cast  a  sheep's  eye  upon  any 
But  your  sweet  self,  may  I  lose  one  of  mine ! 
Marry,  I'll  keep  tlie  other  howsoe'er. 

Jane.  I  know  not  how  I  may  believe  you : 
you'll 
Swear  you  ne'er  cast  a  glance  on  any,  when 
Your  eye  hath  baited  at  each  face  you  met. 

Aud,  Blind  me,  good  now.    Being  you  mis- 
trust, I  will 


Be  blinded  with  this  handkerchief:  you  shall 
See  that  I  love  you  now.    So,  let  me  Imve 
But  any  reasonable  thing  to  lead  me  home, 
I  do  not  care  tliough  't  be  a  dog.  so  that 
He  knows  the  way,  or  hath  the  wit  t*  enquire  iL 

Jane,  That  care,  sir,  shall  be  mine. 

[Exeunt  Jame  and  Priscilla. 

And.  I  doubt  not,  but 
I  shall  be  in  the  Chronicle  for  this ; 
Or  in  a  ballad  else.    This  handkerchief 
Shall  be  hung  up  i'  th'  parish-church,  instead 
Of  a  great  silken  flag  to  fan  my  grave, 
With  my  arms  in  't ;  pourtray'd  in  good  blue 

thread. 
With  this  word  underneath :  TkiM,  ihU  wom  ke 
Thai  thut  his  eyes,  because  he  would  not  see. 
Hold,  who  comes  there  ? 

Enter  Meanwell,  Shape. 

Mean,  One,  sir,  to  lead  you  home. 

And,  Who?  Tutor  Meanwell ? 

[vShape  counterfeits  Mrs  5AVE*svoice, 

Shape.  Yes,  I  do  commit  you 
Unto  your  trusty  friend;  if  you  peHbrm 
This  vow,  we  may— — 

And.  I'll  say  your  sentence  out ; 
Be  man  and  wife. 

Shape.  If  you'll  do  something  else, 
That  rU  propose. 

And.  Pray  make  your  own  conditions. 

Shape,  You'll  promise  me  you'll  not  be  jealous 
of  me? 

And.  Do  what  you  will,  I'll  trust  yon. 

Shape.  Never  hire  any  to  tempt  me  ? 

And,  By  this  light  (I  would  say 
By  this  darkness)  I  never  will. 

Shape.  Nor  mark 
Ou  whom  I  laugh  ? 

And.  No. 

Shape.  Nor  suspect  my  smiles. 
My  nods,  my  winks  ? 

And.  No,  no. 

Shape.  Nor  yet  keep  count 
From  any  gallant's  visit  ? 

And.  I'll  ne'er  reckon  : 
You  shall  do  what  you  will. 

Shape,  You'll  never  set 
Great  chests  and  forms  against  my  cliamber-door, 
Nor  pin  my  smock  unto  your  shirt  a-nights, 
For  tear  I  should  slip  from  you  ere  you  wake  ? 

And,  As  I  do  hope  for  day,  I  will  not. 

Shape.  Give  me 
Some  small  pledge  from  you  to  assure  your 

love; 
If  that  you  yet  prove  false,  I  may  have  some' 

thing 
To  witness  your  inconstancy.     I'll  take 
This  little  ruby ;  this  small  blushing  stone 
From  your  fair  finger. 

And.  Take  it,  sweet.    There  is 
A  diamond  in  my  band-»tring,  if  you  have 
A  mind  to  that,  I  pray  make  use  of 't  too. 

Shape.  In  troth,  a  stone  of  lustre.  I  assure  yoOi 
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«tty  light,  '*  n  ve^et  spark, 
eye  upon  your  breast. 
',  take  it ; 

ke  take  it  then :  leave  nothing  that 
1  eye  about  me. 
f  good  Andrew, 
resolution,  I*U  perform 
r  thee.    Take  my  word  for  *t,  this 
stray  thee.  [Exit  Shape. 

fwel,  honest  Jany;- 
to  thank  thee,  my  sweet  Jany. 
land,  good  Tutor ;  lead  me  wisely, 
ke  comfort,  man ;  I  have  good  news 
thee: 

aall  be  thine  own  before  next  morn- 

[Elxeuut. 

SCENE  IV. 

PE,  Chirurgeon,  Mercer, 

s  a  good  friend  of  mine,  and  I  pre- 

e 

•crecy. 


'the  deed 


:ame  was  not  more  close.    D'  y* 
k 

myself  by  twitting  P    TTwere 
gallants  all  about  mine  ears, 
i  mine  own  patient.    Fm  faithful 
iough  a  barber. 
ff  but  hear  me ; 
lest    Twas  his  first  attempt 
this  infirmity.     He  will 
am  sure,  and  won't  be  known 
hing  at  the  first.     You  must 
t  him  to't. 
lie  alone ; 

;  yet  the  world,  I  do  perceive, 
on  now  with  gentlemen, 
»w  fashion  :  only  here 
*rence,  that  they  keep  in  this 
r.    I  shall  have  so  much, 
>rd,  sir.^ 
ou  do  perform 

hat  time  (twenty  pieces,  sir.) 
mt? 
sir. 

all  be  done  [Exit  Shape. 

your  own  prescription, 
-ay  you,  sir :  this  gentleman 
id  of  yours. 

k1  he  is  a  very  honest  roan, 
in  wish  to  deal  with,  verily, 
ve  *t,  he  loves  you  very  well, 
most  ready 


To  do  bira  any  service,  truly.    Pray  you, 
Good  brother,  doa't  delay  me,  I'm  m  haste. 

Chir,  Indeed^  and  truly,  verily,  good  brother. 
How  could  these  milk-sop  words  e'er  get  him 

company 
That  could  procure  the  pox?    Where  do  yon 

feel 
Your  grief  most  trouble  you  ? 

iVfir.  I'm  very  well;,  what  mean  you,  brother? 
Chir,  Nay,  be  not  so  modest; 
Tis  no  such  heinous  fault,  as  that  you  should 
Seek  thus  to  hide  it :  meer  ill  fortune  only— 
Mer,  Surely  you  do  forget  yourself. 
Chir.  Come,  come. 
He  told  me  you'd  be  shameiac'd :  you  must  be 
Wary  hereafter. 

Mer.  (I  do  perceive 
He  is  a  little  mad  indeed :  the  gentleman 
Told  me  so  much  just  as  I  came  along.) 
Yes,  yes,  I'll  be  wary ;  I'll  take  heed : 
Come,  pray  y*  dispatch  me. 
Chir*  So,  I  like  you  now. 
It  is  the  custom  of  most  gentlemen. 
Not  to  confess,  until  they  feel  their  bones 
Beeiu  't  admonish  'em. 

mer.  You  are  'i  th'  right 
Good  friend,  make  haste;    I've  very   urgent 
business. 
Chir,   Not  rashly  neither;    is   your   gristle 
sound  ? 
Methinks  'tis  very  firm  as  yet  to  the  touch. 
You  fear  no  danger  there,  as  yet,  sir,  do  you  ? 
Mer,  No,  1*11  assure  you.    (He  must  have  hit 
humour : 
I  see  he  is  not  to  be  cross'd.) 

Chir,  When  did  you 
Feel  the  first  grudging  on't  ?    Tis  not  broke  oat 
In  any  place  ? 
•Mer.  No,  no :  I  pray  y'  dispatch  me. 
Chir.  These  tilings  desire  deliberation 
Care  is  requir'd. 

Mer,  Good  brother,  go  t'  your  chest. 
Chir,  How  can  I  know  what  med'cines  to 
apply, 
If  that  you  tell  me  not  where  lies  your  grief? 
Mer.  Nay,  good  now,  let  me  go. 
Chir.  I  must  not,  sir ; 
Nor  will  not,  truly.    Trust  me,  yOH  will  wish 
You  had  confes7>'d,  and  suflfer'd  me  in  time. 
When  you  shall  come  to  dry-burnt  racks  of 

mutton, 
The  syringe,  and  ^'  the  tub, 

Mer,  So,  now  enough ; 
Pray  fetch  roe  what  you  promis'd. 

Chir.  Are  you  wild, 
Or  road  ?    I  do  protest,  I  ne'er  did  roeet 


a  vegei  tpark, — A  lively  spark. 

the  tub.— So,  in  Timon  qfAthtnM,  A.  4.  S.  3 : 

«  the  tub  fast  and  the  diet." 

lOte  on  that  passage,  last  edit,  of  Shakspcare,  Vol.  VIII.  p.  409.      S» 
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A  gentleman  of  tach  perverseness  jet. 
I  find  you  just  as  I  was  told  I  should. 

Men  I  lose  the  taking,  by  my  swear,  oftaking 
As  much,  whiles  tliat  I  am  receiving  this. 

Chtr.  I  wiil  not  hinder  you,  if  that  you  do 
Prefer  your  gain  before  your  health. 

Mer.  Well  then, 
I  pniy  you  tell  it  out ;  we  tradesmen  are  not 
Mii6t^rs  of  our  own  time. 
Chir.  What  would  you  have? 
Mer»  What  would  I  have?  as  if  yon  did  not 
know ! 
Come,  come,  leave  jesting  now  at  last,  good 
brother. 
Ckir,  I  am  in  earnest,  sir. 
Mer.  Why,  I  would  have 
My  money,  sir ;  the  twenty  pieces  that 
The  gentleman  did  give  you  order  now 
To  pay  me,  for  the  velvet  that  he  bought 
This  morning  of  me. 

Chir.  O !  the  gentleman 

Mer,  You  should  not  make  a  laugliing-stock, 
good  brother. 
Of  one  that  wrongs  yon  not ;  I  do  profess 
I  won't  be  fubb'd,  ensure  yourself. 

Chir.  The  gentleman ! 
Oh !  oh !  the  gentleman !    Is  this  the  cure 
I  sliould  perform  ?    Truly,  I  dare  not  venture 
Upon  such  desperate  maladies. 

Mer.  You  are  but  merrily  dispos*d  ? 
Chir.  Indeed,  they  are 
Too  high  for  my  small  quality.    Verily 
Perliaps,  good  brother,  you  might  perish  under 
Mine  bands  truly.    I  do  profess,  1  am  not 
Any  of  your  bold  mountebanks  in  this. 

Mer.  You're  still  dispos'd 

Chir.  To  laugh  at  you,  good  brother. 
Guird,  by  m  V  swear,  by  my  swear,  gull'd ;  he 

told  me 
You  had  a  small  infirmity  upon  yon, 
A  grief  of  youth,  or  two;  and  tlwt  I  should 
Have  twenty  pieces  for  the  cure.    He  ask'd  you 
If  that  you  were  content,  vou  answered,  yes. 
I  was  in  hope  I  had  gain'd  a  patient  more ; 
Your  best  way  is  to  make  haste  after  him. 

Mer.  Now  could  I  beat  myself  for  a  wise  fix>l 
That  I  was,  thus  to  trust  him.  [Exit. 

Chir.  B'w'y',  BroUicr. 
'Fore  God  a  good  one.    O  ]  the  gentleman ! 

[Exit  laughing. 

SCENE  V. 

RiMEWELL,  Baoshot,  Catchmey,  Sir  Chris- 
topher ;  a  Song  at  a  window,  congratulating 
(a$  they  think)  Mr  Meanwell's  Marriage. 

1.  Whiles  early  light  tpringtfrom  the  skies, 
A/airerfrom  your  bride  doth  rise  ; 


I 


A  brighter  day  doth  thence  appem 
And  make  a  second  nwming  there 
Her  blush  doth  shed 
All  o*er  the  bed^ 
Clean  shamefaced  beams 
That  spread  in  streams^ 
And  purple  round  the  modest  air, 

2.  I  will  not  tell  what  shrieks  and  cries 

What  angry  pishes,  and  whatjies, 
What  pretty  oaths  then  newly  hot 
2'he  listening  taper  heard  there  sn 

Whilesfroward  she 

Most  peevishly 

Did  yielding  Jight, 

To  keep  o'er  night, 
What  she  d  have  proffer' d  you  ere  i 

3.  Fair,  we  know,  maids  do  refuse 

2^0  grant  what  they  do  come  to  lose. 
Intend  a  conquest,  you  that  wed ; 
They  would  be  chastly  ravished  ; 

Sot  any  kiss 

From  Mrs  Pris, 

If  that  you  do 

Persuade  and  woo : 
Know,  pleasure's  by  extortingfed. 

4.  O  may  her  arms  wax  black  and  blue 
Only  by  hard  encircling  you : 

May  she  round  about  you  twine 
Like  the  easy  twisting  vine  ; 

And  while  you  sip 

From  herJuU  lip, 

Pleasures  as  new 

A,m»^iugdew, 
Let  those  soft  iyesyour  hearts  com 

Singer.  God  give  you  joy,  Mr  Meanwell 

give  your  worship  good-morrow 

Rime.  Come,  let's  be  Koing« 

Chris.  Hold,  a  blow  Fll  have. 

One  jerk  at  th'  times,  wrapt  in  a  benedici 

O'  th'  spouse's  teeming,  and  111  go  with  y 

A  SONG. 

Now  thou  our  future  brother. 
That  shall  make  this  spouse  a  mot  her  < 

Spring  up,  and  '^  Dod's  blessing  q 
Shew  thy  little  sorrel  pate, 
And  prove  regenerate 

Before  thou  be  brought  to  the  font. 

May  the  parish  surplice  be 
Cut  in  pieces  quite  for  thee, 

To  wrap  thy  soft  body  about ; 
So  *  twill  better  service  do, 
Keformed  thus  into 

The  state  of  an  orthodox  clout* 


•* Dod's  blessinf  on't.—John  Dod,  a  learned  and  pious  divine,  bom  in  Cbeshirf ,  educa 

Jesus  College,  Cambridge,  and  aAerwards  successively  minister  of  Hanwell,  Oxfordshire,  1 
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When  thou  $htJi  leave  the  cradie^ 
And  shalt  begm  to  waddle, 

And  trudge  in  thy  little  apron  : 
May  St  thou  conceive  a  grace 
Of  half  an  hour*s  space, 

And  rejoice  in  thy  Friday  capon. 

For  an  error  that's  theflock^s, 
Name  Mr  Paul/  but  urge  ''  St  Kjiox ; 

And  at  every  refom/d  dinner. 
Let  cheese  come  in,  and  preaching. 
And  by  that  third  course  teaching. 

Confirm  an  unsatisf^d  sinner. 

Thence  grow  up  to  hate  a  ring. 
And  d^  an  offering ; 

And  team  to  sing  what  others  say. 
Let  Christ-^ide  be  thy  fast. 
And  Lent  thy  good  repast : 

And  reg&rd  not  an  holy-day. 

Enter  Constable  and  Assistants, 
Con,  Lay  hold  on  them ;  lay  bold  on  them, 

1*11  hamper  them. 

Catch.  He^  take  yoar  headlong  zeal : 
xou  most  be  jerking  at  the  times,  fbnootb. 


I  am  afraid  the  times  will  'scape,  and  we. 
The  men  of  them,  shall  suffer  now  the  soDurge." 

Con,  Let  none  escape. 

Chris,  Twas  godliness  verily : 
It  was  a  hynui  I  warbled. 

Con,  Thou  dost  lye, 
It  was  no  hymn,  it  was  a  song.    Is  this 
Your  filthy  rendezvous  ?  you  shall  be  taught 
Anotlier  tune. 

Chris,  I  do  beseech  you  shew 
Merciful  cruelty,  and  as  'twere  a  kin^ 
Of  pitiful  hardheartedness.    I'm  strong. 

[They  bring  in  Andrew  and  Pbiscilla. 

Con,  I'm  glad  you  told  me  so.  I  will  provide 
Your  ward  accordingly.    Drag  'em  out  both. 

And.  Let  me  but  send  to  th'  ordinary. 

Con,  You  shall  not; 
Tbe  ord'nary  hath  sent  to  you :  No  bail, 
I  will  take  none.    I'll  suffer  no  such  sneaks 
As  you,  to  offend  this  way.    It  doth  belong 
T'  your  betters,  sir. 

And,  Here's  a  sufficient  man 
I  do  assure  you ;  take  my  word  for  that. 

Con,  This  staff  was  made  to  knock  down  ain. 
I'll  look 
Tliere  shall  be  no  '^  advowtry  in  my  ward 
But  what  is  honest.    I'll  see  justice  done 
As  long  as  I'm  in  office.  Come  along.  [Exeuntm 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L 
Sir  Thomas  Bitefig  as  sick,  Jane. 

Sir  T,  Now  that  I  have  made  even,  girl,  with 

Heav'n, 
lioo^  I  am  past  the  worst,  and  I  perceive 
ly  dmner  only  griev'd  me,  yet  'cause  life's 
'rail  and  uncertain,  let  me  counsel  thee, 
ris  good  to  be  beforehand  still.     First  then, 
charge  thee  lend  no  money ;  next,  serve  God ; 
fever  thou  hast  cliildren,  teach  them  thrift; 
liey'll  learn  religion  fast  enough  themselves, 
lay,  do  not  weep,  but  hearken.    When  Heav'n 

shall 
lease  to  call  in  this  weary  soul  of  mine, 
te  n't  idle  in  expence  about  my  burial : 
toy  me  a  shroud,  any  old  sheet  will  serve 
o  clothe  corruption ;  I  can  rot  without 
loe  linen ;  'tis  but  to  enrich  the  grave. 


And  adorn  stench,  no  reverence  to  the  dead. 
To  make  tliem  crumble  more  luxuriously. 
One  torch  will  be  sufficient  to  direct 
The  footsteps  of  my  bearers.    If  there  be 
Any  so  kind  as  to  accompany 
My  body  to  the  earth,  let  them  not  want 
For  entertainment ;  pr'ythee  see  they  have 
A  sprig  of  rosemary,  dip'd  in  common  water. 
To  smell  to  as  they  walL  along  the  streets. 
Eatings  and  drinkings  are  no  obsequies. 
Raise  no  oppressing  pile  to  load  my  ashes ; 
But  if  thou  It  needs  b'  at  charges  of  a  tomb. 
Five  or  six  foot  of  common  stone,  engrav'd 
With  a  good  hopeful  word,  or  else  a  couple 
Of  capital  letters  filled  up  with  pitch. 
Such  as  I  set  upon  my  sheep,  will  serve ; 
State  is  not  meet  for  those  that  dwell  in  dust. 
Mouni  as  thou  pleasest  for  me,  plainness  shews 
True  grief:  I  give  thee  leave  to  do  it  for 


IraytOD,  Leicestershire,  Canons  Asbby  and  Fansley  in  Northamptbnsbire,  tho'  for  a  time  silenced  hi 
■ch  of  them.  He  is  commonly  called,  The  Decalogist,  having  with  Robert  Cleaver,  another  Poritan, 
rritten  An  Expesitum  on  the  Ten  Commandments,  He  died  at  Fausley  in  1645,  aged  about  ninety 
can. 

'*  St  Knox, — ^This  was  John  Knox,  the  celebrated  refonner  in  Scotland.    See  his  character. 

tobertsoB*!  Hiif«ry  ^  Scotland,  Vol.  I.  p.  130. 
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Two  or  three  yeaira,  if  that  thou  shalt  think  fit 
Twill  save  expence  in  clothes.  And  so  now  be 
My  blessing  on  thee,  and  my  means  hereafter. 
Jane.  I  hope  Heav'n  will  not  deal  so  rigidly 
With  me,  as  to  preserve  me  to  th'  unwelcome 
Performance  of  these  sad  injunctions. 


SCENE  n. 
To  them  Meanwell. 

Mean,  Good  health  unto  you,  sir. 
Sir  T,  I  have  the  more, 
By  reason  of  the  care  you  took  in  sending 
A  confessor  unto  me. 

Mean.  I !  a  confessor ! 
Sure  there  is  some  design,  some  tkick  or  other 
Put  on  you  by  those  men,  who  never  sleep 
Unless  they've  cheated  on  that  day. 

Sir  T.  I  hope 
You  do  mean  your  partners,  my  good  friends  ? 
Mean,  They  ne'er  deserve  the  name  of  fHeiids, 
they  do 
Covet,  not  love.    If  any  came  from  them^ 
It  was  some  vulture  in  a  holy  habit. 
Who  did  intend  your  carcase,  not  your  safety ; 
Indeed  I  know  not  oft,  IVe  all  this  while 
Appeared  another  to  you  than  I  am 

[Diidoseth  himself. 
Perhaps  you  know  me  now.     I'm  he,  whom  you 
Pleas'd  to  forbid  your  house,  whom  Mr  Credu- 
lous 
Takes  leave  to  style  lost  man,  and  vagabond. 

Sir  T,  That  I  forbad  you  my  house,  was  only 
In  care  to  my  daughter,  not  in  hate  to  you. 

Mean.  That  I  frequented  it  without  your  leave, 
Was  b<jth  in  love  to  you,  and  to  your  daughter ; 
That  I  have  all  this  while  liv'd  thus  disguis'd, 
Whs  only  to  avert  the  snare  from  you. 
Not  to  entrap  yuu ;  that  you  might  not  be 
Blinded  by  thdse,  who,  like  to  venomous  beasts. 
Have  only  sight  to  poison ;  that  you  might  not 
Kuin  your  daughter  in  a  compliment. 

Sir  T.  This  may  be  your  plot,  apd  this  dis- 
covery 
Feign'd  only  to  secure  your  own  designs : 
For't  cannot  sink  into  me,  that  ihey  durst 
Make  mirth  of  my  repentance,  and  abuse 
My  last  devotion  with  a  scene  of  laughter. 
Mean,  They  dare  beyond  your  thought.  W^hen 
parted  this 
Your  confessor  ? 

Sir  T.  You  could  not  chuse  but  meet  him, 
He  is  scarce  yet  at  home. 
Mean.  If  that  you  dn re 
But  venture  with  me  home,  I'll  almost  promise 
1*11  make  it  plain  they've  put  a  trick  upon  you. 
Sir  T.  Though  every  step  were  so  much  to- 
ward my  grave. 


I'd  tread  them  o'er  with  comfort,  that  I  might 
Discover  this  religious  villainy.  [ExeunL 


SCENE  III. 

Hearsay,  Slicrr,  andSaAPE  in  hit  Confes$ef*i 

habit. 

Hear,  pome,  my  good  vulture,  speak ;  what 

prey  ?  what  mirth  ? 
SU.  What  income,  my  dear  holiness?  what 

sport  ? 
Shape,  Give  me  the  chair;  imagine  me  the 
knight 
(When  I  sit  down,)  and  (when  I  stand)  the  Con- 
fessor. 
[A$  he  is  thus  actings  Me  an  well  and  Sir 
Thomas  discover  themselves  above. 
Thus  I  come  in  peace  to  thy  soul,  good  son, 
(Tis  you  must  give  it,  father ;   I  am  ill, 
I'm  very  ill;  fit  only  now  for  heav'n. 
My  soul  would  fain  be  fiying,  were't  not  for 
A  sin  or  two  that  clogs  her.)     But  for  a  sin 
Or  two  that  clogs  her }  Take  heed  ;  don't,  so  Bear 
Your  last  deliverance,  play  the  sophister 
With  Fleav'n.   A  sin  or  two  !  why,  I've  heard  say 
YouVe  wont  to  skrew  your  wretched  tenants  op 
1*0  th'  utmost  farthing,  and  then  stand  upon 
The  third  rent-capon.    Then  he  answers  me 
In  the  small  doletul  tune  of  a  country  wench 
Eiamin'd  by  th'  oilicia!,  for  the  mischance 
Of  a  great  belly  caught  at  a  '^  Whitson-ale; 
(I  could  not  help  it.)    Then  it  is  your  custom, 
When  you  invite,  to  think  your  meat  laid  out, 
You  write  your  beef  disburs  d,  are  wont  to  call 
For  the  return  of 't  just  as  for  a  debt ; 
(True.)    That  two  chimneys  ne'er  yet  smok'd  at 

once 
In  all  your  buildings :  (All  most  true.)  Thatyoa 
Are  wont  to  keep  an  untouch'd  capon,  till 
Corruption  makes  it  able  to  walk  out, 
And  visit  the  barn  door  again.    I  could 
Say  much  more,  but  I  had  rather  have  yon 
Come  so  much  nearer  pardon,  as  t'  accuse 
Yourself,  by  your  own  mouth. 
Sli.  How  grave  the  rogue  was ! 
Shape.  (I'll  do't  as  strictly  as  mine  enemy.) 
Sir  T.  1  cannot  hold ;  I'll  break  in  as  I  am. 
And  take  my  vengeance  whilst  my  fury*s  hot 
Mean.  Repress  it,  sir,  a  while ;  h'  hath  but 

begun. 
Shape.  Then  thus  he  drawls  it  out,  (I  do  coa- 
fess 
I've  been  addicted  to  frugality.) 
Son,  do  not  mince ;  pray  call  it  covetousness. 
(Imprimis,  It  hath  ever  been  my  custom 
To  ride  beyond  an  inn,  to  save  my  horse-meat. 
Item,  When  once  I  had  done  so,  and  found 
No  entertainment,  I  beguil'd  the  children 
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parchM  peas ;  my  man  being  left  to  that 
le  the  emblem  of  mortality :) 

Grass,   you  mean  ?    (Or  sweet  hay, 

which  you  please.) 
Methinks  this  is  truly  coming  to  a 

reckoning. 

account  for  's  sins  with  Item  so. 
.  {Item,  I've  often  bought  a  Cbeapside 

custard, 
refreshed  my  soul  under  my  cloak, 

walk  the  streets.)     Cloaking  of  sins, 
t)  they  be  but  eating  sins,  I  do 
ce  most  dangerous.    (I  find  this  so, 
St  lost  mine  eves  by  't,  being  justled.) 
'  thou  rich  soul  of  roguery  ! 
.  (Moreover, 

mg  Psalms  with  servants  where  I  lodgM, 
k  part  with  'cm  in  their,  lovely  reliques ; 
f  soul  did  lust,  they  were  temptations.) 
king  that  you  might  eat?  It  is  the  sin 
ethren,  son ;  but  that  their  reliques  are 
ridows  houses. 

0  tliou  preaching  devil ! 

{Ite/tty  I  entered  into  a  chandler's  shop, 
my  bread  in  secret,  whilst  my  man 
lie  wholesome  steam  of  candle-suet, 
tich  grieves  me  most,  I  did  make  bohi 
i  black-puddings  of  my  needy  taylor: 
19  Strong ;  they  did  provoke  me  much.) 
Wretch  that  I  was,  to  trust  my  bosom  to 
xactly  bad,  that  if  the  book 
sn's  lives  lay  open  to  his  view, 
leet  no  sin  unpractis'd  by  himself. 
>h  in. 

Good  sir,  keep  close  a  while. 

1  see  no  tears,  no  penitential  tears, 
cannot  weep,  mine  eyes  are  pumice : 

1 1  hope  may  yet  redeem.)    Alms  given 
e  manner,  son.    (Won't  fifty  pounds 
'  my  score  ?)  If  doubled  't  may  do  some- 
thing. 

e  sav^d  no  cheaper?  Take  this,  then, 
f  for  me.)    With  that  I  thus  dismissed 

liim: 
son,  for  now  I  dare  pronounce  thee 

bless'd, 
>u'st  pour'd  thus  out  thy  soul The 

woin 
'!  'Sfoot,  peace,  we're  in  the  noose; 

betray'd ;    yon's  Meaiiwell    and  the 

knight 

is  as  good  a  man  as  any 

t  confess'd don't  look  tliat  way 

onest  charitable  man, 
ncerity  and  true  devotion. 

Patience  itself  would  now  turn  furious. 
Rome  oificers.  [Ex.  Sir  Tuo.  and  Mean. 

Discover'd  all ! 
is  unlucky  to  me. 


Hear,  Man, 
Perfidious  man  !  there  is  no  trust  in  thee ! 

Sli,  I  never  lik'd  this  Mean  well ;  I  did  always 
See  treachery  writ  in's  forehend.     I  well  hop'd 
H  'ad  been  in  prison  with  his  wench. 

Shape,  Leave  railing. 
Along  with  me.    There  is  left  one  way  more ; 
The  cat  may  yet  perhaps  light  on  all  four. 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Sir  Thomas  Bitefig,  Meanwell,  Constable, 

Watchmen. 

Sir  T,  What,  gone !    Upon  my  life,  they  did 

mistrust. 
Mean.  They  are  so  beaten,  that  they  smell  an 
officer, 
As  crows  do  powder. 

Sir  T,  Watchman,  call  you  forth 
The  mistress  of  the  house,  imprimis  ;  for 

[Exit  Officer. 
They  have  their  lurking-bole  near  hand,  most 
certain. 

Enter  Moth  and  Potluck,  at  Man  and  Wife. 

Moth.  Denuncio  vobis  gaudium  magnum, 
Robertusde  Tinea  electus  est  in  sedem  hospitalem, 
Et  assumit  sibi  nomen  Galfridi. 
Joy  comes  to  our  house :  I  Robert  Moth  am 
Chesen  into  thvlk  hospiul  seat, 
Thylk  bason  of  Joan  Potluck,  vintner's  widow. 
And  do  •*  transmue  my  name  to  GefFery. 
New  **  foysoiis  byn  ygraced  with  new  titles. 
Come,  buss. 

Pot.  Fie !  Mr  Geffery,  I  swear, 
You  make  m'  asham'd  'fore  all  this  company. 

Sir  T.  Sir,  if  vou  be  the  master  of  this  house, 
You've  harboured  here  a  company  of  cheating 

villains. 
Which  we  are  come  t'  apprehend. 

Pot.  Pray  y'  look, 
Search  every  comer:  here's  no  cheats.    I'm  sure 
The  house  was  clear  before  your  worship  enter'd. 
Con,  Make  fast  the  doors,  fur  fear  they  do 
escape. 
Let's  in,  and  ferret  out  these  cheating  rake-hells. 
[As  the  Watchmen  go  in  and  out  about  the 
roomSy  Hearsay,  Slicer,  and  Shape, 
mingle  themselves  with  'em,  being  ac- 
counted Watchmen  ;  and  so  pass  wit/umt 
discovery. 

Enter  Ut  Watchman  and  Hearsay. 

1st  Watch.  Tis  very  certain,  they  are  not  in 

the  house. 
Sir  1\  They  had  no  time  to  get  away. 
Hear,  Why  then. 


»•  rnnwjiv^.—Change. 
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It  may  be,  being  tbey  are  sucb  cunning  fellows, 
They  have  the  trick  of  going  invisible. 

Enter  2d  Watchman  and  Sliceb. 

9d  Watch.  There's  no  place  lefl  unsearch'd, 
but  pors  and  mouse-holes. 

Sli,  They're  either  gone  or  in  the  house,  that's 

certain. 
^d  Watch,  That  cannot  be;  the  doors  were 
shut,  I'm  sure, 
And  so  they  could  not  get  out :  the  rooms  then  are 
All  search'd,  and  so  they  cannot  be  within. 
Sli.  I'll  lay  my  neck  to  a  fiuthing  then,  tliey*re 

vanish'd. 
Hear.  '^  3unk  like  the  queen ;  they'll  rise  at 
Queenhive,  sure ! 

Enter  Constable^  and  other  Watchmen,  and 
SuAPE  among  'fn?,  bringing  in  Credulous 
and  Caster. 

Shape.  Most  certain,  these  are  two  of  them : 
for  this 
Old  knave,  I'll  take  my  oath  that  he  is  one. 

Con,  Confess,  confess :  where  are  your  other 
comrades  ? 

Cred.  I  am  as  lionest  as  the  skin  that  is 
Between  thy  brows. 

Con.  What  skin  between  my  brows  ? 
What  skin,  thou  knave  ?     I  am  a  Christian ; 
And  what  is  more,  a  constable  !  What  skin  ? 

Sir  T.  You  are  mistaken,  friends. 

Con.  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Shape,  The  constable  may  call  you  any  thing 
In  the  king's  name,  upon  suspicion. 

Sir  T.  We*re  cheated,  friends ;  these  men  o' 
tir  ordinary 
Have  gnll'd  us  all  this  while,  and  now  are  gone. 

Cas,  I  am  undone.  Ne'er  let  me  live,  if  that 
I  did  not  think  they  would  gull  me.  I  perceive 
Fancy  doth  much :  see  how  'tis  come  to  pass  ! 

Cred.   Where  is  my  son  ?    God  bless  him ! 
Where  is  Andrew  ? 
Pray  God  they  have  not  taken  him  along : 
He  hath  a  penlous  wit  to  be  a  cheat ; 
He'd  quickly  come  to  be  his  Majesty's  tiiker. 

Con,    I    took    one   Andrew  Credulous  this 
morning 
In  dishonest  adultery  with  a  trull ; 
And  if  he  be  your  son,  he  is  in  prison. 

Cred.  Their  villainy,  o'  my  life !  Now,  as  I  am 
A  fireeman^  and  a  grocer,  I  had  rather 


Have  found  forty  pounds.    I  pray  go  fetch  him. 

J  Exit  Officer. 
:es  these  iewd 
courses ; 
He  is  not  fit  to  make  a  husband  of. 

Cred.  Do  not  coudemn  before  you  hear.    I'D 
warrant. 
Though  he  be  guilty,  yet  he's  innocent. 

Enter  Hate-at-all. 

Moth.  '®'  Hent  him,  for  dem  love  bent  him; 
I  done  drad 
His  visage  foul,  '^  yfroanct  with  glowing  eyn. 

Hav.  1  come  t'  excuse  my  nider  usage  of  yoo; 
I  was  in  drink  when  that  I  did  it :  'twas 
The  plot  of  those  base  knaves,  I  hear,  are  gone, 
To  teach  me  valour  by  the  strength  of  wine ; 
Naming  that  courage  which  was  only  fury. 
It  was  not  wilfully. 

Moth.  I  do  not  reche  [guerdon. 

One  bean   for  all.      This  buss  is  a  '^^  blire 
Hence  carlishnesse  vferre.    Tis  a  sooth  saw. 
Had  I  but  venged  all  mine  henne. 
Mine  cloak  had  not  been  furred  half  so  wens. 

Enter  Officers^  withAvntLEWyVRisciLhAfandthe 
four  that  were  taken  at  the  window  singing. 

Cred.  Now,  sir,  you  shall  bear  all.    Coney 
Andrew,  tell  me 
How  cam'st  thou  hither  ? 

And.  Truly,  Mr  Meanwell 
Told  me,  that  I  should  meet  with  Mrs  Jane; 
And  there  I  found  her  chambermaid  I 

Cred.  D'y'see? 
Your  chambermaid,  Sir  Thomas  I  Out,  you  whore- 
And.  Take  heed  what  you  say,  father;  sbe's 

my  wife. 
Cred.   I  would  thou'rt  in  thy  grave  then; 
'twere  the  better 
Fortiyie  o'  th'  two.  ^ 

Pris,  Indeed,  this  reverend  man  join'd  ni  i 

th*  prison. 
Chris.  Marriage  is  a  bond ; 
So  DO  place  fitter  to  perform  it  in. 

Sir  T.   Send  for  my  daughter  hither;  well 
know  all. 
What  are  you,  sir  ? 

Chris,  A  workman  in  the  clergy. 
Con,  Yes,  this  is  one  I  took  at  th'  window 
singing. 
With  these  three  other  vagrant  fellows  here. 


"^  .SifitJ^  like  the  queen  ;  the^ll  rise  at  Queenhwe,  ntre  .'—The  story  here  alluded  to,  is  told  in  an  oH 


George  Peele."  4to.    1593, 1599.    See  also  a  ballad  on  the  same  subject,  in  Evanses  EtUtismrf^^ 
JSoUads  Vol.  I.  u.  237. 
"^'  Hent  ««!— Take  hold  of  him.      T.  '^  YJromui.—Vrtinkltd. 

Blive  guerdon. — Quick  reward.      T. 
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I  was  in  body  tliere,  but  not  in  mind, 
ly  sin  is  but  inchoately  perfect ; 
ioui;h  in  a  fBiitt,  did  not  o6fend ; 
for  three  reasons.     First,  I  did  yield 
nd  of  unwilling  consent. 
I  was  drawn,  as  'twere,  by  their 

Sentleness.     Mark,  sir,  I*in  strong, 
leem'd  it  not  a  woman's  shambles, 
nnd  lastly,  that  I  sung  was  only 
rish.    Once  more,  beloved. 
Peace ! 

&id  enough  already.     How  came  you 
eneath  the  window  f 
Mr  Ile:<rsay 

hat  Mr  Mean  well  was  new  married ; 
f^ht  it  good  that  we  should  gratify  him, 

ourselves  to  him  in  a  ***•■  Fescennine. 
That  rascal  Meanwell,  was  the  cause 
of  all: 

had  him  here. 
Why  this  is  he, 
t  Littleworth  his  son ;  he  hath 
their  villainies;  he  is  no  cheat. 
God  save  you,  Mr  Credulous;  you  have 

me  perhaps:  I*m  somewhat  changVl. 

jTOur  lost  man's  found :  your  vagabond 

It  last. 

jrO,  you  are  a  gibing  scab. 

your  flouting,  you're  a  beardless  boy : 

ber  of  children. 

And  your  son 

»  shortly,  if  he  han't  ill  luck. 

u  more,  that  hundred  ponnds  you  sent 

ster.  Shape,  i'  th'  habit  of 

-fellow,  gull'd  you  of. 

'hat  rascal ! 

r'st  thy  wit  t'  abuse  an  old  man  thus : 

lall  mend  me,  I  will  hamper  thee. 

.^en  disguis'd  here  all  thb  while,  thou 

last! 

I  were  bray'd  in  mine  own  mortar,  if 
all  th'  in  question  the  next  term, 
erfeiting  of  the  King's  subjects. 
y  from  him,  sirrah ;  come  along. 
iunt  Credulous,  Andrew,  and  Pris. 
There's  a  trunk  they've  left  behind ;  I 
lave 

»r  you ;  so  that  youll  be  no  loser, 
f  you  can  find  a  way,  whereby  I  may 
is  courtesy  of  yours,  I  shall 
jrself  engaged  doubly  to  you, 
le  benefit  and  its  requital. 


Enter  Jane. 

Mean,  The  appearance  of  your  daughter  here 
suggests 
Something  to  ask,  which  yet  my  thoughts  call 
boldness. 
Sir  T,  Can  she  suggest  yet  any  good,  that  is 
So  expert  grown  in  this  fltsh-brokery  ? 

Mean.  O  do  not  blot  that  innocence  with 
suspicion. 
Who  never  came  so  near  a  blemish  vet. 
As  to  be  accus'd.    To  quit  you  of  such  thoughts, 
I  did  receive  a  tempting  letter  from 
That  strumpet  that  s  gone  out  (as  sin  is  bold 
To  try,  even  where  no  hope  is) ;  I  made  promise; 
But  to  secure  myself,  and  withal  sound 
Th'  affections  of'^young  Credulous  unto 
Your  virtuous  daughter,  told  him  he  should  meet 

her, 
Where  I  agreed  to  meet  your  chamber-maid. 
The  blame  must  all  be  mine. 
Sir  jf.  Tis  her  deliverance. 
She  hath  escap'd  two  plagues,  a  lustful  fool. 

Mean.  I  dare  not  challenge  her,  I  do  confess. 
As  a  reward  due  to  my  service;  and 
If  you  deny  her  me,  assure  yourself 
I'll  never  draw  her  from  obedience. 
I  will  not  love  her  to  procure  her  ruin. 
And  make  my  affection  prove  her  enemy. 

Sir  2\  You  speak  most  honestly,  I  never  did 
Think  ill  of  your  intents,  but  always  gave 
A  testimony  to  your  life  as  large 
As  were  your  merits.    But  your  fortunes  are 
Unequal ;  there's  the  want. 

Mean.  What's  there  defective, 
Love  shall  supply.    True,  Mr  Credulous 
Is  a  rich  man,  but  yet  wants  tliat  wliich  makes 
His  riches  useful,  free  discretion. 
He  may  be  something  in  th'  eye  o*  th'  world  7, 
But  let  a  knowing  man,  that  can  distinguish 
Between  possessions  and  good  parts,  but  view 

him 
And  prize  impartially,  he  will  be  rated 
Only  as  chests  and  caskets,  just  according 
To  what  he  holds.    I  value  him  as  I 
Would  an  exchequer,  or  a  magazine. 
He  is  not  virtuous,  but  well  stor'd  :  a  thing 
Rather  well  victuall'd  than  well  qualified. 
And  if  you  please  to  cast  your  eye  on  me. 
Some  moneys  will  call  back  my  father's  lands 
Out  of  his  lime-twig  fingers,  and  I  shall 
Come  forth  as  gay  as  he. 


•m  Facetmme—u  e.  a  nuptial  ditty :  from  Feaeeimia^  or  FeMcennhan,  a  town  in  Italy,  where 

s  of  songs  were  first  practised.      S. 

id  I  were  bray'd  in  mine  own  mortar, — To  bray,  to  pound,  or  grind  small : 

«  111  burst  hhn,  /  will  bray 
Hie  bonee,  at  in  a  mortar," 

>t  yon  would  bmy  Christendom  tii  a  mortar ,  and  mould  it  into  a  new  paste,  Uftre  is  do 
ora  holy  war.**- — Bacon; 
s  Dictionary, — "  voce  6ray." 

.    III.  Z 


178 


THE  ORDINARY; 


[CaRTWBIGHTi 


Sir  T;  I'll  strive  no  longer. 
For  fear  I  seem  t'  oppose  felicity. 
If  she'll  give  her  consent,  y*  are  one. 

Jane.  It  is 
The  voice  of  angels  to  me.    I  had  thought 
Nothing  in  all  the  store  of  nature  could 
Have  added  to  that  love,  wherewith  I  do 
Reverence  that  name,  my  father,  till  that  you 
Spoke  this. 

Sir  T,  I  know  your  former  loves :  grow  up 
Into  an  aged  pair,  yet  still  seem  young. 
May  you  stand  fresh,  as  in  your  pictures  still, 
And  only  have  the  reverence  of  the  aged  ! 
I  thank  you  for  your  pains,  Mr  Constable : 
You  may  dismiss  your  watch  now. 

Shape,  A  pox  on't ! 
That  after  all  this,  ne'er  a  man  to  carry 
To  prison  !  Must  poor  tradesmen  be  brought  out, 
And  no  body  clapped  up  ? 

Mean,  That  you  mayn't  want 
Employment  mends,  take  this,  I  pray>  nnd 
drink  it. 

Sli,   Sir,  when  y*  are  cheated  next,  we  are 
your  servants — 
[Exeunt  all  but  Shape,  Hearsay,  and  Sli. 


SCENE  V. 

Shape,  Slicer,  Hearsay. 

Shape,  Lie  thou  there,  watchman.    How  the 
knave  that's  look'd  for, 
May  often  lurk  under  the  officer ! 
Invention,  I  applaud  thee. 

Hear.  London  air, 
Methinks,  begins  to  be  too  hot  for  us. 


Sli.  There  is  no  longer  CRrryilng  here:  let's 
swear 
Fidelity  to  one  another,  and 
'^  So  resolve  for  New  England. 

Hear.  Tis  but  getting 
A  little  pigeon-bole  reformed  ruflP 

Sli.    Forcing  our  beards  into  th'  Orthodox, 
bent • 

Shape.  Nosing  a  little  treason  'gainst  the  kings 
Bark  something  at  ihe  bishops;  and  we  shall 
Be  easily  receiv'd. 

Hear,  ^o  fitter  place. 
They  are  good  silly  people ;  souls  that  will 
Be  cheated  witliout  trouble.    One  eye  is 
Put  out  with  zeal,  th'  other  with  ignorance; 
And  yet  they  think  they're  eagles. 

Shape.  We  are  made 
Just  fit  for  that  meridian.     No  good  work's 
Allowed  there :  Faith,  faith,  is  that  they  call  for : 
And  we  will  bring  it  *em. 

Sli.  What  language  speak  they  ? 

Hear.  English,  ond  now  and  then  a  root  or  two 
Of  Hebrew ;  which  we'll  learn  of  some  Dutch 

skipper. 
That  goes  along  with  us  this  voyage.    Now 
We  want  but  a  good  wind ;  the  brethren's  sighs 
Must  fill  our  sails.  For  what  Old  England  won't 
Afford,  New  England  will.    You  shall  hear  of  uf 
By  the  next  ship  tliat  comes  for  proselytes. 
Each  soil  is  not  the  good  man's  country  oulj; 
Nor  is  the  lot  his  to  be  still  at  home : 

We*ll  claim  a  share,  and  prove  that  Nalurt 

gave 

This  boon,  as  to  the  good,  so  to  the  knave* 

[Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


Shape.  We  have  escap'd  the  law,  but  yet  do 
fear 
Something  that's  harder  answer'd — your  sharp 

ear. 
O  for  a  present  sleight  now,  to  beguile 
That,  and  deceive  you  but  of  one  good  smile ! 


Tis  that  must  free  us ;  th'  Author  dares  not  look 

For  that  good  fortune,  to  be  sav'd  by 's  book. 

To  leave  this  blessed  soil  is  no  great  woe; 

Our  grief  's  in  leaving  you,  that  make  it  so: 
For  if  you  shall  cat!  m  those  beams  you  lent| 
Twould  ev'n  at  home  create  a  banishment. 
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'<»  So  rmtof /w  New  England.— This  is  intended  to  ridicule  the  Puritans  of  the  times;  who,  <m 
account  of  tiie  severe  censui^  of  the  SUr-Chamber,  tlie  greatness  of  the  fines  there,  the  rigorous  pro- 
ceedings t6  impose  ceremonies,  the  suspending  and  silencing  ministers  for  not  reading  in  church  the 
Book  of  Sports,  and  other  grievances,  sold  their  estates,  and  settled  in  New  England.  The  emigrt- 
tions,  on  these  accounts  at  length  became  so  general,  that  a  proclamation  was  put  forth  in  16S6,  to 
stop  tliose  who  had  determined  to  follow  their  friends.  It  is  remarkable,  that  amongst  thoiewho 
^!If  actually  on  shipboard,  and  prevented  by  the  proclamation  from  proceeding  on  their  vuy age, 
were  the  patnot  Hampden,  and  his  cousin  Oliver  Cromwell. 
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THE  MERRY  BEGGARS. 


BY 


RICHARD  BROME.^ 


CHARD  Brome  was  of  mean  extraction,  and  sometime  servant  to  Ben  Jonson,  At  what  time 
gan  to  write,  we  have,  no  account ;  but  his  master  says,  it  was  not  until  he  had  served  him  the 
of  an  apprent  iff  ship.  The  first  play  of  Brome^s,  which  appeared  in  print  in  1632,  has  the 
ving  verses  from  Ben  Jonson  : 

**  To  my  faithful  servant ,  and  (by  his  continued  virtue)  my  loving  friend,  the  author 

of  this  work,  Mr  Richard  Brome  : 

**  I  had  yoo  for  a  servant  once,  Dick  Brome, 

And  you  perform'd  a  servant's  (aithfol  parts  : 
Now  vou  are  got  into  a  nearer  room 

Of  fellowship,  professing  my  old  arts. 
And  you  do  da  them  well ;  with  good  applause ; 

Which  you  have  justly  giun'd  from  the  stage. 
By  observation  of  those  comick  laws. 

Which  I,  ^our  master,  first  did  teach  the  age. 
You  learnt  it  well,  and  for  it  served  your  time, 

A  'prenticeship ;  which  few  do  now  a-days : 
Now  each  court  hobbihorse  will  wince  in  rune : 

Both  learned  and  unlearned,  all  write  plays. 
It  was  not  so  of  old :  men  took  up  trades 

That  knew  the  crafts  they  had  been  bred  in  right : 
An  honest  Bilboe-smith  would  make  good  blades. 

And  the  physician  teach  men  spue  and • 

The  cobler  kept  him  to  his  awl ;  but  now, 
He'll  be  a  poet  scarce  can  guide  a  plow." 

es  this  testimony  in  his  favour,  by  one  who  was  not  apt  to  be  over^avish  of  his  praises,  several 
'  principal  poets  of  the  times,  us  Shirley,  Dekker,  Ford,  Chamberlain,  and  others,  addressed 

to  him,  on  several  of  his  performances ;  and  he  appears  to  have  been  generally  well  respected. 
In  imitation  of  his  master,^*  (stiys  Langbaine,p.  35,^  *'  he  studied  men  and  humour  more  than 
;  and  his  genius  affecting  comedy,  his  province  was  more  observation  than  study ;  his  plots 
kiM  own,  and  he  forged  all  his  various  characters  from  the  mint  of  his  own  experience  and 
tent."*  % 

the  dedication  of  the  present  play  to  Thomas  Stanley,  Esq.  it  is  manifestly  the  last  of  hit 
€tions.  From  several  circumstances  mentioned  therein,  we  may  collect,  that  the  address  was 
m  about  the  time  in  which  the  play  was  published.  Supposing  this  conjecture  well  founded, 
can  be  no  doubt  but  he  died  in  the  year  1653 ;  as  in  the  subsequtfU  one,  five  of  his  plays  were 
public  by  his  namesake,  Alexander  Brome, 
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Besides  The  Lancashire  Witches,  which  he  wrote  in  conjunction  with  Thomas  Heywoody  he  was 

the  authw  of 

(1.)  **  the  Northern  Lou:  a  Comedy.    Acted  at  the  Globe  and  Black  Fryers^  1632.    4/o/ 
4  \OldySy  in  his  MS.  additions  to  Langbaine,  says,  ^*In  a  collection ofpoenu^ called  Folly  in  Print, 
or  a  Book  of  Rhimes,  8vo.  1667,  p.  107,  there  is  a  ballad  called  The  Northern  Lass.    She 
was  the  Fair  Maid  of  Doncaster,  named  Betty  Maddox  ;  who,  when  an  hundred  horsemen. 
woo*d  her,  she  conditioned,  that  he  who  could  dance  her  down,  she  would  marry  ;  but  f^e 
wearied  them  all,  and  they  left  her  a  maid  for  her  pains,**] 
(2.)  "  The  *Spnragus  Garden  :  a  Comedy.    Acted  in  1635,  at  Salisbury  Court.    4to.     1640." 
(3  )  ''  The  Antipodes :  a  Comedy.    Acted  in  1638,  at  Salisbury  Court.    4to.     1640." 
(4.)  "  The  Jovial  Crew  ;  or,  The  Merry  Beggars  :  a  Comedy.    Acted  in  1641,  at  the  Cockpit^ 

DtMry  Lane.    Ato.     1652." 
(5.)  **  A  Mad  Couple  well  matched :  a  Comedy.    Bvo.     1653."    ' 
(6.)  "  Novella  :  a  Comedy.    Acted  in  1632,  at  Black  Friers.    Bvo.     1653." 
(7.)  "  The  Court  Beggar :  a  Comedy.    Acted  in  1632,  at  the  Cockpit,    Bvo.     1653." 
(8.)  "  The  City  Wit ;  or.  The  Woman  wears  the  Breeches  :  a  Comedy.     Bvo.     1653." 
(9.)  "  The  Damoiselte ;  or.  The  New  Ordinary  :  a  Comedy.    Bvo.     1653." 

[The  last  Jive  were  published  by  Alexander  Brome.] 
(10.)"  The  Queene^s  Exchange :  a  Comedy.     Acted  at  Black  Friers.   4to.    1657."     [Puhlnhrd 

by  Henry  Brome ;  who,  in  an  address  to  the  readers,  mentions  several  other  works  of  the  author  be- 

ing  in  his  posxesxion.] 
(11.)  *•  The  English  Moor;  or.  The  Mock-Marriage  :  a  Comedy.    Bvo.    1659." 
(12.)  "  The  Love-sick  Court';  or,  The  Ambitious  Politick  :  a  Comedy.    Bvo.     1659." 
(13.)  "  Covent  Garden  weeded;  or.  The  Middlesex  Justice  of  Peace  :  a  Comedy.    Bvo.    1659." 
(14.)  "  New  Academy  ;  or,  The  New  Exchange  :  a  Comedy.     Bvo.     1659." 
(15.)  "  'The  Queen  and  Concubine  :  a  Comedy.    Bvo.     1659." 


TO  THE    RIGHT    NOBLE, 
INGENIOUS,    AND    JUDICIOUS   GENTLEMAN, 

THOMAS  STANLEY,  Esq.* 

Sir, 

I  have,  long  since,  studied  in  these  anti-ingenioas  times,  to  find  out  a  man,  that  might  at  once  he 
both  a  judge  and  patron  to  this  issue  of  ray  old-age  ^  which  needs  both ;  and  my  blewed  stars  have 
flung  me  upon  you,  in  whom  both  those  attributes  concenter  and  flourish.  Nor  can  I  yet  find  s 
reason  why  I  should  present  it  to  you,  (it  being  below  your  acceptance  or  censure,)  but  only  mj  own 
confidence;  which  had  not  grown  to  this  forwardness,  had  it  not  been  encouraeed  by  your  goodness. 
Yet,  we  all  know,  beggars  use  to  flock  to  great  men's  gates :  and  though  my  rortune  has  cast  me  in 
that  mold,  I  am  poor  and  proud,  and  preserve  the  humour  of  Kim  who  could  not  beg  for  any  tliioi; 
but  great  boons ;  such  as  are  your  kind  acceptance  and  protection.  I  dare  not  say  (as  my  brethren 
use)  that  I  present  this  as  a  testimonial  of  my  gratitude,  or  recorapence  for  your  fovours;  for,  I 
protest,  I  conceive  it  so  far  from  quitting  old  engagements,  that  it  creates  new:  so  that  all  that  this 
play  can  do,  is  but  to  make  more  work  ;  and  involves  me  in  debts  beyond  a  possibility  of  satisfac- 
tion. Sir,  it  were  a  folly  in  me,  to  tell  you  of  your  worth;  the  world  knows  it  enough;  and  are  hold 
to  say,  Fortune  and  ^fature  scarce  ever  clubb*d  so  well.  You  know,  sir,  I  am  old,  and  cannot 
cringe  nor  court  with  the  powder'd  and  ribbanded  wits  of  our  days:  but  though  I  cannot  speak  so 
much,  I  can  tliink  as  well,  and  as  honourably  as  the  best.  All  the  arguments  I  can  use  to  induce 
you  to  take  notice  of  this  thing  of  nothing,  is,  tliat  it  had  the  luck  to  tumble  last  of  all  in  the  epi- 
demical ruin  of  the  scene;  and  now  limps  hither  with  a  wooden  leg,  to  beg  an  alms  at  your  bands. 
I  will  wind  up  all,  with  a  Use  of  Exhortation : 

That  since  the  times  conspire  to  make  us  all  beggars,  let  us  make  ourselves  fnerry ;  which,  if  I 
am  not  mistaken,  this  drives  at.  Be  pleased  thereTore,  sir,  to  lodge  these  harmless  beggars  in  the 
out-houses  of  your  thuuehts ;  and,  among  the  rest,  him  that,  in  this  cuckow-time,  puts  in  ior  t 
membership,  and  will  fill  the  choir  of  those  that  duly  and  truly  pray  for  you ;  and  is, 

Sir,  your  humble  servant,      _ 

RIC.  BROME. 


•  Antiior  of  The  Ei»tm  qf  FMi99ophy,  and  editor  ^iMiehyhis.    He  died  April  Hth,  1678. — 
See  bis  Life  in  Biogvuphia  Britannica, 
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ACT  I. 


Oldrents,  Hearty. 

Old.  It  has,  indeed,  friend,  much  afflicted  me. 

Hear.  And  ver^  justly,  let  me  tell  you,  sir. 
That  could  so  impiously  be  curious 
To  tempt  a  judgment  on  you ;  to  give  ear 
And  faith  too  (by  your  leave)  to  fortune-tellers, 
Wizards^  and  gipsies ! 


Old.  I  have  since  been  frighted 
With  it  in  a  thousand  dreams. 

Hear.  I  would  '  go  drunk 
A  thousand  times  to-bed,  rather  than  dream 
Of  any  of  their  Riddlemy  Riddlemies. 
If  they  prove  happy,  so ;  if  not,  let 't  go : 
Youll  never  find  their  meaning  till  the  event. 
If  you  suppose  there  was  at  afl  a  meaning : 


*  This  hath  generally  been  a  favourite  play,  and  frequently  represented  on  the  stage.  In  the  year 
1732,  Mr  Roome,  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  Dunciad,  turned  it  into  a  Ballad  Opera.  The  songs  in* 
lerted  in  it  were  written  by  himself  and  Sir  William  Young.  With  the  alterations  nuide  by  these 
gentlemen  it  continiied  to  be  performed  until  verylately,  when  it  was  further  curtailed  and  reduced 
to  an  after-piece.  Mr  Love,  late  of  Druiy  Lane  Theatre,  formed  an  opera  of  two  acts  from  the  Jo* 
vial  Crew,  which  he  called,  Tke  Jbadies  Frolkk,  acted  in  the  year  1770. 

>  Ge  dnmk^Fint  edit  be  drunk. 
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As  the  equivocating  deyil  had,  ^hen  he 
Cozen'd  the  monk,  to  let  him  live  soul-free. 
Till  he  should  find  him  sleeping  between  sheets : 
The  wary  monk,  abjuring  all  such  lodging, 
At  last,  by  over-watching  in  his  study, 
The  foul  fiend  took  him  napping,  with  his  nose 
Between  the  sheet^leaves  of  lib  conjuring-book. 
There  was  the  whim,  or  double  meaning  on*t. 
But  these  fond  fortune-tellers,  that  know  no- 
things [master, 
Aim  to  be   thought  more  cunning  than  their 
The  *foresiiid  devil,  tho*  truly  not  so  hurtful : 
Vet,  trust  'era  !  hang  'em.     Wizards !  old  blind 

buzzards !      « 
For  once  they  hit,  they  miss  a  thousand  times; 
And  most  times  give  quite  contrary ;  bad  for 

?ood, 
And  best  for  worst.    One  told  a  gentleman 
His  son  should  be  a  man-killer,  and  be  hang*d 

for't; 
Who  after  prov'd  a  great  and  rich  physician, 
And  with  great  fame  i'  th'  university, 
Haug'd  up  in  picture  for  a  grave  example. 
There  was  the  whim  of  that.     Quite  contrary  ! 

Old.  And   that    was  happy;     would    mine 
could   so 
Deceive  my  fears ! 

ifeor.  They  may;  but  trust  not  to't.  Another 
schemist  [notable 

Found,  that  a  squint-ey'd  boy  should  prove  a 
Pick-purse,  and  afterwards  a  most  strong  thief: 
When  he  grew  up  to  be  a  cunning  lawyer. 
And  at  last  dy'd  a  judge.     Quite  coiitrary  ! 
How  many  have   been   mark*d   out   by   these 

wizards 
For  fools,  that  have  after  been  prick'd  for  sheriffs? 
Was  not  a  shepherd*s  boy  foretold  to  be 
A  drunkard,  and  to  get  his  living  from 
Bawds,  whores,  thieves,  quarrellers,and  the  like? 
And  did  he  not  become  a  suburb  justice. 
And  live  in  wine  and  worship  by  the  fees 
llack'd  out  of  such  delinquents?    there's  the 

whim  on't. 
Now  I  come  to  you :  Your  figure-flinger  finds, 
That  both  your  daughters,  notwithstanding  all 
Yourgreat  possessions,  which  they  are  co-heirs  of. 
Shall  yet  be  beggars :  May  it  not  be  meant, 
(If,  as  I  saidy  there  be  a  meaning  in  it,) 
They  may  prove  courtiers,   or  great  courtiers 

wives. 
And  so  be  beggars  in  law  ?  Is  not  that 
The  whim  on't,  think  you  ?  You  shall  think  no 
worse  on't. 

Old.  Would  I  had  your  merry  heart ! 

Hear.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Old.  I  mean  the  like. 

Hear.  I  would  you  had ;  and  I 
Such  an  estate  as  yours.    Four  thousand  yearly. 
With  such  a  heiart  as  mine,  would  defy  Fortune, 
And  all  her  babbling  soothsayers.     I'd  as  soon 
Distrust  in  Providence,  as  lend  a  fear 
To  siich  a  destiny,  for  a  child  of  mine, 
While  there  be  sack  and  songs  in  town  or  country. 


Think  like  a  man  of  conscience,  (now  I  am  se- 
rious,) 
What  justice  can  there  be  for  such  a  curse 
To  fall  upon  your  heirs  ?  Do  you  not  live 
Free  out  of  law,  or  grieving  any  roan  ? 
Are  you  not  th'  only  rich  man  lives  uneuvy'd  ? 
Have  you  not  all  the  praises  of  the  rich, 
And  prayers  of  the  poor  ?    Did  ever  any 
Servant  or  hireling,  neighbour,  kindred, curse  jon, 
Or  wish  one  minute  shorten'd  of  your  life? 
Have  you  one  grudging  tenant  ?  Will  they  not  all 
Fight  for  you  ?  Do  ihey  not  teach  their  children, 
Aud  make  'em  too  pray  for  you  mom  and 

evening. 
And  in  their  graces  too,  as  duly  as 
For  king  and  reahn  ?  The  innocent  things  woukl 

think 
They  ought  not  eat  else. 

Old,  Tis  their  goodness. 

Hear.  It  is  your  merit.    Your  great  love  and 
bounty 
Procures  from  Heaven  those  inspirations  in  'em. 
Whose  rent  did  ever  you  exact  ?   Whose  have 
You  not  remitted,  when  by  casualties 
Of  fire,  of  floods,  of  common  dearth,  or  sickness, 
Poor  men   were   brought  behind-hand?    May, 

whose  losses 
Have  you  not  piously  repaired  ? 

Old.  Enough. 

Hear.  What  heriots  have  you  ta'en  from  fo^ 
lorn  widows? 
What  acre  of  your  thousands  have  you  rack'd? 

Old.  Good  friend,  no  more. 

Hear.  These  are  enough,  indeed. 
To  fill  your  ears  with  joyful  acclamations 
Where er  }'ou  pass:  Heaven  blets  our  landlord 

Oldrent ; 
Our  master  Oldrent ;  our  good  patron  Oldrent. 
Cannot  these  sounds  conjure  that  evil  spirit 
Of  fear  out  of  you,  that  your  children  shall 
Live   to  be   beggars?    bhall  'squire  Oldrent's 

daughters 
Wear  old  rents  in  their  garments?   (there's > 

whim  too) 
Because  a  fortune-teller  told  you  so  ? 

Old.  Come,  I  will  strive  to  think  no  more  on't' 

Hear.  Will  you  ride  forth  for  air  then,  and 
be  merry  ?  [wf • 

Old.  Your  counsel  And  example  may  instruct 

Hear.  Sack  must  be  had  in  sundry  places  too. 
For  songs  I  am  provided. 

£n/er  Springlove  a?i7A  hooks  and  papers;  he 
lays  them  on  tlte  table. 

Old.  Yet  here  comes  one  brings  me  a  second 
fear. 
Who  has  my  care,  the  next  unto  my  children. 
Hear.  Your  steward,  sir,  it  seems,  has  busi- 
ness with  you. 
I  wish  you  would  have  none. 
Old.  I'll  soon  dispatch  it : 
And  then  be  for  our  journev  instantly. 

Hear.  I'll  wait  your  cooMug  down^  sir.  [Esi^* 


THE  MERRY  BEGGARS. 


183 


fhy,  Springlove, 

xpedition  ? 

r,  *tis  duty. 

common  among  stewards,  I  con- 

leir  accompts  before  the  day 
ave  limited.    Some  that  are  grown 
rs  and  knighthoods,  are  not  tbund 
h  an  importunity, 
thirty  days,  when  I  give  forty, 
f-year  day,  our  Lady  last, 
ect  my  trust  were  lost  in  thee ; 
r  youth  had  not  ability 
the  weight  of  such  a  charge, 
I  call  on  thee. 
T,  your  indulgence, 
i  ne*er  corrupt  me.    Ne'erthcless, 
ly  of  a  fair  discharge, 
[>  time,  will  be  encouragement 
me.     You  may  then  be  pleas'd 
i  a  survey  of  all  your  rents 
Spr  IK  CLOVE  turns  over  the  several  I 

books  to  his  master. 
d  all  such  other  payments  as 
hands,  since  my  last  audit,  for 
,  com,  all  fruits  of  husbandry ; 
eipts  on  bonds,  and  some  new  leases; 
Icl  debts,  and  almost  desperate  ones, 
1  country  cavaliers  as  courtiers, 
ir,  are  my  sevend  disbursements, 
ulars  for  yourself  and  daughters, 
f  house-keeping,  buildings,  and  re- 
irs ; 

»parel,  coaches,  gifts,  and  all 
r  your  personal  necessaries, 
nts*  wages,  liveries,  and  cures, 
ipplies  of  horses,  hawks,  and  hounds, 
not  the  least  to  be  remembered, 
tenevolences  to  the  poor, 
r  charity  there  goes  hand-in-hand 
ch  mine, 

;love,  I  commend  it  in  thee,  that 
years  art  grown  so  ripe  in  goodness, 
eaven-pierciog  prayers  bring  on  thee 
rds  with  nie ! 
<fow  here,  sir,  is 
f  of  the  several  accompts, 
'S  you  wliat  remains  in  cash :  which, 
ded 

tner  bank,  makes  up  in  all 

five  thousand  and  odd  pounds, 
lere  are  the  keys 

i  chests  are  sa/e  in  your  own  closet. 
V  in  my  closet  ?  Is  not  ^ours  as  safe? 
),  sir,  YOU  know  my  suit. 
tr  suit!   What  suit? 
Touching  the  time  of  year, 
well-nigh  May. — 
of  that,  good  Springlove  ? 
3,  sir,  you  hear  Vm  callM. 

[Nightingale  sings, 
,  Springlove,  fie, 
t  bast  abjur'd  that  uncouth  practice. 


Sofing.  You  thought  I  had  forsaken  nature  then. 
.  Old.  Is  that  disease  of  nature  still  in  thee 
So  virulent :  and,  notwithstanding  all 
My  favours,  in  my  gifts,  my  cares  and  counsels. 
Which,  to  a  soul  ungrateful,  might  be  boasted : 
Have  I  first  bred  thee,  and  then  preferrM  thee 

(from 
I  will  not  say  how  wretched  a  beginning) 
To  be  a  master  over  all  my  servants; 
Planted  thee  in  my  bosom ;  and  canst  tliou 
There  slight  me  for  the  whistling  of  a  bird? 
Spring.  Your  reason,  sir,  informs  you,  that's 
no  cause : 
But  'tis  the  season  of  the  year  that  calls  me. 
What  moves  her  notes,  provokes  my  disposition, 
By  a  more  absolute  power  of  Nature,  than 
Philosophy  can  render  an  account  for. 

Old.  I  find  there's  no  expelling  it ;  but  still 
It  will  return.     I  have  try*d  all  the  means. 
As  I  may  safely  think,  in  human  wisdom. 
And  did,  as  near  as  reason  ooyld,  assure  me. 
That  thy  last  year's  restraint  had  stopp'd  for  ever 
That  running  sore  on  thee,  that  gadding  humour; 
When,  only  for  that  cause,  I  laid  the  weight 
Of  my  estate  in  stewardship  upon  thee. 
Which  kept  thee  in  that  year,  after  so  many 
Summer  vagaries  thou  liadst  made  before. 
Spring,   You  kept  a  swallow  in  a  cage  that 
while. 
I  capnot,  sir,  endure  another  summer 
In  that  restraint,  with  life:  'twas  then  my  tor- 
ment, 
But  now*my  death.    Yet,  sir,  my  life  is  yours, 
Who  are  my  patron ;  freely  may  you  take  it. 
Yet,  pardon,  sir,  my  frailty,  that  do  beg 
A  small  continuance  of  it  on  my  knees. 

Old.  Can  there  no  means  be  found  to  preserve 
life 
In  thee,  but  wandering  like  a  vagabond  ? 
Does  not  the  sun  as  comfortably  shine 
Upon  my  gardens,  as  the  opener  fields? 
Or  on  my  fields,  as  others  tar  remote  ? 
Are  not  my  walks  and  greens  as  delectable 
As  the  highways  and  commons  ?  Are  the  shades 
Of  sycamore  and  bowers  of  eglantine 
Less  pleasing,  than  of  bramble,  or  thorn  hedges  ? 
Or  of  my  groves  and  thickets,  than  wild  woods? 
Are  not  my  fountain  waters  fresher  than 
The  troubled  streams,  where  every  beast  does 

drink  ? 
Do  not  the  birds  sing  here  as  sweet  and  lively 
As  any  other  where?  Is  not  thy  bed  more  soft, 
And  rest  more  safe,  than  in  a  neld  or  barn? 
Is  a  full  table,  which  is  called  thine  own. 
Less  curious  or  wholesome,  than  the  scraps 
From  other  trenchers,  twice  or  thrice  translated  ? 
Spring.  Yes,  in  the  winter  season,  when  the 
fire 
Is  sweeter  than  the  air. 
Old.  What  air  is  wanting? 
Spring.  O,  sir,  you  have  heard  of  pilgrimages, 
and 
The  voluntary  travels  of  good  men. 
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Old.  For  penance,  or  to  holy  ends :  bat  bring 
Not  those  into  comparison,  I  cliarge  you. 

Spring,  I  do  not,  sir ;  but  pardon  me,  to  think 
Their  sufferings  are  nuich  sweeten'd  by  delights, 
Such  as  we  find,  by  shifting  place  and  air. 

Old,  Are  there  delights  in  be^ary  ?  or,  if  to 
take 
Diversity  of  air  be  such  a  solace, 
Travel  the  kingdom  over :  and  if  this 
Yield  not  variety  enough,  try  further ; 
Provided  your  deportment  be  genteel. 
Take  horse,  and  man,  and  money :  you  have  all, 
Or  ril  allow  enou<^h. 

mghtingalCf  CuckoWf  SfC,  iing. 

Spring*  Oh  !  how  am  I  confounded  ! 
Dear  sir,  return  me  naked  to  the  world, 
Rather  than  lay  those  burdens  on  me,  which 
Will  stifle  me.    I  most  abroad,  or  perish. 

Old.  I  will  no  longer  strive  to  wa^h  this  Moor; 
Nor  breathe  mor^  minutes  so  unthriftily. 
In  civil  argument,  against  rude  wind ; 
But  rather  practise  to  withdraw  my  love. 
And  tender  care,  (if  it  be  possible,) 
From  that  unfruitful  breast,  incapable 
Of  wholesome  counsel. 

Spring,  Have  I  your  leave,  sir? 

Old,  I  leave  you  to  dispute  it  with  yourself, 
I  have  no  voice   to  bid  you  go,  or  stay ; 
My  love  shall  give  thy  will  preheminence ; 
And  leave  the  effect  to  time  and  providence. 

[Eiit. 

Spring.  I  am  confounded  in  my  obligation 
To  this  ^ood  roan :  his  virtue  is  my  punishment, 
When  ^tis  not  in  my  nature  to  return 
Obedience  to  his  merits.    I  could  wish 
Such  an  ingratitude  were  death  by  th*  law^ 
And  put  in  present  execution  on  me. 
To  rid  me  of  my  sharper  suffering. 
Nor  but  by  death,  can  this  predominant  sway 
Of  nature  be  extinguished  in  me.    I 
Have  fought  with  my  affections,  by  th'  assistance 
Of  all  the  strengths  of  art  and  discipline, 
(All  which  I  owe  him  for  in  education  too,) 
To  conquer  and  establish  my  observance. 
As  in  all  other  rules,  to  him  in  this, 
This  inborn  strong  desire  of  liberty, 
In  that  free  course,  which  he  detests  as  shameful. 
And  r  approve  my  earth's  felicity : 
But  find  the  war  is  endless,  and  must  fly. 
What  must  I  lose  then  ?  a  good  master  s  love. 
What  loss  feels  he,  that  wants  not  what  he  loses? 
They'll  say  I  lose  all  reputation : 


What's  that,  to  live  where  no  such  taring  is  known? 
My  duty  to  a  master  will  be  question'd. 
Where  duty  isn't  exacted,  it  is  none; 
And  among  beggars,  eacli  man  is  his  own-. 

Enter  Randal  and  three  orjbur  Servnnti  teith 
a  great  kettle,  and  black-jacks^  and  a  bakcrU 
buakety  all  empty;  exeunt  with  all;  monel 
Randal. 

Now  fellows,  what  news  from  whence  yon  came  ? 

Ran.  The  old  wonted  news,  sir,  frimi  your 
guest-house,  the  old  barn.  We  have  unloaded 
the  bread-basket,  the  beef-kettle,  and  the  *  beer- 
bumbards  there,  amongst  yourguests  the  bfjwars; 
and  they  have  all  prayed  tor  you  and  our  master, 
as  their  manner  is,  from  the  teeth  outward; 
marry,  from  the  teeth  inwards  'tis  enough  to 
swallow  your  alms,  from  whence  I  think  their 
prayers  seldom  come. 

Spring.  Thou  shooldst  not  think  uncharitably. 

Kan.  Thought's  free,  master  stewani,  an't 
please  you.  But  your  charity  is  nevertheless 
notorious,  I  must  needs  say. 

Spring.  Meritorious,  thou  mean'st  to  say. 

lian.  Surely  sir,  no ;  'tis  out  of  our  curate's 
book. 

Spring.  But  I  aspire  no  merits,  nor  popular 
thanks ;  'tis  well  if  I  do  well  in  it. 

Ran,  It  might  be  better  though  (if  old  Randal, 
whom  you  allow  to  talk,  might  counsel)  to  help 
to  breed  up  poor  men's  childeren,  or  decaijfed 
labourers,  past  their  work  or  travel ;  or  towards 
the  setting  up  of  poor  young  married  couplet; 
than  to  bestow  an  hundred  pound  a  year  (at 
least  you  do  that,  if  not  all  you  get)  besides 
yourinaster's  bounty,  to  maintain  in  begginesocli 
wanderers  as  these,  that  never  are  out  of  tbeir 
way;  that  cannot  give  account  from  whence 
they  came,  or  whitlier  they  would ;  nor  of  any  be- 
ginning they  ever  had,  or  any  end  they  seek,  but 
still  to  stroll  and  beg  till  their  bellies  be  full,  and 
then  sleep  till  they  be  hungry. 

Spring.  Thou  art  ever  repining  at  those  poor 
people !  tliey  take  notliing  from  thee  but  diy 
pains:  and  that  I  pay  thee  for  too.  Why 
shouldst  thou  grU(^i:e  ? 

Ran.  Ami  not  bitten  to  it  every  day,  by  tbe 
six-footed  bloodhounds  that  tliey  leave  in  tbeir 
litter,  when  I  throw  out  the  old,  to  lay  fresh 
straw  for  the  new  coiners  at  night.  That's  one 
part  of  my  o£ce.  And  you  are  sure,  that  though 
your  hospitality  be  but  for  a  night  and  a  morn- 


* beer  bwMbards.^A  bumbard  was  a  large  black-jack.    In  "  PhUocoihomtia^  or,  TV  Drvak- 

ard  opened,  dissected,  and  anatomized,**  4to.  1655,  p.  45,  is  an  enumeration  of  the  names  of  such  drink- 
ing-caps  as  were  then  used  in  England.  **  Other  bottles  wee  have  of  leather,  but  they  most  used 
amongst  the  shepheards  and  harvest  people  of  the  countrey  ;  Small  jacks  wee  have  in  many  ale-hoiues 
of  the  citie  and  suburbs,  tipt  with  silver,  besides  the  great  black-jack  and  bondiards  at  the  court, 
which,  when  the  Frenchmen  first  saw.  they  reported  at  their  retume  into  their  countrey,  that  the 
Englishmen  used  to  drinke  out  of  their  bootes." 
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e  rabble,  to  have  a  new  supply  every 
Tbey  take  nothing  from  me  indeed, 
too  much. 

Thou  art  old  Randal    still !    ever 
;,  but  still  officious  for  'em. 
'es :  hang  'em,  they  know  I  love  'em 
$hy  I  have  had  merry  boiits  with  some 

What  say'st  thou,  Randal  ? 
!1iey  are  mdeed  my  pastime.     I  left 

grigs  (as  their  provender  has  prick*d 
jch  a  hoigh  yonder !  such  a  frolick ! 
r  anon,  as  you  walk  nearer  'em. 

Well,  honest  Randal,  thus  it  is :  I  am 
ley ;  I  know  not  how  long  will  be  my 

But  I  will  presently  take  order  with 
^  pantler,  and  butler,  for  my  wonted 
to  the  poor:  and  I  will  leave  money 
to  manage  the  affair  till  my  return. 
Then   up  rise  Randal,  bailiff  of  the 

And  if  our  master  be  displeas'd 
the  charge  be  mine)  at  the  openness 
rtainment,  thou  shalt  then  give  it  pro- 
y  in  money,  and  let  them  walk  further. 
»eugh  !  that  will  never  do*t,  never  do 

'tis  the  seat,  the  habitation,  the  ren- 
lat  chears  their  hearts.  Money  would 
[roiisciences.  Nor  roust  I  lose  the 
'em  in  their  lodging. 

We  will  agree  upon't   anon*     Go 

your  business. 

;o.  Bailiff?  naystewardand  charaber- 
>  rogues  and  beggars.  [Exit. 

I  cannot  think  but  with  a  trembling 
sar 

irenture,  in  a  scruple,  which 
weigh'd  with  all  my  other  doubts ; 
ny  departure,  rob  iny  master, 
of  a  true  servant;  other  theft 
iroitted  none.    And  that  may  be  sup- 
lied, 
r  too,  by  some  more  constant  to  him. 

injure  many  in  his  trust, 
r  he  cannot  but  be  sparing  of. 
too  of  the  content  and  hopes 
me,  whom  he  had  built  and  rais'd 
growth  in  his  affection, 
une  a  gladness  in  his  eye, 
aust  be  a  grief  or  a  vexation 

[A  noUe  and  singing  within. 
Me  heart.    But  hark  !  Ay,  there's 
ny  that  drowns  all  doubts  and  fears, 
irer— 


SONG. 

From  hunger  and  cold  who  lives  more  free. 
Or  who  more  richly  clad  titan  we  f 
Our  bellies  are  full ;  our  flesh  is  warm  ; 
And  against  pride  our  rags  are  a  charm. 
Enough  is  our  feast,  and  for  to-morrow. 
Let  rich  men  care,  we  feel  no  sorrow. 

No  sorrow,  no  sorrow,  no  sorrow^  no  sorrow. 
Let  rich  men  care,  we  feel  no  sorrow. 

Spring.  The  emperor  hears  no  soch  musick  ; 
nor 
Feels  content  like  this. 

Each  city,  each  town,  and  every  village, 
Affords  us  either  an  alms  or  pillage. 
And  if  the  weather  be  cold  and  raw, 
Then  in  a  barn  we  tumble  in  straw. 
If  warm  and  fair,  by  yea-^ock  and  nay-cock. 
The  fields  will  afford  us  a  hedge  or  a  hay-cock, 
A  hay-cock,  a  hay-cock,  a  hay-cock,  a  hay^ 
cock,  tfc. 

Spring.  Most  ravishing  delight !  but,  in  all 
this, 
Only  one  sense  is  pleas'd ;  mine  ear  is  feasted  : 
Mine  eye  too  must  be  satisfied  with  my  joys. 
The  hoarding  usurer  cannot  have  more 
Thirsty  desire  to  see  hb  golden  store. 
When  he  unlocks  his  treasury,  than  I 
The  equipage  in  which  my  beggars  lie. 

[He  opens  the  Scene;  the  Beggars  are  dis- 
covered in  their  postures;  then  they  issue 
forth  ;  and  at  last  the  Patrico. 

All.  Our  master,  our  master  !  our  sweet  and 
comfortable  master ! 

Spring.  How  chear,  my  hearts  ? 

1st  Beg.  Most  ^  crowse,  most  capringly. 
Shall  we  dance,  shall  we  sing,  to  welcome  our 

king? 
Strike  up  piper,  a  merry  merry  dance. 
That  we  on  our  stampers  may  foot  it  and  prance, 
To  make  his  heart  merry,  as  he  has  made  ours : 
As  '  lustick  and  frolick  as  lords  in  their  bowers. 

[Musick,  Dance, 

Spring.  Exceeding  well  pertorm'd. 

15/  Beg.  Tis  well,  if  ^  it  like  you,  master. 
But  we  have  not  that  rag  among  us,  that  we  will 
not  dance  off  to  do  you  service ;  we  being  all 
and  only  your  servants,  roost  noble  sir.  Com- 
mand us  therefore,  and  employ  us,  we  beseech 
you. 

Spring.  Thou  speak'st  most  courtly. 

2d  Beg,  Sir,  he  can  speak,  and  could  have 
writ  as  well.    He  is  a  decayM  poet,  newly  fallen 


'. — TV  Paniler  was  the  officer  who  presided  over  the  pantry,  as  the  butler  over  the  buttery, 
stiller  over  the  haistery.    See  Notes  to  The  NcrthumberUmd  Household  Book^  p.  417. 
• — These  terms  are  explained  at  tiie  end  of  this  play. 

I:~i.  e.  As  losty,  as  jovial.    Lustigh  is  a  Dutch  word,  vrith  those  significations. Sec 

ts  Well  thai  ends  WeU,  A.  {.  S.  3 : 

<'  Lustick,  as  the  Dutchman  says.**       S. 

ymc—See  Note  to  Cornelia,  Dod^ey's  Old  PUys,  Vol.  II.  p.  SiS. 
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ill  amoDg  us :  and  begs  as  well  as  the  best  of  us. 
lie  learn*d  it  pretty  well  in  his  own  profession 
before ;  and  can  the  better  practise  it  in  ours 
now. 

Spring.  Thou  art  a  wit  too,  it  seems. 

Sd  Beg.  He  should  have  wit  and  knavery  too, 
sir ;  for  he  was  an  attorney,  till  he  was  pitchM 
over  the  bar ;  and,  from  that  fall,  he  was  taken 
up  a  knight  of  the  post;  and  so  he  continued, 
till  he  was  degraded  at  the  whipping-post;  and 
from  thence  he  ran  rffsolutely  into  this  course. 
His  cunning  in  the  law,  and  the  other's  labour 
with  the  Muse&,  are  dedicate  to  your  service ; 
and,  for  myself,  I'll  fight  for  you. 

Spring.  Thou  art  a  brave  fellow,  and  speak'st 
like  a  commander.    Hast  thou  borne  arms  ? 

4th  Beg.  Sir,  he  has  borne  the  name  of  a 
Netherland  soldier,  till  he  ran  away  from  his 
colours,  and  was  taken  lame  with  lying  in  the 
fields,  by  a  Sciatica :  I  mean,  sir,  the  Strapado : 
after  which,  by  a  second  retreat,  indeed  running 
awny,  he  ^  scambled  into  this  country,  and  so 
escaped  the  gallows ;  and  then  snapp*d  up  his 
living  in  the  city,  by  his  wit  in  cheatmg,  pimp- 
ing, and  such-like  arts,  till  the  cart  and  the  pil- 
lory shew'd  him  too  publickly  to  the  world  :  and 
so,  begging  being  the  last  refuge,  he  enter*d  into 
our  society,  and  now  lives  as  honestly,  I  must 
needs  say,  as  the  best  of  us. 

Spring.  Thou  speak'st  good  language  too. 

1st  Beg.  He  was  a  courtier  born,  sir,  and 
begs  on  pleasure,  I  assure  you ;  refusing  great 
and  constant  means  from  able  friends  to  make 
him  a  staid  man  :  yet,  the  want  of  a  leg  not  witli- 
standing,  he  must  travel  in  this  kind,  i^ainst  all 
common  reason,  by  the  special  policy  of  provi- 
dence. 

Spring,  As  how,  I  pr'y  thee  ? 

1st  Beg.  His  fiither,  sir,  was  a  courtier;  a 
great  court-beggar,  I  assure  you  :  I  made  these 
verses  on  him,  and  his  son  here. 

A  courtier  hegg*d  by  covet  ise,  not  need. 
From  others  that,  which  made  them  beg,  indeed. 
He  beg^dtill  wealth  had  laden  him  with  cares, 
To   keep  for' s  children,  and  their  children, 

shares : 
While  the  oppressed,  that  lost  that  great  estate, 
Sent  curses  after  it  unto  their  fate. 
The  father  dies  (the  world  says)  very  rich ; 
The  son  being  gotten^  while  (it  seems)  the  itch 
Of  begging  was  upon  the  courtly  sire, 
Or  bound  by  fate,  will  to  no  wealth  aspire, 
Tho'  offer  d  him  in  money,  cloaths,  or  meat. 
More  than  he  begs,  or  instantly  must  eat. 
Is  not  h^  heavenly  blest  that  hates  earth's 

treasure. 
And  begs  with,  what's  a  gentleman,  but  's 

pleasure  ? 


Or  say  it  be  upon  the  heir  a  curse  ; 
Whafs  that  to  him  f  the  beggar's  m 

worse. 
For  of  the  general  store  that  Heaven  k 
He  values  not  a  penny.  Hill  V  be  spent, 

All.  A  Scribble,  a  Scribble  ! 

2rf  Beg.  What  city  or  court-poet  co 
more  than  our  hedge-muse- monger  here? 

3d  Beg.  What  say  you,  sir,  to  our  poe 
ble,  here  ? 

Spring.  I  like  his  vein  exc^ding  w( 
the  whole  concert  of  you. 

^d  Beg.  Concert,  sir  I  we  have  music; 
among  us :  true  merry  beggars  indeed,  t 
ing  within  the  reach  of  the  lash  for  singir 
lous  songs  at  London,  were  fain  to  fly  i 
covey,  and  here  they  sing  all  our  poet's 
They  can  sing  any  thing  most  tuneably,  i 
psalms.  What  they  may  do  hereafter,  i 
triple  tree,  is  much  expected :  but  they  L 
civilly  and  genteelly  among  us. 

Spring.  But  what  is  he  there,  that  soil 
fellow,  that  neither  speaks  of  himself^  t 
lx)dy  for  him  ? 

Qd  Beg.  O  sir,  the  rarest  man  of  all ! 
prophet.  See  how  he  holds  up  his  progtl 
ing  nose.     He  is  divining  now. 

Spring.  How,  a  prophet  ? 

Qd  Beg.  Yes,  sir,  a  cunning  man,  an 
tune-teller.  'Tis  thought  he  was  a  gr« 
before  his  decay  ;  but  he  is  very  clos^  J 
tell  his  beginning,  nor  the  fortune  he  ni 
fallen  from ;  but  he  serves  us  for  a  cle 
still,  and  marries  us,  if  need  be,  afler  a  n 
of  his  own. 

Spring,  How  long  have  you  had  his  coi 

Qd  Beg,  But  latdy  come  amongst  tis 
very  ancient  stroller  all  the  land  over,  f 
travelled  with  gipsies ;  and  is  a  patrico.  I 
read  your  fortune,  sir  ? 

Spring.  If  it  please  him. 

Jrat.  Lend  me  your  hand,  sir. 

By  this  palm,  I  understand 
Thou  art  born  to  wealth  and  land; 
And  after  many  a  bitter  gust, 
Shalt  build  with  thy  great  grandsin 

Spring,  Where  shall  I  find  it  ?  But  co 
not  trouble  my  head  with  the  search. 

2rf  Beg,  What  say  you,  sir,  to  our  ere 
we  not  well  congregated  ? 

Spring.  You  are  a  jovial  crew :  the  oi 
pie  whose  happiness  I  admire. 

Sd  Beg.  Will  you  make  us  hanpy  in 
you  ?  Have  you  any  enemies  ?  bliall  v 
under  you  ?  Will  you  be  our  captain  ? 

Qd  Beg.  Nay,  our  king. 

3d  Beg.  Command  us  something,  sir. 


Swmitoi,— See  Note  35  on  The  Merry  DetU  qf  Edmnnton,  Vol.  II,  p.  251. 
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,.   ..  nere's  the  next  rendezvous  ? 
leg.  Neither  in  village  nor  in  town  ; 
ee  mile  off,  at  *  MapTe^own. 
ng.  At  evening,  there  TIJ  visit  you. 


»  SONG. 

mCf  come,  away ;  the  ipring 
hf  every  bird  that  can  but  sing^ 
r  chirp  a  note,)  doth  now  invite 
sjbrth,  to  taste  of  his  delight, 
\fieldf  in  grove,  on  hill,  in  dale  : 
it  above  all,  the  nightingale  ; 
ho  in  her  sweetness  strives  V  out'do 
he  loudness  of'  the  hoarse  cuckoo. 


Cuckoo,  cries  he ;  Jug,  Jug,  Jug,  sings  she, 
From  bush  to  bush,  from  tree  to  tree. 
Why  in  one  place  then  tarry  we  f 

Come  away  ;  why  do  we  stay  f 
We  have  no  debt  or  rent  to  pay  : 
No  bargains  or  accounts  to  make  ; 
Nor  land,  nor  lease,  to  let  or  take  : 
Or  if  we  had,  should  that  remore  us. 
When  all  the  world? s  our  own  before  us  9 
And  where  we  pass,  and  make  resort, 
It  is  our  kingdom  and  our  court. 
Cuckoo,  cries,  SfC,      [Exeunt  Cantantes. 

Spring.  So  now  away. 

They  dream  of  happiness  that  live  in  state ; 
But  they  enjoy  it  tnat  obey  their  fate. 


ACT  II. 


Enter  Vincent,  Hi lliard,  Meriel,  Rachel. 

Vin.  I  am  overcome  with  admiration  at  the 
felicity  they  take ! 

Uil.  Beggars !  they  are  the  only  people  can 
boast  the  benefit  of  a  free  state,  in  the  full  enjoy- 
ment of  liberty,  mirth,  and  ease;  havine  all  things 
ID  common,  and  nothing  wanting  of  Nature's 
nrbole  provision  within  the  reach  of  their  desires. 
Who  would  have  lost  this  si^ht  of  their  revels  ? 

Vin.  How  think  you,  ladies  ?  Are  they  not 
the  only  happy  in  a  nation  ? 

Mer,  Happier  than  we,  Vm  sure,  that  are 
pent  op  and  tyM  by  the  nose  to  the  continual 
steam  of  hot  hospitality  here,  in  our  father's 


house,  when  they  have  the  air  at  pleasure,  in  all 
variety. 

Rach,  And  though  I  know  we  have  merrier 
spirits  than  they,  yet  to  live  thus  confin*d, 
stifles  us. 

Hil,  Why,  ladies,  you  have  liberty  enough ; 
or  may  take  what  you  please. 

Mer.  Yes,  in  our  father's  rule  and  govern- 
ment, or  by  his  allowance !  What's  that  to  ab- 
solute freedom  ;  such  as  the  very  beggars  have ; 
to  feast  and  revel  here  to-day,  and  yonder  to- 
morrow ;  next  day,  where  they  please ;  and  so 
on  still,  the  whole  country  or  kingdom  over?. 
There's  liberty  !  the  birds  of  the  air  can  take  no 
more. 


*  MapU-doum, — In  Kent  on  the  north-west  side  of  Wrotham. 

'  Song, — On  the  revival*of  this  play,  the  following  song  was  substituted,  instead  of  that  in  the  text: 

I. 

**  Courtiers,  courtiers,  think  it  no  scorn, 

That  silly  poor  swains  in  love  should  be  : 
Love  lies  hid  in  rags  all  torn. 

As  well  as  in  silks  and  bravery. 

Chorus. 

<<  And  the  beggar  he  loves  his  lass  as  dear 

As  he  that  has  tiiousands,  thousands,  thousands  -, 

As  be  that  has  thousand  pounds  a  year. 

II. 

"  States  and  titles  are  pitiful  things ; 

The  meanest  estate  more  plearing  does  prove : 
Lords  and  ladies,  princes  and  kings^ 

With  beggars  have  equal  charms  m  love. 

Chorus. 
*'  And  the  beggar,"  See.  [Exeunt  Cantantes* 
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.  Rack,  And  then  at  home  here,  or  wheresoever 
he  conies,  our  father  is  so  pensive,  (what  muddy 
spirit  soever  possesses  him,  would  I  could  con- 
jure it  out!)  that  he  makes  us  even  sick  of  his 
sadness,  that  were  wont  to  see  my  goisip*s  cock 
to-day,  mould  cockle-bread,  dance  clutterdepouck 
and  kannykin  booby,  binde  barrels^  or  do  any 
thine  before  him,  and  he  would  laugh  at  us. 

Mer,  Now  he  never  looks  upon  us  but  with  a 
sigh,  or  tears  in  his  eyes,  though  we  simper  ever 
so  sauctifiedly.     What  tales  have  been  told  him 
of  us,  or  what  he  suspects,  I  know  not.     God 
foreive  him ;  I  do :  but  I  am  weary  of  his  house. 
Kach,  Does  he  think  us  whores  tro,  because 
sometimes  we  talk  as  lightly  as  great  ladies.    I 
can  swear  safely  for  the  virgmity  of  one  of  us,  so 
far  as  word  and  deed  goes :  marry,  thought's  free. 
Mer,  Which  is  that  one  of  us,  I  pray  ?  Your- 
self, or  me } 

Rack.  Good  sister  Meriel,  charity  begins  at 
home :  but  1*11  swear,  I  think  as  charitably  of 
thee;  and  not  only  because  thou  art  a  year 
younger  neither. 

Mer,  I  am  beholden  to  you.  But  for  my  fa- 
ther, I  would  I  knew  his  grief,  and  how  to  cure 
him,  or  that  we  were  where  we  could  not  see  it. 
It  spoils  our  mirth;  and  that  has  been  better 
than  his  meat  to  us. 

Vin,  Will  you  hear  our  motion,  ladies? 
Mer.  Pseugh  !  you  would  marry  us  presently 
out  of  his  way,  because  he  has  given  you  a  foolish 
kind  of  promise :  but  we  will  sec  him  in  a  better 
humour  first,  and  '^as  apt  to  laugh  as  we  to  lie 
down,  I  warrant  him. 

HiL  Tis  like  that  course  will  cure  him,  would 
you  embrace  it. 

Rack,  We  will  have  him  cur'd  first,  I  tell  you; 
and  you  shall  wait  that  season,  and  our  leisure. 
mer,  I  will  rather  hazard  my  being  one  of  the 


devil's  ape-leaders,  thati  to  marry  while  he 
melancholy. 

Rach.  Or  I  to  stay  in  his  house,  to  give  eoti. 
tainment  to  this  knight,  or  t'other  coxcomb,  tb 
comes  to  chear  him  up  with  eating  of  his  chea 
when  we  must  fetch  em  sweetmeats,  and  thi 
must  tell  us,  *'  Ladies,  your  lips  are  sweeter 
and  then  fall  into  courtship ;  one,  in  a  set  spee< 
taken  out  of  "Old  Breton's  Works;  anoth< 
with  verses  out  of  "TAc  Academy  qfComplimeni 
or  some  or  other  of  the  new  poetical  pamphl 
teers,  ambitious  only  to  spoil  paper,  and  publi 
their  names  in  print.  And  then  to  be  kiss  d,  ai 
sometimes  slaver'd fagh  ! 

Mer,  Tis  not  to  be  endur*d.  We  must  o 
of  the  house.  We  cannot  live  but  by  laugbin, 
and  that  aloud,  and  nobody  sad  within  hearin 

Vin,   We  are  for  any  adveuture  with  yo 
ladies.     Shall  we  project  a  joumev  fi>r  yoi 
Your  father  has  trusted  you,  and  will  think  y 
safe  in  our  company;  and  we  would  fain 
abroad  upon  some  progress  with  you.    Shail  < 
make  a  fling  to  London,  and  see  how  the  spri 
appears  there  in  the  Spring  Garden;    and 
Hyde  Park,  to  see  the  races,  horse  and  foot; 
hear  the  jock ies  crack ;  and  see  the  '^  Adamii 
riin  naked  afore  the  ladies  ? 

Rack,  We  have  seen  all  already  there,  as  w 
as  they,  last  year. 

HiL  But  there  ha'  been  new  plays  since. 

Rack.  No,  no ;  we  are  not  for  London. 

HiL  What  tliink  you  of  a  journey  to  the  Bi 
then? 

Rack.  Worse  than  t*  other  way.  I  love  not 
carry  my  health  where  others  drop  their  diseas 
There*s  no  sport  i'  that. 

Vin.  Will  you  up  to  the  hill-top  of  sports  tb< 
and  merriments,  '^Dover's  Olimpicks,  or 
Cotswold  Games? 


'^  As  apt  to  laugh  as  we  to  lie  down, — ^Alluding  to  the  old  game  at  cards,  called  IjsMgk  and 
down,      S.  P. 

"  Old  Brecon.— See  Note  20  to  The  Goblhis,  Dodsley^s  Old  Plays,  Vol.  X.  p.  173. 

'*  Academy  qf  Compliments, — A  popular  book,  in  great  reputation  with  the  lower  ranks  of  readc 
It  was  composed  of  verses,  letters,  &c. 

'3  Adamites, — A  sect  which  sprung  up  at  Amsterdam.    Both  men  and  women  used  to  pray,  » 
perform  all  divine  services  naked. 

.   '*  Dover's  Olimpicks.  or  the  Cotswold  Ganges, — **  These^games  were  begun,  and  continued,  at  a  ci 
tain  time  in  the  year,  tor  forty  years,  by  one  Robert  Docer,  an  attorney  of  Barton  on  the  Heath, 
Warwickshire,  son  of  John  Dover  of  Nortblk  ;  who,  being  faW  of  activity,  and  of  a  eeneroas,  free, « 
public  spirit,  did,  with  leave  from  King  James  the  1st,  select  a  place  on  Cotswold  Hills,  in  Glouccstt 
shire,  whereon  those  games  should  be  acted.    Endimion  Porter,  Esq.  a  native  of  that  county,  and 
servant  to  that  King,  a  person  also  of  a  most  generous  spirit,  did,  to  encourage  Ditter,  give  him  son 
of  the  Kind's  old  cloaths,  with  a  hat  and  feather  and  ruff,  purposely  to  grace  him,  and  consequent 
the  solemnity.    Dover  was  constantly  there  in  person,  well  mounted  and  accoutred,  and  was  the  chi 
director  and  manager  of  those  games,  frequented  by  the  nobility  and  sentry  (some  of  whom  came  six 
miles  to  see  them)  even  till  the  rascally  rebellion  was  began  by  the  Presbyterians:  which  gave  a  stop 
to  their  proceedinjgfs,  and  spoiled  all  that  was  generous  or  ingenious  elsewhere." — ^This  is  Wood's  accoiut, 
Ath,  Oxon,  Vol.  II.  QU.    In  1636  was  published  AnndUa  Dufrensia,  upon  the  yearhf  celdfration  ^Mr 
Robert  Doter*s  Olympic  Games  upon  Cotswold  Hills,  &c,  containing  verses  by  Drayton,  Randolph,  Bea 
Jonson,  Feltliam,  Mennis,  Marmyon,  Ueywood,  and  others.    Prefixed  to  it  is  a  plate,  represcntiiig  tbe 
games  and  sports,  and  Captain  Dover  on  horseback,  riding  from  place  to  place. 
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that  will  be  too  publick  for  our  re- 
^e  would  have  it  more  within  our- 

k  of  some  course  yourselves  then, 
^ou  upon  any  way,  as  far  as  horse 
can  carry  us. 

and  if  those  means  fail  us,  as  far  as 
bear,  or  oar  hands  can  help  us. 
id  we  will  put  you  to*t.   Come  aside, 

le  jeer,  perhaps,  to  put  upon  us. 
It  think  you  of  a  pilgrimage  to  '^  St 
Well  ? 

a  journey  to  the  Wise  Woman  at 
jo  ask  if  we  be  fit  husbands  for  *eni  ? 
y  are  not  scrupulous  in  that,  we  hav- 
ir  growing  loves  up  from  our  child- 
the  old  squire's  good-will  before  all 

Ha !  ha !  ha  ! 


at's  the  conceit,  I  marvel  ? 

Ha !  ha !  ha ! 

le  merry  one,  it  seems. 

nd  then,  Meriel — hark  again- 


>ha! 


m  they  are  taken  with  it ! 

I !  ha  1  ha ! — hark  again,  Rachel ! 

le  wonderful  nothing,  sure!    They 

AS  much,  to  see  a  swallow  fly  with  a 

er  '^  imp*d  in  her  tail. 

;y  were  born  laughing,  I  think. 

Ha !  ha !  ha ! 

t  be  not  some  trick  upon  us,  which 
>ver  in  some  monstrous  shape,  they 

Now,  ladies,  is  your  project  ripe? 
IS  with  the  knowledge  of  it. 
;  is  more  precious  than  to  be  imparted 
lit  demand, 
ly  let  us  hear  it  •  you  know  we  are 

servants. 

d  have  kept  all  your  counsels  ever 
ive  been  infant  play-fellows. 
''es,  you  have  play*d  at  all  kinds  of 

with  us;  but  this  is  to  the  purpose. 

la! 

teems  so,  by  your  laughing, 
.nd  asks  a  stronger  tongue-tie  than 
books,  burning  of  samplers,  making 
r  piss  and  paddle  in*t. 


Fin.  You  know  how,  and  what  we  have  vow'd; 
to  wait  upon  you  any  how,  and  any  whither. 
Mer,  And  you  will  stand  to't? 
UiL  Ay,  and  go  to*t  with  you,  wherever  it  be. 
Mer.  Pray  tell't  'em,  sister  Rachel. 
Rttch,  Why,  gentlemen, — ha !  ha !— thus  it 

is- tell  it  you,  Meriel. 

Vin,  O,  is  that  all  ? 

Mer,  You  are  the  elder.    Pray  tell  it  you. 
Rach,  You  are  the  younger.    I  command  you 
to  tell  it.    Come,  out  with  it,  they  long  to  have  it. 
Mil.  When? 
Vin.  When? 

Mer.   In  troth,  you  must  tell  it,  sister;   I 
cannot.     Pray  begin. 

Rach.  Then,  gentlemen,  stand  your  ground. 
Vin.  Some  terrible  business,  sure ! 
Rach.   You  seem'd  e'en  now  to  admire  the 
felicity  of  beggars. 

Mer.  And  have  engag'd  yourself  to  join  with 
us  in  any  course. 

Rach.   Will  you  now  with  us,  and  tor  our 
sakes,  turn  beggars? 

Mer,  It  is  our  resolution,  and  our  injunction 
on  YOU. 

iiach.  But  for  a  time,  and  a  short  progress. 
Mer.  And  for  a  spring- trick  of  youth,  now,  in 
the  season. 

Vin.  Beggars !  whit  rogues  are  these? 
Hit,  A  simple  trial  of  our  loves  and  service  ! 
Rach.  Are  you  resolv'd  upon*t?  if  not,  God 
be  with  you. 
We  are  resolved  to  take  our  course. 
Mer.  Let  yours  be  to  keep  counsel. 
Vin.  Stay,  stay.     Beggars !  are  we  not  so  al- 
ready ?  [ings  ? 
Don't  we  now  beg  your  loves,  and  your  enjoy- 
Do  we  not  beg  to  be  receiv'd  your  servants? 
To  kiss  your  hands ;  or,  if  you  will  vouchsafe, 
Your  lips;  or  your  embraces? 

Hil.  We  now  beg. 
That  we  may  fetch  the  rings  and  priest  to  marry  us : 
Wherein  are  we  no  beggars? 

Rach.  That  will  not  serve.    Your  time's  not 
come  for  that  yet. 
You  shall  beg  victuals  first. 

Vin.  O,  I  conceive  your  begging  progress  is 
to  ramble  out  this  summer  among  your  father's 
tenants ;  and  *tis  in  request  among  gentlemen's 
daughters  to  devour  their  cheet»e-cakes,  apple- 
pies,  cream  and  custards,  '^  flapjacks,  and  pan- 
puddings. 


w^id^M  FTeO.— Near  Holywell,  in  the  county  of  Flint.— See  Pennant's  Towr  ia  NoHh 
),  p.  28. 

— ^Junius,  in  his  Etymologicon,  explains  Imf  in  this  manner :  **  Snrculus.  Impedy  Insertus. 
ip  est  Sarcnlos.  impio,  Inoctilaref  inaerere." 
tt  ttf,  5tc.— ^e  Note  7  to  7^  City  Nighi-eap,  postea. 
iek$, — A  JUajaek  is  a  provincial  term  for  an  apple-puflf.      S. 
cU$,  A.  «.  S.  1 : 

thou  shait  go  home,  and  well  have  flesh  for  all  day ;  fish  for  fasting-days  and  more ;  or 
ndJUiffaiekM:  and  thou  shalt  be  welcome." 
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Mer.  No,  no,  not  so. 

HiL  Why  so  we  may  be  a  kind  of  civil  beggars. 
Rack.  I  mean  stark,  errant,  downright  beg> 
gars.    Ay, 
Without  equivocation  :  statute  beggars. 
Mer.  Couchant  and  passant,  guardaiit,  ram- 
pant beggars. 

Vin,  Current  and  vagrant 

Hil.  Stockant,  whippant  beggars  ! 

Fin.  Must  you  and  we  be  such  ?  would  you  so 

have  it? 
Rack.  Such  as  we  saw  so  merry;  and  you 
concluded 
Were  the  only  happy  people  in  a  nation. 

Mer,  The  only  hreemen  of  a  commonwealth; 
Free  above  Scot-free ;  that  observe  no  law, 
Obey  no  governor,  use  no  religion. 
But  what  they  draw  from   their  own  ancient 

custom, 
Or  constitute  themselves,  yet  are  no  rebels. 
Rack.  Such  as  of  all  men*s  meat,  and  all  men's 
money, 
Take  a  free  part ;  and  wheresoe'er  they  travel, 
Have  all  things  gratis  to  tiieir  hands  provided. 
Vin,  Coarse  fare,  most  times. 
Rack,  Their  stomach  makes  it  good. 
And  feasts  on  that  which  others  scorn  for  food. 
Mer.  The  antidote,  content,  is  only  theirs. 
And,  unto  that,  such  full  delights  are  known. 
That  they  conceive  the  kingdom  is  their  own. 

Vin,  Tore  Heaven  I  think  they  are  in  earnest; 
for  they  were  always  mad. 

HiL  And  we  were  madder  than  they  if  we 
should  lose  'em. 

Vin,  'Tis  but  a  mad  trick  of  youth,  as  they 
sa^,  for  the  spring,-  or  a  slK)rt  progress;  and 
mirth  may  be  made  out  of  it,  if  we  knew  how  to 
carry  it. 

Kach.  Pray,  gentlemen,  be  sudden. 
Harkee,  you  hear  the  cuckoo.  [Cuckoo, 

Hil.  We  are  most  resolutely  for  you  in  your 

course. 
Fin.  But  the  vexation  is  how  to  set  it  on  foot. 
Rack.  We  have  projected  it.    Now  if  you  be 
perfect  lovers  and  friends,  search  you  the  means. 
We  have  puzzled  them. 

Mer,  I  am  glad  on't.     Let  'em  pump. 
Ftn.  Troth,  a  small  stock  will  serve  to  set  up 
withal.    This  coat  sold  off  o*  my  back,  might 
serve  to  furnish  a  camp-royal  of  us. 

HiL  But  how  to  enter  or  arrange  ourselves  into 
the  crew,  will  be  the  difficulty.  If  we  light  raw 
and  tame  amongst  them,  (like  cage-birds  among 
a  flight  of  wild  ones,)  we  shall  never  pick  up  a 
living,  but  have  our  brains  peeked  out. 
Vin.  We  want  instructions  dearly. 


Enter  Spring  love. 

HiL  O  here  comes  Springlove.  His  great  be- 
nefactorship  among  the  beggars  might  prefer  us 
with  authority  into  a  ragged  regiment  presently. 
Shall  I  put  it  to  him  ? 

Rack,  Take  heed  what  you  do.  His  greatness 
with  my  father  will  betray  us. 

Vin.  I  will  cut  his  throat  then.  My  noble 
Springlove,  the  great ''  commander  of  the  Maun- 
ders, and  king  of  Canters,  we  saw  the  gratitude 
of  your  loyul  subjects,  in  the  large  tributary 
content  they  gave  you  in  their  revels. 
Spring.  Did  you,  sir  ? 

HiL  We  liave  seen  all  with  great  delight  and 
admiration. 

Spring,  I  have  seen  you  too,  kind  gentlemen* 
rmd  ladies,,  and  overheard  you  in  your  strange 
design,  to  new-create  yourselves  out  of  the 
worldly  blessings  and  spiritual  graces  Heaven 
has  bestowM  upon  you,  to  be  partakers  and  co- 
actors  too,  in  those  vile  courses,  which  you  call 
delights,  ta*en  by  those  despicable  and  abhorred 
creatures. 

Ftn.  Thou  art  a  despiser,  nay,  a  blasphemer 
Against  the  Maker  of  those  happy  creatures; 
Who,  of  all  humane,  have  priority 
In  their  content;  in  which  they  are  so  blest. 
That  they  enjoy  most  in  possessing  least. 
Who  made  ^ein  such,  dost  think?    Or  why 
happy  ? 
Rack.  He  grows  zealous  in  the  cause :  su 

he'll  beg,  indeed. 
HiL  Art  thou  an  hypocrite  then,  all  this  while 
Only  pretending  charity ;  or  using  it 
To  get  a  name  and  praise  unto  thyself, 
Aud  not  to  cherish  and  increase  those  creature 
In  their  most  happy  way  of  living  ?    Or 
Dost  thou  bestow  thine  alms  with  a  foul  purpof 
^°  To  stint  their  begging,  and  with  loss  to  bu; 
And  slave  those  free  souls  from  their  liberty  ? 
Mer.  They  are  more  zealous  in  the  car 

than  we. 
Spring.  But  are  you,  ladies,  at  defiance  U 
With  reputation,  and  the  dignity 
Due  to  your  father*s  house  aud  you  ? 

Rack.  Hold  thy  peace,  good  Springlove ;  fl 
tho* 
You  seem  to  dislike  this  course,  and  reprove  < 

for  it. 
Do  not  betray  us  in  it ;  your  throat's  in  questic 
I  tell  yon  for  good-will,  good  Springlove. 
Mer,  What  would'st  toou  have  us  do  ?  Tb< 
talk*st 
O*  th*  house.    Tis  a  base  melancholy  house. 
Our  father's  sadness  banishes  us  out  on*t. 


■9 


—  commander  of  the  Maunders — i,e,  the  Beggars  :  from  mound,  a  basket,  in  which  afans  w^^ 
anciently  ^ven  to  the  poor.    Hence,  says  Spelman,  oor  Maundy  Thursday. 
^  To  stmt  their  begging, — ^To  ttini,  is  to  stay,  to  stop.    So  the  Nurse  in  Romeo  and  Juliet: 

<*  It  gtinted  and  cry*d,  ay.'' 

See  the  Note  on  that  passage,  last  edition.      S. 
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ight  thou  tak'st  in  ^'  beggars 

Is,  thou  can'st  not  but  think 

ter  life  abroad^  than  we 

te. 

ve  sounded  your  faith ;  and  I  am 

ght.    And  for  your  father's  sad- 
cause  on*t.     I  overheard  it 
II  private  discourse  with 
e,  Mr  Hearty :  he  has  been  teld 
if  that  you  both  were  bom 

How  ! 

which  he  is  so  tormented  in  mind, 
le 

1  peace,  nor  look  upon  you 
s  grief. 

most  strange ! 

inn  be  grieved  then,  till  we  are 
rs: 

eason  to  become  so  now ; 
bought  on  but  in  jest  before, 
nest  now. 

[  applaud  this  resolution  in  you  : 
rsuaded  it;  will  be 
Tt.     For,  look  ye,  ladies, 
)f  your  fortune  does  not  say, 
beg  for  need,  hunger,  or  cold 
therefore,  you  expose  yourselves 
xi  it,  you  shall  absolve 
evertheless,  and  cure 
rief.     I  am  ove^oy'd 
and  will  assist  you  faithfully, 
glove!  aSpringlove! 
3  prepared  already  for  the  adven- 

ill  conveniences  furnish 

rth ;  give  you  your  dimensions, 

actions :  I  will  be  your  guide, 

)ur  convoy,  your  authority. 

)w  my  power ;  my  command 

ommonwealth. 

w,  but  how,  xpod  Mr  Springlove  ? 

confess  all.     In  my  minority 

k  me  up  a  naked  beggar ; 

tool ;  then  took  me  to  his  service, 

fhat  good  fashion ;  and  you  may 

lory  for  seven  late  summers, 

>,  pretending  iViends  to  see 

parts  of  the  land,  or  else 

rould  absent  myself  from  service, 

»wn  pleasure^  which  was  begging, 


Led  to*t  by  nature.    My  indulgent  master. 
Yet  ignorant  of  my  course,  on  my  submission. 
When  cold  and  hunger  forced  me  back  at  winter, 
Iteceiv*d  me  still  again.    Till  two  years  since, 
He  being  drawn  by  journey  towards  the  North, 
Where  1  then  quarter'd  with  a  ragged  crew ; 
On  the  highway,  not  dreaming  of  him  there, 
1  did  accost  him  with  a  Good  your  worship^ 
The  gift  of  one  small  penny  to  a  cripple  ; 
(For  here  I  was  with  him  ;)  and  the  good  Lord 
To  bless  you,  and  restore  it  you  in  heaven, 

[  Halts. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Spring,  My  head  was  dirty-clouted,  and  this  leg 
Swadled  with  rags,  the  other  naked,  and 
My  body  clad  like  his  upon  the  gibbet. 
Yet  he,  with  searching  eyes,  through  all  my  rags 
And  counterfeit  postures,  made  discovery 
Of  his  man  Springlove ;  chid  me  into  tears, 
And  a  confession  of  my  forespent  life. 
At  last,  upon  condition  that  vagary 
Should  be  the  last,  he  gave  me  leave  to  run 
That  Summer  out.    In  Autumn,  home  came  I 
In  my  home  cloaths  again,  and  former  duty. 
My  master  not  alone  conserv'd  my  counsel,  [me; 
But  lays  more  weighty  trust  and  charge  upon 
Such  was  his  love  to  keep  me  a  home-man. 
That  he  conferred  his  steward's  place  upon  me. 
Which  clogg'd  me   the  last  year,  fh>m   those 

delights, 
I  wou'd  not  lose  again  to  be  his  lord. 

All,  A  Springlove !  a  Springlove ! 

Spring,  Pursue  the  course  you  are  on  then,  as 
chearfully 
As  the  inviting  season  smiles  upon  you ; 
Think,  how  you  are  necessitated  to' it. 
To  quit  your  father's  sadness,  and  his  fears 
Touching  your  fortune.  Till  you  have  been  beg 

gars 
The  sword  hangs  over  him.    You  cannot  think 
Upon  an  act  of  greater  piety 
Unto  your  father,  than  t'  expose  yourselves 
Brave  volunteers,  unpress'd  by  common  need 
Into  this  meritorious  warfare ;  whence 
(After  a  few  days,  or  short  season,  spent) 
You  bring  him  a  perpetual  peace  and  joy, 
B^  expiating  the  prophecy  that  torments  him. 
'Twere  worth  your  time  in  painful  woful  steps. 
With  your  lives  hazard  in  a  pilgrimage, 
So  to  redeem  a  father.     But  youMl  find 
A  progress  of  such  pleasure  (as  I'll  govern  it) 
That  the  iQost  happy  courts  could  never  boast 
In  all  their  **  traropings  on  the  countries  cost ; 


beggars 

brawU, — So,  In  Gammer  GurtoH*s  Needle,  A.  2.  S.  2.  Dame  Chat  says, 

Shall  such  t  begars  brawle  as  tliat^  thinkest  thou,  make  me  a  theefeP 
lie  pocks  light  on  her  hores  sydes,  a  pestilence  and  mischeefe.'**— »Vol.  I.  p.  lis. 


ipings. — lit  edit,  tramplings. 
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Whose  envy  we  shall  draw,  when  they  shall  read. 
We  outrbeg  thero,  and  for  as  little  need. 
AIL  A  Springluve !   a  Springlove !  \fa\\y 

Spring,  Follow  me,  gallauts,  then,  as  cliear- 
As---(liark  !  we  are  summoned  forth.) 

[Birds  singing. 
AIL  We  follow  thee. [Exeunt. 

Enter  Randal  ;  a  purse  in  his  hand. 

Ban  Well,  go  thy  ways.  If  ever  any  just  or 
charitMble  steward  whs  commended,  sure  thou 
shalt  be  at  ttie  last  quarter-day.  Here's  five- 
and«twenty  pounds  for  this  quarterns  begi'ar's 
charge.  And  (if  he  return  not  by  the  end  of 
this  quarter)  here's  order  to  a  friend  to  supply 
for  the  next.  If  I  now  shou'd  venture  for  the 
commendation  of  an  unjust  steward,  and  turn 
this  money  to  mine  own  use !  Ha !  dear  devil ! 
tempt  me  not.  I'll  do  thee  service  in  a  greater 
matter.  But  to  rob  the  poor !  (a  poor  trick) 
every  churchwarden  can  do  it.  Now  something 
whispers  me,  that  my  master,  for  his  steward's 
love,  will  supply  the  poor,  as  I  may  handle  the 
Qoatter.  Then  I  rob  the  steward,  if  I  restore 
bim  not  the  money  at  his  return.  Away,  temp- 
Uition,  leave  me.  I  am  frail  flesh ;  yet  I  will 
fight  with  thee.  But  say  the  steward  never  re- 
tuni.  O  but  he  will  return.  Perhaps  he  may  not 
return.  Turn  from  me  Satan  :  strive  not  to  clog 
Dtiy  conscience.  I  wou'd  not  have  this  weight 
upon  't  for  all  thy  kingdom. 


Enter  Hearty,  singing,  and  Oldrents. 

Hear.  Hey  down,  hey  down,  a  down,  &c. 
Elemember,  sir,  your  covenant  to  be  merry. 

Old.  1  strive,  you  see,  to  be  so. 
ITet  something  pricks  me  within,  methinks. 

Hear.  No  further  thought,  I  hope,  of  Fortune's 
tell-tales. 

Old.  I  think  not  of  'em.    Nor  will  I  presage, 
rhat  when  a  disposition  of  sadness 
3*erclouds  my  spirits,  I  shall  therefore  hear 
[11  news,  or  shortly  meet  with  some  disaster. 

Hear.  Nay,  when   a  man  meets  with  bad 
tidings,  why 
May  not  he  then  compel  his  mind  to  mirth ; 
\s  well  as  puling  stomachs  are  made  strong 
By  eating  against  appetite. 

Old.  Forc'd  niirtn  tho'  is  not  good. 

Hear.  It  relishes  not,  you'll  say.    No  more 
does  meat 
rhat  is  most  savory,  to  a  long  sick  stomach, 
Jntil  by  strife  and  custom  'tis  made  good. 

Old.  You  argue  well;  but  do  you  see  yon 
fellowr 

Hear.  I  never  noted  him  so  sad  before. 
le  neither  sings,  nor  whistles. 

Old.  Something  troubles  him. 
L'an  he  force  mirth  out  of  himself  now,  think  you  ? 

Hear.  What  speak  you  of  a  clod  of  earth ; 
a  hind  ? 
5ut  one  degree  above  a  beast,  compar'd 
Po  the  airy  spirit  of  a  gentleman. 


Old.  He  looks,  as  be  came  laden  with  ill  news, 
To  meet  me  on  my  way. 

Hear.  Tis  very  pretty.    Suppose  the  ass 
Be  tir'd  with  sadness;  will  you  disburtheii  him 
To  load  yourself?  Think  of  your  covenant  to  be 

merry, 
In  spite  of  Fortune  and  her  riddle-makers. 

Old.  Why,  how  now,  Randal!  Wliere'sSpring- 
love? 

Hear.  He's  ever  in  his  care.  But  that  I  know 
The  old  squire's  virtue,  I  should  think  Springlove 
Were  sure  his  bastard. 

Ran.  Here's  his  money,  sir. 
I  pray  that  I  be  chained  with  it  no  loneer. 
The  devil  and  I  have  strain'd  courtesy  uiese  two 
hours  about  it.  I  would  not  be  comipttd 
with  the  trust  of  more  than  is  mine  own.  Mr 
Steward  gave  it  me,  sir,  to  order  it  for  the  beggark 
He  has  made  me  steward  of  the  bam  and  them, 
while  he  is  gone  (he  says)  a  journey,  to  survey 
and  measure  lands  abroad  about  the  countries ; 
some  purchase,  I  think,  for  your  worship. 

Old.  I  know  his  measuring  of  land.     He  is 
Gone  his  old  way ;  and  let  him  go. 
Am  not  I  merry.  Hearty  ? 

Hear.  Yes;  but  not  hearty  merry.    There'f 
a  whim,  now. 

Old.  The  poor's  charge  shall  be  mine.  Keep 
you  the  money  for  him. 

Ran.  Mine  is  the  greater  charge  then. 
Knew  you  but  my  temptations  and  my  care, 
You  would  discharge  me  of  it. 

Old.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ran.  I  have  not  had  it  so  many  minotet,  is 
I  have  been  in  several  minds  about  it ;  and  most 
of  them  dishonest. 

Old.  Go  then  and  give  it  to  one  of  my  daugh- 
ters to  keep  for  Springlove. 

Ran.  O,  I  thank  your  worship—  [Exit. 

Old.  Alas,  poor  knave !  How  hard  a  task  it  it 
to  alter  custom  ! 

Hear.  And  how  easy  for  money  to  corrupt  it'- 
What  a  pure  treasurer  would  he  make ! 

Old.  AH  were  not  bom  for  weighty  otfioes; 
Which  makes  me  think  of  Springlove. 
He  might  have  tn'en  his  leave,  tho'. 

Hear.  I. hope  he's  run  away  with  some  \9J%^ 
trust ; 
I  never  lik'd  such  demure  down-look'd  fellows* 

Old.  You  are  deceiv'd  in  him. 

Hear.  If  you  be  not,  'tis  well.  But  this  >• 
from  the  covenant. 

Old.  Well,  sir,  I  will  be  merry.    I  am  resoW'^ 
To  force  my  spirit  only  unto  mirth. 
Shou'd  I  hear  now  my  daughters  were  misled 
Or  mn-a-way,  I  wou'd  not  send  a  sigh 
To  fetch  'em  back. 

ticar.  T'other  old  song  for  that. 

SONG. 

There  was  an  M fellow  at  Waltkofih-CrosSf 
Who  merrily  tung  when  he  liv'd  by  the  te. 
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He  never  was  heard  to  sigh  with  hey-ho, 

But  sent  it  out  with  a  heigh  troUr^lo. 

He  chear*d  up  his  heart,  when  his  goods  went 

to  wreck. 
With  a  hem,  boy,  hem,  and  a  cup  of  old  sack. 

Old.  Is  that  the  way  on't?  Well,  it  shall  be 
^*mt,  then. 

Enter  Randal. 

Ran,  My  mistresses  are  both  abroad,  sir. 

Old,  How  !  since  when  ? 

Ran,  Oo  foot,  sir,  two  hours  since,  with  the 
^wo  gentlemen  their  lovers.  Here's  a  letter 
^ley  left  with  the  butler:  And  there's  a  mutter- 
ing in  the  bouse. 


Old,  I  will  not  read  nor  open  it;  but  conceive 
Within  myself  the  worst  that  can  beftil  them ; 
That  they  are  lost,  and  no  more  mine.     What 

follows  ? 
That  I  am  happy ;  and  all  my  cares  are  flown. 
The  counsel  1  anticipated  from 
My  friend,  shall  serve  *'  to  set  my  rest  upon. 
Without  all  further  helps,  to  jovial  mirth ; 
Which  I  will  force  out  of  my  spleen  so  freely, 
That  grief  shall  lose  her  name,  where  I  have 

being; 
And  sadness  from  ray  furth^t  foot  of  land, 
While  I  have  life,  be  banish*d. 
Hear,  What's  the  whim  now  ? 
Old,  My  tenants  shall  sit  rent-free  for  this 

twelve-month ; 


«j 


tosetmff  rest  ttjioii.---To  set  up  a  rest,  is  a  phrase  which  occurs  in  almost  eveiy  poet  m  the  times 


of  James  and  Charles.    It  is  taken  from  terms  nsed  at  the  game  (if  Primero,  ancf  perhaps  at  other 
games  then  played.    The  following,  amongst  other  instances,  wiU  be  sufficient  to  prove  it : 

Nuga  AntiqMP,  Vol.  II.  p.  31 : 

*'  The  other  tale  I  wold  tell  of  a  willinge  and  wise  loss,  I  have  hearde  dyversly  tolde.  Some  tell  it 
of  Kyng  Phillip  and  a  favoryt  of  his ;  some  of  our  worthy  Kyng  Henry  VIII.  and  Domingo ;  and  I  may 
call  it  a  tale,  becavrse  perhappes  it  is  but  a  tale:  but  thus  they  tell  it:  The  Ringe,  55  eldest 
band,  sets  up  til  restts,  and  discaraed  flush ;  Domingo  or  Dundego,  call  him  how  you  will,  helde  it  uppon 
19,  or  som  such  game ;  when  all  restes  wear  up,  and  they  had  discarded,  the  Kinge  threw  his  55  on  the 
boord  open,  with  great  lafter,  supposing  the  same  (as  yt  was)  in  a  manner  sewer.  Domingo  was  at 
bis  last  carde  incownter'd  flush,  as  the  standers-by  saw,  and  tolde  the  daye  after ;  but  seeing  the  Kinge 
lo  mcry,  would  not  for  a  rest  at  primero  put  him  ovrt  of  that  pleasawnt  conceyt,  and  put  up  his  cardes 
quietly,  yeelding  it  lost" 

Suffoses,  by  Gascoigne,  A.  3.  S.  2 : 


M 


This  amorous  cause,  that  hangs  in  controversy  betwixt  Domine  Doctor  and  me,  may  be  compared 
to  them  tiiat  play  at  primero^  of  whom  one  peradventure  shall  leese  a  great  sum  of  money  before  he  win 
one  stake ;  and  at  last,  half  in  anger,  shall  set  up  his  rest ;  win  it,  and  after  that  another,  another,  and 
another ;  till  at  last  he  draw  the  most  part  of  the  money  to  his  heap  :  the  other  by  little  and  little, 
still  diminishing  his  rest  till,"  &c. 

Prologue  to  Return  from  Parnassus,  1606 : 

**  Gentlemen,  yon  that  can  play  at  noddy,  or  rather  play  npon  noddies,  yoo  that  can  set  up  a  res^ 
at  primero  instead  of  a  rest,  laugh,"  &c. 

Churchyards  Challenge,  p.  6t : 

*'  On  which  resolution  the  soldier  sets  up  his  rest,  and  conmionly  hazards  the  winning  or  loosing  of 
M  great  a  thing  as  life  may  be  worth." 

md: 

**  Spoyle  brings  home  plagues  to  wife  and  children  both, 
Mlien  husband  hath  at  play  set  up  his  rest," 

Wsmen  Pleased,  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  5.  S.  1 : 

" be  sure  you  hit  it  right. 

Or  I'll  be  sure  you  shall  not  scape  the  danger." 

''  Sil.  My  rest  is  up  now,  madam. 
Duch.  Then  play  't  cunningly." 

Elder  Brother,  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  5.  S.  1 : 

"  East.  My  rest  is  up, 
Nor  will  I  give  less. 

Char.  I'm  no  gamester,  Eustace, 
Yet  I  can  guess  your  resolution  stands 
To  win,  or  lose  all,"  &c. 
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And  All  my  servaDts  have  their  wages  douhled ; 
And  so  shull  be  my  charge  in  house-keeping. 
I  hope  my  friends  will  find  and  put  roe  to't. 

Hear,  For  them  Til  be  your  undertaker,  sir : 
But  this  is  overdone ;  I  do  not  like  it. 

Old,  And  for  thy  news,  the  money  that  thou 
hast 
Is  now  thine  own.     1*11  make  it  good  to  Spring- 
love. 
Be  sad  with  it,  and  leave  me.     For  I  tell  thee 
1*11  purge  my  house  of  stupid  melancholy. 
Kan,  I'll  be  as  merry  as  the*  charge  that^s 
under  me. 

[A  confu^d  noise  wilhin  of  laughing 

and  singing,  and  one  crying  out. 

The  beggars,  s:«',  do  you  hear  them  m  the  barn  ? 

Old,  V\\  double  their  allowance  too,  that  they 

may 

Double  their  numbers,  and  increase  their  noise : 

These  bear  not  sound  enough;    and  one,  me^ 

thought, 
Cry*d  out  among  them. 

Ran,  By  a  most  natural  cause.     For  there's  a 
aoxy 
Has  been  in  labour,  sir,  and  'tis  tlieir  custom, 
With  bougs  and  shouts  to  drown  the  woman's 

cries. 
A  ceremony  which  they  use,  not  for 
Devotion,  but  to  keep  off  notice  of 
The  work  they  have  in  hand.    Now  she  is  in 
The  straw  it  seems ;  and  they  are  quiet. 

Hear.  Tlie  straw !   that's  very  proper  there. 
That's  Randal's  whim. 

Old.  We  will  have  such  a  lying-in,  and  such 
A  christening !  such  upsittin^  and  gossipping ! 
I  mean  to  send  forty  miles  circuit  at  the  least. 
To  draw  in  all  the  beggars  can  be  found  > 
And  such  devices  we  will  have  for  jollity. 
As  fame  shall  boast  to  all  posterity. 
Am  I  not  merry,  Uearty  ?  hearty  merry. 

Hear.  Wou'd  you  were  else.    I  fear  this  over- 
doing. 
Old.  I'll  do  't  for  expiation  of  a  crime. 
That's  charg'd  upon  my  conscience  till  't  be 
done. 
Hear.  What's  that  ?  what  says  he  ? 
Old,  We  will  have  such  a  festival  month  on't, 
Kandal —  [cost : 

Han.  Sir,  you  may  spare  the  labour  and  the 
They'll  never  thank  you    for't.      They'll    not 

endure 
A  ceremony  that  is  not  their  own. 
Belonging  either  to  the  child  or  mother. 
A  month,  sir !  they'll  not  be  detain'd  so  long 
For  your  estate :  their  work  is  done  already ; 
The  bantling's  bom ;  the  doxy's  in  the  strumroel ; 
I^id  by  an  Autumn  mort  of  their  own  crew. 
That  serv'd   for  midwife;    and   the  child-bed 
woman 


Eating  of  hasty-pudding  for  her  supper. 
And  the  child  part  of  it  for  pap, 
I  warrant  you,  by  this  time ;  tnen  to  sleep ; 
So  to  rise  early  to  regain  the  strength 
By  travel  which  she  lost  by  travail. 

Hear.  There's  Itandal  again. 

Old.  Can  this  be ! 

Ran.  She'll  have  the  bantling  at  her  back  to- 
morrow, 
That  was  to  day  in  her  belly,  and  march  a-foot 
Back  with  it. 

Hear,  Art  there  again,  old  Randal  ? 

Ran.  And  for  their  gossipping,  now  you  are 
so  nigh. 
If  you'll  look  in,  [  doubt  not,  but  you'll  find  'em 
At  their  high  feast  already. 

Hear.  Pray,  let's  see  'em,  sir. 

Randal  opens  the  Scene,  The  Beggars  disco^ 
vercd  at  their  Feast.  After  they  have  scram' 
bled  awhile  at  their  Victuals;  this  Song. 

Here  safe  in  our  **  skipper,  let*s  cly  off  our  peck. 
And  bowse  tit  defiance  o*  th*  Harmau-beck. 
Here^s  pannum  and  lap,  and  good  poplars  of 

Yarrum, 
Tofill  up  the  crib,  and  to  comfort  the  quarroo. 

Now  bowse  a  round  health  to  tlie  go-well  and 

come-well 
Of  Cicely  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  strum' 

mcl. 
Note  bowse  a  round  health  to  the  go-well  and 

come'Well 
Of  Cicely  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  strum- 

met, 

Here^s  ruflpeck  and  casson,  and  all  of  the  bestf 
And  scraps  of  the  dainties  o/^  gentry  cafe's  feast. 
Here's  grunter  and  bleater,  with  tib  ofthebutt'ry, 
^n  J  Margery  Prater,  all  dress* d  without  slutCry. 
For  all  thin  bene  cribbing  and  peck  let  us  then^ 
Bowse  a  health  to  the  gentry  cofe  of  the  ken. 

Now  bowse  a  round  health  to  the  go-well  and 

come-well 
Of  Cicely  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  strunh 

mel. 

Old,  Good  Heaven  !  how  merry  they  are ! 

Hear,  Be  not  you  sad  at  that. 

Old.  Sad,  Hearty  ;  no,  unless  it  be  with  enrj 
At  their  full  happiness.     What  is  an  estate 
Of  wealth   and    power,    ballanc'd    with   their 

freedom. 
But  a  mere  load  of  outward  compliment. 
When  they  enjoy  the  fruits  of  rich  coutent? 
Our  dross  but  weighs  us  down  into  despair, 
While  their  sublimed  spirits  dance  i'  th'  air. 

Hear.  I  ha'  not  so  much  wealth  to  weigh  me 
down. 
Nor  so  little,  I  thank  chance,  as  to  dance  naked. 


^  See  the  explanation  of  these  cant  terms  at  the  end  of  the  play. 
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?,  my  friend,  Hearty  ;   thou  having 
b  than  I 

boost  not)  art  the  merrier  man : 
:eed  thee  in  that  way  so  far,     [gars 
I  know  my  children  now  were  beg- 
L  will  not  read)  I  must  conclude 
ot  lost,  nor  1  to  be  aggrieved, 
this  be  madness,  *tis  a  merry  fit. 

Ico,     Many  of  the  Beggars  look  out. 

•c  out  with  your  glaziers,  I  swear  by 

i  ntffin, 

assaulted  by  a  queer  cuffin, 

d !  what  do  you  mean,  my  friends  ? 

is  is  oor  master, 

of  your  feast  and  feasting-liouse. 

lis  the  gentry  cafe  i 

rg.  Lord  bless  his  worship :  bis  good 

ess  his  worship  !    \^Exeunt  Beggars. 

Manet  Patrico. 

r,  bounteous  sir,  before  you  go, 
e  beggjir  Patrico ; 
•'  you  do  rather  cliuse 
word  of  canting  use : 
ou  live,,  and  may  your  store 
|r,  nor  baulk  the  poor : 
more  in  years  do  grow, 
e  to  your  coffers  How  ; 
tur  care  no  more  thereon 
ours  are,  that  have  none ; 
riches  do  increase, 
r  heart's  content  and  peace, 
nany,  many  years, 
oor  have  quit  their  fears 
u,  and  that  with  Heaven 
world  you  have  made  even ; 
our  blest  posterity, 
;e  successively, 
3rld  shall  be  untwin'd, 
*  estate  and  mind  ; 
poor,  to  the  last  day, 
your  succession,  pray, 
is  a  good  vote.  Sir  Patrico;  but  jrou 
e.    Let  ns  hear  and  see  something 
ry  grigs,  that  can  sing,  play  gambols, 
). 

I  can  lay  my  function  by, 
wild  and  wantonly 
Tib,  or  Jock,  or  Jill, 
at  bowsing  ken  do  swiU. 
erefore  deign  to  hear 
mort,  with  throat  as  clear 
te  Anisses  of  the  name: 
in  song  her  notes  she'll  frame, 
she  chides,  as  loud  is  yawning, 
ecr  wak*d  by  the  dawning, 
es,  pray  let's  hear  her.    What,  is  slie 
lurwife? 

(,  sir^  we  of  our  ministry, 
those  o'  th*  presbytery, 
,  and  defy  dignity.  \^Exit, 

learned  clerk  in  verity  ! 


Enter  Patrico  with  his  old  Wife,  rtith  a  wooden 
bowl  of' drink.    She  is  drunk. 

Pat.  By  salmon,  I  think  my  mort  is  in  drink. 
I  find  by  her  stink,  and  the  pretty  pretty  pink 
Of  her  nyes,  that  half  wink, 
That  the  tipling  feast, 
Witli  the  doxy  in  the  nest, 
Hath  turn'd  her  brain 
To  a  merry  merry  vein. 

Mort.  Go  fiddle,  Patrico,  and  let  me  sing. 
First  set  me  down  here  on  both  my  prats. 
Gently,  gently,  for  cracking  of  my  wind  :  now  I 
must  use  it.    Hem,  hem. 

She  sings. 

This  is  bien  bowse,  this  is  bien  bowse ; 

Too  little  is  my  skew ; 
I  bowse  no  lage,  but  a  whole  gage 

Of  this  ril  bowse  to  you. 
This  bowse  IS  better  than  rom-bowse ; 

//  sets  the  gan  a  giggling : 
I'he  autumn  mort  finds  better  sport 
In  bowsing  than  in  nigling. 

This  is  bien  bowse,  S^'C. 
[She  tosses  off' her  bowl,  falls  back,  and 
is  carried  out. 

Pat.  So,  so ;  your  part  is  done- 


[Exit  with  her. 
Hear.  How  find  you,  sir,  yourself? 
Old.  Wondrous  merry,  my  good  Hearty. 

Enter  Patrico. 

Pat.  I  wish  we  had,  in  all  our  store^ 
Something  that  could  please  you  more. 
The  old,  or  autumn  tnort*s  asleep ; 
But  before  the  young;  ones  creep 
Into  the  straw,  sir,  it  you  are 
(As  gallants  sometimes  love  coarse  fare. 
So  it  be  fresh  and  wholesome  ware) 
Dispos'd  to  doxy,  or  a  dell. 
That  ne«'er  yet  with  man  did  mell ; 
Of  whom  no  upright  man  is  taster ; 
I'll  present  her  to  you,  master. 

Old.  Away,  yon  wou'd  be  punish'd.    Oh  ! 

Hear.  How  is  it  with  you,  sir  ? 

Old.  A  sudden  qualm  over-chills  my  stomach; 
But  'twill  away. 

Enter  Dancers. 

Pat,  See,  in  their  rags  then,  dancing  for  your 
sports, 
Our  clapper  dugeons  and  their  walking  marts. 

(Dance. 
_  iet  each 

tripper 
Make  a  retreat  into  the  skipper ; 
And  couch  a  hogshead,' ti\[  the  darkman*s  past: 
Then  all,  with  bag  and  baggage,  bing  awast. 

[Exeunt  Beggars. 
Ran.  I  told  you,  sir,  they  would  be  gone  to* 
morrow. 
I  understand  their  canting. 
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Old,  Take  that  amougst  yoti- 


I [Gives  money, 

Tho*  you  still  give,  you  ne'er  have  less.     [Exit, 
Hear.  And  as  your  walks  may  lend  this  way, 

Pray,  strike  in  here  another  day. 

So  you  may  go,  Sir  Patrico 

How  think  you,  sir  ?  or  what  ?  or  why  do  you 

think  at  all,  unless  on  sack  and  supper-time  ? 

Do  you  fall  back  ?  Do  you  not  know  the  danger 

Of  relapses  ? 

Old,  Good  Hearty,  thou  mistak'st  me :  I  was 

thinking  upon  this  Patrico;  and  that  he  has 

more  soul  Urnn  a  bom-beggar  in  him. 


Hear,  Rogue  enough,  tho',  to  offer  us  his 
what-d*calls,  his  doxies.  Heart  and  a  cup  of 
sack,  do  we  look  like  beggar-nigglers  ? 

Old,  Pray,  forbear  that  language. 

Hear,  Will  you  then  talk  of  sack  that  can 
drown  sighing?  Will  you  in  to  supper,  and  take 
me  there  your  guest?  or  must  I  creep  into  the 
bam  amongst  your  welcome  ones  ? 

Old,  You  have  rebuk'd  me  timely,  and  most 
friendly.  \Exit. 

Hear,  Would  all  were  well  with  him !  [£jri/. 

Ran,  It  is  with  me  : 
For  now  these  pounds  are,  as  I  feel  them  swat;. 
Light  at  my  heart,  tho'  heavy  in  the  bag.  [ExU, 


ACT   III. 


Enter  Vikcsmt  and  Billiard,  in  their  rags, 

Vin,  Is  this  the  life  that  we  adroir'd  in  others, 
with  envy  at  their  happiness  ? 

Hil,  Pray,  let  us  make  virtuous  use  of  it,  and 
repent  us  of  that  deadly  sin,  before  a  greater 
punishment  than  famine  and  lice  fall  upon  us, 
oy  steering  our  course  homeward.  Before  I'll 
endure  such  another  night 

Fin.  What?  What  wouidst  thou  do?  I  wish 
thy  mistress  heard  thee.  ' 

'Hil,  I  hope  she  does  not;  for  I  know  there  is 
no  altering  our  course,  before  they  make  the 
first  motion. 

Vin,  Is*t  possible  we  should  be  weary  already, 
and  before  their  softer  constitutions  of  flesh  and 
blood  ? 

HiL  They  are  the  stronger  in  will,  it  seems. 

Enter  Springlove. 

Spring,  How  now,  comrades;  repining  already 
at  your  nilness  of  liberty  ?  Do  you  complain  of 
ease? 

Vin,  Ease,  call'st  thou  it  ?  Didst  thou  sleep 
to-night  ? 

Spring,  Not  so  well  these  eighteen  months,  I 
swear ;  since  my  last  walks. 

Hil,  Lightning  and  tempest  are  out  of  thy 
litany.    Cou'd  not  the  thunder  wake  thee  ? 

Spring,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Vin,  Nor  the  noise  of  the  crew  in  the  quarter 
by  us  ? 

Hil.  Nor  the  hogs  in  the  hovel,  that  crv'd  till 
they  drown'd  the  noise  of  the  wind  ?  If  I  cou*d 
but  once  have  dreamt,  in  all  my  former  nights, 
that  such  an  affliction  could  have  been  found 
among  beggars,  sure  I  should  never  have  travelled 
to  the  proof  on't. 


Vin,  We  look*d  upon  them  in  their  jollity,  and 
cast  no  further. 

Hil,  Nor  did  that  only  draw  us  forth,  by  your 
favour,  Vince,  but  our  obedience  to  our  loves ; 
which  we  must  suffer,  till  they  cry  home  again. 
Are  they  not  weary  yet,  as  .much  as  we,  dost 
think,  Springlove  ? 

Spring,  They  have  more  moral  understandiof 
than  so.  They  know,  and  so  may  you,  this  is 
vour  birth-nighr  into  a  new  world.  And  we  all 
know,  or  have  been  told,  that  all  come  crying 
into  the  world,  when  the  whole  world  of  pleasures 
is  before  us.  The  world  itself  had  ne'er  been 
glorious,  had  it  not  first  been  a  confus'd  chaos. 

Vin,  Well :  never  did  knighta-errant  in  all  ad- 
ventures, merit  more  of  their  ladies,  than  we 
beggar-crrants  or  errant-beggars,  do  in  ours. 

Spring,  The  greater  wilT  be  your  reward. 
Think  upon  that,  and  shew  no  manner  of  distaste, 
to  torn  their  hearts  from  you.  You're  undone 
then. 

Hil,  Are  they  ready  to  appear  ouc  of  their 
privy  lodgings,  in  the  *^  pigs  palace  of  pleasure? 
Are  they  coming  forth  ? 

Spring.  I  lefl  'em  almost  ready,  sitting  on 
their  pads  of  straw,  helping  to  dress  each  other's 
head;  the  one's  eye  is  i'other*s  looking-glfiss, 
with  the  prettiest  coyle  they  keep  to  fit  thtir 
fancies  in  the  most  graceful  way  of  wearing 
their  new  dressings,  that  you  would  admire. 

Vin,  I  hope  we  are  as  gracefully  set  oot 
Are  we  not  ? 

Spring.  Indifferent  well.  But  will  you  fall  to 
practice  ?  Let  me  hear  how  you  can  maund, 
when  YOU  meet  with  passengers. 

Hit,  We  do  not  look  like  men,  I  hope,  too 
good  to  leam. 

Spring,  Suppose  some  penoos  of  worth  or 


*^  Pigs  palaet  ^  pUasmre.—AD  allusion  to  the  title  of  Painter's  work,  called  Tki  Paha 
PUoMure,        8,  ' 
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by  now.    Note  me :  Good  your 
your  charity  to  the  poor,  that  will 

pray  for  you  day  and  night 

YOU  idle  rogue;  you  should  be  set 

nipt. . 

At  is  lame  and  sick,  hungry  and 

were  well  serv'd 


id  even  to  bless  you  and  reward 

e  hold  thy  peace  (here  be  doleful 

and  leave  us  to  our  own  genius. 

eg,  let's  Jet  it  go  as  it  comes,  by 

[  love  not  your  set  form  of  beg- 

;  me  instruct  you,  tho*. 

AcnEL  and  Meriel  in  ragt, 

i  a  care,  good  Meriel :  what  hearts 
r  we  have,  and  tho'  never  so  fee- 
our  best  faces  on*t,  and  laugh  our 
before  we  discover  any  dislike  or 
hem.  Let  us  bear  it  uut,  till  they 
,  and  beg  to  carry  us  home  a  pick- 

I  sorely  ^^surbated  with  hoofing 
iud  so  crupper-cmmp*d  with  uur 
so  bum-fiddled   with   the   straw, 

k  not  on't.  I  am  numbM  i'  tb' 
Iders  too  a  little ;  and  have  found 
between  a  hard  floor  with  a  little 
down  bed  with  a  quilt  upon  't. 
,  nor  a  sour  look,  pr'y thee, 
re  they  come  now ;  Madam  Few- 
ly  Lady  Bonnyrag. 
,  they  see  us. 

1,  ha,  ha. 

re  glad  the  object  pleases  you. 

oes  the  subject. 

ear  the  glories  of  the  spring, 

boebus,  and  the  summer*s  heirs. 

fairer,  than  fair  Flora's  self  appear, 

(pring,  Diana's  darlings  dear  ! 

Acteon-like,  be  struck, 

eyes  while  we  presume  to  look 

nakedness,  since  courteous  rags 

t)  into  the  shape  of  stags. 

[a,  ha,  ha. We  are  glad  you  are 

y  and  lusty  too.  This  night  will 
sr,  as  well  as  the  proudest  couple 


HiL  And  so « will  we.     I  can  hold  out  no 

longer. 
Rack,  Does  the  straw  stir  up  your  flesh  to*ty 

gentlemen  ? 
Mer,  Or  does  your  provender  prick  you  ? 
Spring,  What }  do  we  come  for  this  ?  laugh 
and  lie  down 
When  your  bellies  are  full.    Remember,  ladies, 
Yon  have  not  begg'd  yet,  to  quit  your  destiny ; 
But  have  liv'd  hitherto  on  my  enneavours. 
Who  got  your  suppers,  pray,  last  night,  but  I ; 
Of  dainty   trencher-tees,  from  a  gentleman's 

house; 
Such  as  the  serving-men  themselves,  sometimes, 
Would  have  been  glad  of?   And  this  morning 

now. 
What  comfortable  chippings  and  sweet  butter- 
milk 
Had  you  to  breakfast ! 

Rach,  O,  'twas  excellent !  I  feel  it  good  still 

here. 
AJer,  There  was  a  brown  crust  amongst  it, 
that  has  made  my  neck  so  white,  methinks ;  is 
it  not,  Rachel  ? 

Riich,  Yes.    You  gave  me  none  on't. 
You  ever  covet  to  have  all  the  beauty. 
Tis  the  ambition  of  all  younger  sisters. 

Fin.  They  are  pleased,  and  never  like  to  be 
weary. 

HiL  No  more  must  we,  if  we'll  be  theirs. 
Spring,  Peace.    Here  come  passengers.   For- 
get not  your  rules ;  and  quickly  disperse  your- 
selves, and  fall  to  your  calling 

Enter  two  Gentlemen, 

Ut  Gent,  Lead  the  horses  down  the  hill. 
The  heat  of  our  speed  is  over ;  for  we  have  lost 
our  journey. 

9d  Gent.  Had  they  taken  this  way,  we  had 
overtaken  'em,  or  heard  of  'em,  at  least. 

Ut  Gent,  But  some  of  our  scouts  will  light 
on  'em,  the  whole  country  being  over-spread 
with  'em. 

2(/  Gent.  There  was  never  such  an  escape 
else. 

Vin,  A  search  for  us,  perhaps :  Yet  I  know 
not  them,,  nor  they  me,  I  am  sure.  I  might  the 
better  beg  of  them :  But  how  to  begin,  or  set 
the  worst  leg  forwards^  would  I  were  whipt  if  I 
know  now. 

Ut  Gent,  That  a  young  gentlewoman  of  her 
breeding,  and  heir  to  such  an  estate,  should  fly 
from  so  great  a  match,  and  run  away  with  her 
uncle's  clerk ! 

9d  Gent,  The  old  justice  will  run  mad  upon 't, 
I  fear. 


'hated^— Fatigued.    So,  Sfienser's  Fairy  Qaeoi,  B.  3.  C.  4.  S.  34 : 

"  Least  they  their  finnes  should  bnuEe,  and  $urbaie  sore 
Their  tender  feete  upon  the  stony  grovmd." 
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A  JOVIAL  CREW;  OR, 


[BftOMB. 


Vin,  If  I  were  to  be  hang*d  now,  I  cou*d  not 
beg  for  my  life. 

Spring,  Step  forwards,  and  beg  handsomely  : 
1*11  set  my  goad  in  your  breech  else. 

Vtn,  What  shall  I  say? 

Spring,  Have  I  not  told  you  ?  Now  begin. 

Vin,  After  you,  good  Sprmglove. 

Spring,  Good,  your  good  worships^ 

Ut  Gent.  Away,  you  idle  vagabond 


Spring.  Your  worship*s  charity  to  a  poor 
creature  welly  starved. 

Vin,  That  will  duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

^d  Gent,  You  counterfeit  villains,  hence. 

Spriugi  Good  masters  stveet  worship,  for  the 
tender  mercy  of 

Vin,  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

1st  Gent,  You  should  be  well  whipt,  and  set 
to  work,  if  you  were  duly  and  truly  serv*d. 

Vin.  Did  not  I  say  so  before  ? 

Spring,  Good  worshipful  masters  worship,  to 

bestow  your  charity,  and to  maintain  your 

health  and  limbs. 

Vin.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.   • 

Qd  Gent,  Be  gone,  I  say,  you  impudent,  lusty, 
young  rascals. 

ist  Gent,  rU  set  you  going  else. 

[Switches  them. 

Spring,  Ah,  the  goodness  of  compassion,  to 
soften  your  hearts  to  the  poor. 

Vin,  Oh,  the  devil ;  must  not  we  beat  *era 
now  ?  stetb 

Spring.  Nor  shew  an  angry  look  for  all  the 
skin  of  our  backs.  Ah,  the  sweetness  of  tliat 
mercy  that  gives  to  all,  to  move  your  compassion 
to  the  hungry,  when  it  shall  seem  good  unto 
you,  and  night  and  day  to  bless  all  that  you  have. 
Ah,  ah 

2d  Gent,  Come  back  *  sirrah.  His  patience 
and  humility  has  wrought  upon  me. 

Vin,  Duly  and 

2d  Gent.  Not  you,  sirrah  ;  the  other.  You 
look  like  a  sturdy  rogue. 

Spring.  Lord  bless  your  master*s  worship. 
.  2d  Gent,  There's  a  halfpenny  for  you.     Let 
him  have  no  share  with  you. 

Vin,  We  shall  never  thrive  o'  this  trade. 

1.U  Gent.  They  're  of  a  fraternity,. and  will 
share,  I  warrant  you. 

Spring.  Never  in  our  lives,  truly.  He  never 
bepg'd  with  me  before. 

1st  Gent,  But  if  hedges  or  hen-roosts  cou*d 
speak,  yon  might  be  found  sharers  in  pillage,  I 
believe. 

Spring,  Never  saw  him  before,  bless  you  good 
master,  in  all  my  life.  (Beg  for  yourself  ;•  your 
credit's  gone  else.)  Good  heaven  to  bless  and 
prosper  you.  [Exit. 

2d  Gent.  Why  dost  thou  follow  us?  Is  it 
your  office  to  be  privy  to  our  talk  ? 

Vin,  Sir,  I  beseech  you  hear  me.  (S*life, 
what  shall  I  say  ?)  I  am  a  stranger  in  these  parts, 
and  destitute  of  means  and  apparel. 

1st  Gent,  So  metbinks,  and  what  of  that  ? 


Vin,  Will  you,  therefore,  be  p1eas*d,  as  you 
are  worthy  gentlemen,  and  bless'd  with  plenty. 

2d  Gent,  This  is  courtly  ! 

Vin.  Out  of  your  abundant  store,  toward  my 
relief  in  extreme  necessity,  to  furnish  me  widit 
small  parcel  of  money ;  live  or  six  pieces,  or  teu, 
if  you  can  presently  spare  it. 

Vin.  I  have  spoilM  all ;  and  know  not  how  to 
beg  otherwise. 

1st  Gent.  Here's  a  new  way  of  beting! 

Vin.  Quite  run  out  of  my  instructions! 

2d  Gent.  Some  highway  thief,  o'  my  consci* 
ence,  that  forgets  he  is  weaponless. 

Vin.  Only  to  make  you  merry,  gentlemen,  at 
my  unskil  fulness  in  my  new  trade.  I  have  been 
another  roan  in  my  days.    So  I  kiss  your  hands. 

[Eiit. 

1st  Gent.  With  your  heels  do  you  ? 

2d  Gent,  It  had  been  good  to  have  appre- 
hended the  rake-shame. 
There  is  some  mystery  in  his  rags.     But  let 
him  go. 

IJ/i/cr  Oliver,  putting  up  his  Sword. 

Oliv.  You  found  your  legs  in  time.  I  had 
made  you  halt  for  something,  else. 

lit  Gent,  Master  Oliver,  well  returned :  What's 
the  matter,  sir  ? 

Oiiv,  Why,  sir,  a  counterfeit  lame  rogue 
begg*d  of  roe ;  but  in  such  language,  the  high 
sherifl*'s  son  of  the  shire  oou'd  not  have  spoke 
better;  nor  to  have  borrow*d  a  greater  suoit 
He  ask'd  me  if  I  cou'd  spare  him  ten  or  twenty 
pound.  I  switch'd  him,  his  cudgel  was  up.  I 
drew,  and  into  the  wood  he  'scap'd  roe,  asnim* 
bly — But,  first,  be  told  roe,  I  should  bear  from 
him  by  a  gentleman,  to  require  satisfaction  of 
me. 

2d  Gent.  We  had  such  another  begg*d  of  as. 
The  oourt  goes  a  begging,  I  think. 

1st  Gent,  Dropt  through  the  clouds,  I  tbiok. 
Met  you  no  news  of  your  kinswoman,  mistress 
Amie? 

Oliv.  No.  What's  the  matter  with  her  ?  Goes 
her  marriage  forwards  with  young  roaster  Tal- 
boy  ?  I  hasten'd  my  journey  from  London  to  be 
at  the  wedding. 

2d  Gent.  Twas  to  have  been  yesterday  room- 
ing; all  things  in  readiness  prepar'd  for  it;  but 
the  bride,  stolen  by  your  father's  clerk,  is  slipt 
away.  We  were  in  quest  of  'em,  and  so  are 
twenty  more,  several  ways. 

Oliv.  Such  young  wenches  will  have  their  own 
ways  in  their  own  loves,  what  roatclies  soever 
their  guardians  make  for  'em.  And  I  hope  117 
father  will  not  follow  the  law  so  close,  to  hang 
his  clerk  for  stealing  his  ward  with  her  own  con- 
sent. It  may  breed  such  a  grudge,  as  may  cause 
some  clerks  to  hang  their  roasters,  that  have  'em 
o'  the  hip  of  injustice.  Besides,  Martin,  tbo' 
he  be  his  servant,  he  is  a  gentleman ;  but,  in- 


HOME.] 
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«(!,  the  miserablcst  rascal !  he  will  grudge  her  i 

eat  when  he  has  her. 

Ut  Gent,  Your  father  is  exceedingly  troubled 

their  escape ;  I  wish  that  yuu  may  qualify  hun 

th  your  reasons. 

OUv.  But  what  says  Talboy  to   the  matter, 

e  bridegroom,  that  should  ha'  been  ? 

2d  Gent,  Marry,  he  says  little  to  the  purpose : 

t  cries  outright. 

OUv.  I  like  him  well  for  that :    he  holds  his 

mour.     A  miserable  wretch  too,  tho*  rich.     I 

'  known  him  cry  when  he  has  lust  but  three 

illings  at  ^^  mumchunce.     But,  gentlemen, 

ep  on  your  way  to  comfort  my  father.     I 

ow  some  of  his  man's  private  haunts  about  the 

untry  here,  which  I  will  search  immediately. 

Isi  Gent,  We'll  accompany  you,  if  you  please. 

OUv,  Mo,  by  no  means:    that  will.be  too 

publick. 
2d  Gent.  Do  your  pleasure.  [Eseunt. 

OUv.  My  pleasure,  and  all  the  search  that  I 
tend,  is,  by  Itovering  here,  to  take  a  review 
a  brace  of  the  handsomest  beggar  braches 
at  ever  grac'd  ditch  or  hedge-side.     I  pass'd 
r  them  in  haste,  but  something  so  possesses 
e,  that  I  must — what  the  devil  must  I?  A 
;^ar  ?    why,  beggars  are  flesh  and  blood ;  and 
\p  are  no  diseases.    Their  lice  are  no  French 
eas;  and  there  is  much  wholesomer  flesh  under 
ountry  dirt,  than  city  painting ;  and  less  dan- 
er  in  dirt  and  rags,  than  in  ceruse  and  satin.     I 
lurst  not  take  a  touch  at  London  botli  for  the 
•resent  cost-  and  fear  of  an  after-reckoning, 
^t,  Oliver,  dost  thou  speak  like  a  gentleman  ? 
etr  price  or  pox  !  lia !  Marry  do  I,  sir.     Nor 
^  beggar  sport  be  inexcusable  in   a  young 
country  gentleman,  short  of  means,  for  another 
espect,  a  principal  one  indeed,  to  avoid  the 
punishment  or  charge  of  bastardy:  there's  no 
^tnmuting  with  them,  or  keeping  of  children  for 
^iiem.    Tiie  poor  whores,  rather  than  part  with 
tbeir  own,  or  want  children  at  all,  will  steal 
other  folks*  to  travel  with,  and  move  compassion. 
He  feeds  a  beggai^wench  well  that  Alls  her  belly 
with  young  bones.     And,  these  reasons  consi- 
dered, good  master  Oliver  ! — 'Slid,  yonder  they 
are  at  peep ;  and  now  sitteu  down  as  waiting 
for  my  purpose. 

Enter  Vincent. 

'Heart,  here's  another  delay:  I  must  shift 
luQ.  Dost  hear,  honest  poor  fellow  ?  I  prithee 
p  back  presently :  and  at  the  hill  foot  (here's 
lix  pence  for  thy  pains)  thou  shalt  find  a  foot- 
^n  with  a  horse  in  his  hand.  Bid  bim  wait 
'here.    His  master  will  come  presently,  say. 


Vin.  Sir,  I  have  a  business  of  another  nature 
to  you ;  which  (as  I  presume  you  are  a  gentle- 
man of  right  noble  spirit  and  resolution)  you 
will  receive  without  on'ence,  and  in  that  temper 
as  most  properly  appertains  to  the  most  beroick 
natures. 

OUv.  Thy  language  makes  roe  wonder  at  t)iy 

person.    What's  the  matter  with  thee  ?  quickly. 

Vin.  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  call  to  mind  a 

late  affront,  which,  in  your  heat  of  passion,  you 

gave  a  gentleman. 

OUv.  What,  such  a  one  as  thou  art,  was  he? 
Vin.  True,  noble  sir.  Who  could  no  less  in 
honour,  than  direct  me,  his  chosen  friend,  unto 
you,  with  the  length  of  his  sword,  or  to  take  the 
length  of  yours.  The  place,  if  you  please, 
the  ground  whereon  you  parted ;  the  hour,  seven 
to-morrow  morning ;  or,  if  you  like  not  these, 
in  part,  or  all,  to  make  your  own  appointments. 
OUv.  The  bravest  method  in  beggars  that  ever 
was  discovered  !  I  would  be  upon  the  bones  of 
this  rogue  now,  but  for  crossing  my  other  design, 
which  flres  me ;  I  must  therefore  be  rid  of  him 
on  any  terms.  Let  his  own  appointments  stand : 
tell  liim  I'll  meet  him. 

Vin.  You  shall  most  nobly  engage  his  life  to 
serve  you,  sir. 

OUv.  You'll  be  his  second,  will  you  ? 
Vin.  To  do  you  further  service,  sir,  I  have 
undertaken  it. 

OUv.  I'll  send  a  beadle  shall  undertake  you 
both. 

Vin.  Your  mirth  becomes  the  bravery  of  your 
mind,  and  dauntless  spirit;  so  takes  his  leave, 
your  servant,  sir.  [Exit, 

OUv.  I  think,  as  my  friend  said,  the  court 
goes  a  begging  indeed.  But  I  must  not  lose  my 
beggar-wencl^s. 

Enter  Rachel  and  Meriel. 

Oh,  here  they  come ;  they  are  delicately 
skin'd  and  limb'd.  There,  there ;  I  saw  above 
the  ham,  as  the  wind  blew. — Now  they  spy  me. 

Rack.  Sir,  I  beseech  you,  look  upon  us  with 
the  favour  of  a  gentleman.  W  e  are  m  a  present 
distress,  and  utterly  unacquainted  in  these  parts, 
and  therefore  forc'd  by  the  calamity  of  our  mis- 
fortune, to  implore  the  courtesy,  or  rather  cha- 
rity, of  those  to  whom  we  are  strangers. 

OUv.  Very  fine,  this ! 

Mer.  Be  therefore  pleas*d,  rij^t  noble  sir,  not 
only  valuing  us  by  our  outward  habits,  which 
cannot  but  appear  loathsome  or  despicable  unto 
you ;  but  as  we  are  forlorn  Christians ;  and  in 
that  estimation,  be  compassionately  moved  to 
cast  a  handful  or  two  of  your  silver,  or  a  few  of 


*^ at  tmtmchance. — This  game  I  find  mentioned  in  Dekkar*8  Bdmam  qfJUmdim,  F.  3 : 

**  The  taker  or  the  verser  is  the  man  mast  play  with  him,  the  cardes  are  fetcht  and  mmnchtmcey  or 

^y  is  the  game :  the  first  wager  is  wine,  the  second  two  pence  in  money,  from  two  pence  they  rise 

^  t  ihiUing,  from  that  to  a  pound,"  ^c. 
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JfOUT  golden  pieces  unto  os,  to  furnish  us  with 
inen,  and  some  decent  habiliments 

Oliv,  They  beg  as  high  as  the  man-beggar  I 
met  withal !  Sure  the  beggars  are  all  mad  to- 
day, or  bewitciiM  into  a  language  they  under- 
stand not.  The  spirits  of  some  decay  d  gentry 
talk  in  them,  sure. 

Rack,  May  we  eipect  a  gracious  answer  from 
you,  sir? 

Mer,  And  that  as  you  can  wish  our  virgin 
pniyers  to  be  propitious  for  you. 

Kach,  That  you  never  be  deny'd  a  suit  by 
any  mistress. 

Mer.  Nay,  that  the  fairest  may  be  ambitious 
to  place  their  favours  on  you. 

Kach,  That  your  virtue  and  valour  may  lead 
you  to  the  most  honourable  actions ;  and  that 
the  love  of  ail  exquisite  ladies  may  arm  you. 

Mer,  And  that,  when  you  please  to  take  a 
wife,  may  honour,  beauty,  and  wealth,  contend 
to  endow  her  roost. 

Rack,  And  that  with  her  you  have  a  long  and 
prosperous  life. 

Mer,  A  fair  and  fortunate  posterity. 

Oliv,  This  exceeds  all  tliat  ever  I  heard,  and 
strikes  me  into  wonder.  Pray  tell  me,  how 
long  have  you  been  beggais  ?  Or  how  chanc*d 
you  to  be  so  ? 

Rack.  By  influence  of  our  stars,  sir. 

Mer.  We  were  bom  to  no  better  fortune. 

Oliv,  How  came  you  to  talk  thus,  and  so 
much  above  the  beggars  dialect  ? 

Rack,  Our  speech  came  naturally  to  us,  and 
we  e>'er  lov'd  to  learn  by  rote  as  well  as  we 
cou'd. 

Mer.  And  to  be  ambitious  above  the  vulgar, 
to  ask  more  than  common  alms,  whate'er  men 
please  to  give  us. 

Oliv,  Sure,  some  well  dispos'd  gentleman,  as 
myself,  got  these  wenches.  They  are  too  well 
grown  to  be  mine  own,  and  I  cannot  be  inces- 
tuous with  'em. 

Rack.  Pray,  sir,  your  noble  bounty. 

Oliv,  What  a  tempting  lip  that  little  rogue 
moves  there !  and  what  an  enticing  eye  the 
other !  I  know  not  which  to  begin  with.  What's 
this,  a  flea  upon  thy  bosom  ? 

Mer.  Is  it  not  a  stmw-colour'd  one,  sir  ? 

Oliv.  O,  what  a  provoking  skin  is  there!  That 
very  touch  enflames  me. 

Rack,  Sir,  are  you  movM  in  charity  towards 
Q8  yet  ? 

Oliv,  MovM  ?  I  am  mov*d :  no  flesh  and  blood 
more  mov'd ! 

Mer,  Then,  pray,  sir,  your  benevolence. 

Oliv,  Benevolence?  Which  shall  I  be  bene- 
volent to  ?  or  which  first  ?  I  am  puzzled  in  the 
choice.  Wou'd  some  sworn  brother  of  mine 
were  here  to  draw  a  cut  with  me. 

Rack,  Sir,  noble  sir. 

Oliv.  First  let  me  tell  you,  damsels,  I  am 
bound  by  a  strong  vow,  to  kiss  all  of  the  woman- 
sex  I  meet  this  morning. 


Mer,  Beggars  and  all,  sir? 

0/177.  All,  all.  Let  not  your  coyness  cross  a 
gentleman's  vow.  I  beseech  you  —  [Kin. 

Rach,  Vou  will  tell  now. 

Oliv,  Tell,  quotha  !  I  could  tell  a  thousand 
on  those  lips — and  as  many  upon  those.  What 
life-restoring  breaths  tliey  have  !  mHk  from  the 
cow  steams  not  so  sweetly.  I  must  lay  ofie  of 
'em  aboard ;   both,  if  my  tackling  bold. 

Rach.  >  o* 

Mrr.    ;Sir,».r. 

Oliv.  But  how  to  bargain  now,  will  be  the 
doubt.  They  that  beg  so  high  as  by  the  hand- 
fuls)  may  expect  for  price,  above  the  rate  of 
good  men's  wives. 

Rach.  Now  will  you,  sir,  be  pleas'd  ? 

Oliv,  With  all  my  heart,  sweetheart ;  and  I 
am  glad  thou  knowest  my  mind.  Here  is  twelve 
pence  a-piece  for  you. 

Mer  '  \  ^®  thank  you,  sir. 

Oliv.  That's  but  in  earnest ;  Fll  jest  away  d»e 

rest  with  you.     Look  here all  this.    Come, 

you  know-  my  meaning.  Dost  thou  look  about 
thee,  sweet  little  one  ?  I  like  thy  care.  There's 
nobody  coming:  but  we'll  get  behind  these 
bushes.     I  know  you  keep  each  other's  counsels 

Must  you  be  drawn  to't?    Then  I'll  pall. 

Come  away. 

Enter  Springlove,  Viwcewt,  Hillxabd. 

Vin.  Let's  beat  his  brains  out. 

Oliv.  Come,  leave  your  squealing. 

Rach,  O,  you  hurt  my  hand  ! 

Hil.  Or  cut  the  lecher's  throat. 

Spring.  Wou'd  you  be  hang'd  ?  Stand  back ; 
let  me  alone. 

Mer,  You  shall  not  pull  us  so. 

Spring.  O  do  not  hurt  'em,  master. 

Oliv.  Hurt  'em  !  1  mean  *em  but  too  well. 
Shall  I  be  so  prevented  ? 

Spring.  They  be  but  young  and  simple ;  and 
if  they  have  offended,  let  not  your  worship's  own 
hands  drag  'em  to  the  law,  or  carry  'em  to  pQ- 
nisliment.  Correct  'em  not  yourself,  it  is  the 
beadle's  office. 

Oliv.  Do  you  talk,  shake-rag  ?  Heart,  yond's 
more  of 'em  ;  I  shall  be  becgar-maul'd  iff  suj. 
Thou  say'st  right,  honest  fellow;  there's  a  tester 
for  thee.  [Exit  running' 

Vin,  He  is  prevented,  and  asham'd  of  h» 
purpose. 

luring.  Nor  were  we  to  take  notice  of  hi> 
purpose  more  than  to  prevent  it. 

Hil,  True,  politick  Springlove,  'twas  better 
his  own  fear  quit  os  of  him,  than  our  force. 

Rach,  Look  you  here,  gentlemen,  twelre 
pence  a  piece. 

Mer,  Besides  fair  offers  and  large  promise 
What  ha'  you  got  to-day,  gentlemen? 
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ore  than  (ns  we  are  gentlemen)  we 

e  taken. 

ft  we  put  it  up  in  your  service. 

Ha,  ha,  ba^  switches  and  kicks.    Ila, 

Talk  not  here  of  your  gettings.  We 
this  quarter.  The  eager  gentleman's 
iy  arm  and  return  him  with  revenge 
we  must  therefore  leap  hedge  and 
;  through  the  briars  and  mires,  till  we 
;  of  this  liberty  to  our  next  rendezvous, 
shall  meet  the  crew,  and  then  hay-toss 
all  night. 

s  we  did  last  ni^ht. 
iold  out,  Meriel. 
ead  on,  brave  general. 

[ToSprinclove. 
hat  shall  we  do?  they  are  in  heart 
ill  we  go  on  ? 

iere*s  no  flinching  back,  you  see. 
Besides,  if  vou  beg  no  better  than 
I,  in  this  lofty  fashion,  you  caimot 
jail  or  the  whip,  long. 
» tell  you  true,  'tis  not  the  least  of  my 
i  work  means  for  our  discovery,  to  be 
It  of  our  trade. 

Martin  and  Amie,  in  poor  habits. 

Stay,  here  come  more  passengers; 
rselves  again,  and  fall  to  your  calling 

1  single  no  more :  if  you'll  beg  in  full 

for  you. 

y,  that  will  be  fine;  let's  charm  all 

Stay  first,  and  listen  a  little. 
le  of  good  cheer,  sweetheart,  we  have 
itherto;    and  I  believe  that  all  the 
now  retir'd,  and  we  may  safely  pass 

should  be  safe  with  thee.  But  that's 
3g  proverb  that  says,  '*  Where  love  is, 
lack."  I  am  foint,  and  cannot  travel 
thout  meat;  and  if  you  lov*d  me,  you 
me  some. 
iTe'll  venture  at  the  next  village  to  call 

The  best  is,  we  want  no  money. 
Ve  shall  be  taken  then,  I  fear.    I'll 
e  to  death. 

le  not  so  fearful ;  who  can  know  us  in 
'nish  habit<i  ? 

lur  cloaths  indeed  are  poor  enough  to 
Wou'd  I  could  beg,  so  it  were  of 
that  could  not  know  roe,  rather  than 
)se  that  would  betray  us. 
Lnd  yonder  be  some  that  can.  teach  us. 

These  are  the  young  couple  of  run- 
rs  disguis'd,  that  the  country  is  so  laid 
erve  and  follow  now :  Now  the  Lord 
ithye,  good  loving  measter  and  mee«- 
r  bfested  charity  to  the  poor,  lame  and 

III. 
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tick,  weak  and  comfortless,  that  will  night  and 

day- 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.  Duly  and 
truly  pray  for  you. 

Spring.  Pray  hold  your  peace,  and  let  roe 
alone.  Good  young  measter  and  meestress,  a 
little  comfort  amongst  us  alt,  and  to  bless  you 

wherever  you  go,  and 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.     Duly  and 

truly 

Spring.  Pray,  do  not  use  me  thus.  Now 
sweet  young  measter  and  meestress,  to  look  upon 
your  poor,  that  have  no  relief  or  succour,  no 
bread  to  put  in  our  heads, 

Vin.  Would'st  thou  put  bread  in  thy  brains  } 
'No  lands  or  livings. 

Spring.  No  house  nor  home,  nor  covering 
from  the  cold;  no  health,  no  help,  but  your 
sweet  charity, 

Mer.  No  bands  or  shirts,  hut  lousy  on  our 
hacks, 

Ilil.  No  smocks  or  petticoats  to  hide  our 
scratches. 

Rach.  No  sImcs  to  our  legs,  or  hose  to 
our  feet, 

Vin.  No  skin  to  our  flesh,  nor  flesh  to  our 
bones  shortly. 

Hil.  If  we  follow  the  devil  that  taught 
us  to  beg.  [Aside, 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 
Spring.  I'll  run  away  from  you  if  you  beg  a 
stroke  more. 

Good  worshipful  menstrr  andmeestress 

Alar.  Good  friend  forbear,  here  is  no  master 
or  mistress;  we  are  poor  folks;  thou  see'st  no 
worship  upon  our  backs  I  am  sure;  and  for 
within  we  want  as  much  as  you,  and  wou'd  as 
willingly  beg,  if  we  knew  how  as  well. 

Spring.  Alack  for  pity :  you  may  have  enough ; 
and  what  I  have  is  yours,  if  you'll  accept  it. 
'Tis  wholesome  food  from  a  good  gentleman's 

gate Alas,  good  mistress much  good  do 

your  heart.     How  savourly  she  feeds  ! 

Mar,  What,  do  you  mean  to  poison  yourself? 
Amie.  Do  you  shew  love  in  grudging  me  ? 
Mar.  Nay,  if  you  think  it  hurts  you  not,  fall 
to,  I'll  not  beguile  you.    And  here,  mine  host, 
something  towards  your  reckoning. 
Amie.  This  beggar  is  an  angel  sure ! 
Spring.  Nothing  by  way  of  bargain,  gentle 
master ;  'tis  against  order,  and  will  never  thrive. 
But  pray,  sir,  your  reward  in  charity. 

Mar.  Here  then  in  chanty.  This  fellow 
would  never  make  a  clerk. 

Spring.  What !  all  this,  master  ? 
Amis.  What  is  it  ?  let  me  see't. 
Spring.  Tis  a  whole  silver  three-pence,  mis- 
tress. 

Amie.  For  shame,  ungrateful  miser.  Here, 
friend,  a  golden  crown  for  thee. 

'Spring.  Bountiful  goodness !  gold  ?  If  I 
thought  a  dear  year  were  coming,  I  would  tak« 
a  farm  now. 
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Amie.  I  have  robb*d  thy  partners  of  their 
shares  too ;  there's  a  crown  more  for  them. 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

Mar,  What  have  you  done  ?  less  would  have 
servM ;  and  your  bounty  will  betray  us. 

Amie,  Fie  on  your  wretched  policy. 

Spring,  No,  no,  good  master ;  I  knew  you  all 
this  while,  and  my  sweet  mistress  too.  And  now 
rU  tell  you,  the  search  is  every  way;  the  coun- 
try all  laid  for  you ;  'tis  well  you  stay'd  here. 
Your  habits,  were  they  but  a  little  nearer  our 
fashion,  would  secure  you  with  us.  But  are  you 
married,  master  and  mistress  ?  are  you  join'd  in 
matrimony  ?  in  heart  I  know  you  are.  And  I 
will  (if  it*  please  you)  for  your  great  bounty, 
bring  you  a  curate  that  lacks  no  licence,  nor  has 
any  living  to  lose^  that  shall  put  you  together. 

Mar,  Thou'rt  a  heavenly  beggar ! 

Spring,  But  he  is  so  scrupulous,  and  severely 
precise,  that  unless  you,  mistress,  will  affirm  that 


you  are  with  child  by  the  gentleman,  or  that  you 
have  at  least  cleft  or  slept  together,  (as  be  ailb 
it,)  he  will  not  marry  you :  But  if  you  have  lain 
together,  then  'tis  a  case  of  necessity,  and  be 
holds  himself  bound  to  do  it. 

Mar,  You  may  say  you  have. 

Amie,  I  would'  not  have  it  so,  nor  make  that 
lye  against  myself,  for  all  the  world. 

Spring.  That  I  like  well,  and  her  exceedin^y. 

[AiuU* 
I'll  do  my  best  for  you,  however. 

Mar,  Vti  do  for  thee  that thou  shalt  never 

beg  more. 

Spring.  That  cannot  be  purchased  scarce  for 
the  price  of  your  mistress.  Will  you  walk,  mas- 
ter ? — — we  use  no  compliments.  [free 

Amie.  By  enforced  matches  wards  are  not  set 
So  oft  as  sold  into  captivity ; 
Which  made  me,  fearless,  fly  from  one  I  hate, 
Into  the  hazard  of  a  harder  fate«  {^Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Talboy,  Oliver,  toith  riding-switches, 

Tal.  She's  gone. 
Amie  is  gone. 
Ah  me,  she's  gone. 
And  has  me  left, 
Of  joy  bereft. 
To  make  my  moan. 

0  me,  Amie ! 

OUv,  What  the  devil  ails  the  fellow,  trow? 
why,  why,  master  Talboy,  my  cousin  Tal  boy  that 
should'st  have  been,  art  not  asharo'd  to  cry  at 
tliis  growth?  and  for  a  thing  that's  better  lost 
than  found ;  a  wench  ? 

Tal.  Cry  !  who  cries  ?  do  I  cry  ?  or  look  with 
a  crying  countenance  ?  I  scorn  it ;  and  scorn  to 
think  on  her,  but  in  just  anger. 

OUv.  So,  this  is  brave  now,  if  'twould  hold. 

Tal,  Nay,  it  shall  hold :  and  so  let  her  go  for 
a  scurvy  what  d'ye  call  it :  I  know  not  what  bad 
enough  to  call  her  but  something  of  mine 
goes  with  her,  I  am  sure.  She  has  cost  me  in 
gloves,  ribbands,  scarfs,  rings,  and  suclnlike 
things,  more  than  I  am  able  to  speak  of  at  this 
time— oh. 

OUv.  Because  thou  canst  not  speak  for  crying. 
Fie,  roaster  Talboy,  apain  ? 

Tal,  I  scorn  it  agam,  and  any  man  that  says 

1  cry,  or  will  cry  again.  Aud  let  her  go  again ; 
and  what  she  has  of  mine  let  her  keep,  and  hang 
herself,  and  the  rogue  that's  with  her.  I  have 
enough,  and  am  heir  of  a  well-known  estate,  and 
that  she  knows — and  therefore  that  she  should 
slight  me,  and  run  away  with  the  wages-fellow, 
that  is  but  a  petty  clerk,  and  a  serving-man, 
there's  the  vexation  of  it — oh  there's  the  grief, 
knd  the  vexation  of  it— oh— 

OUv,  Now  he  will  cry  his  eyes  out !  you  sir, 


this  life  have  I  had  with  you  all  our  long  journey, 
which  now  is  at  an  end  here.  This  is  roaster 
Oldreiu's  house,  where  perhaps  we  shall  find  old 
Hearty,  the  uncle  of  that  rogue  Martin,  that  is 
run  away  with  your  sweetheart. 

Tal,  Ay,  'tis  too  true,  too  true,  too  true ;  you 
need  not  put  me  in  mind  on't — oil — oh — 

OUv.  liold  your  peace,  and  mind  me :  leave 
your  bawling,  for  fear  I  give  you  correction. 
This  is  the  house  I  say,  wl^re  it  is  most  likely 
we  shall  hear  of  your  mistress  and  her  companion. 
Make  up  your  face  quickly :  here  comes  one  of 
the  servants,  I  suppose. 

Enter  Randal. 

Shame  not  yourself  for  ever,  and  me  for  com* 
pany  ;  come,  be  confident. 

Tal.  As  confident  as  yourself  or  any  roau— 
but  my  poor  heart  feels  what  lies  here.  Here; 
ay,  here  it  is.    Oh. 

OUv,  Good  morrow,  friend:  This  is  'sqoire 
Oldrent's  house,  I  take  it. 

Ran.  Prny  take  it  not,  sir,  before  it  be  to  be 
let ;  it  has  been  my  master's,  and  his  ancestors 
in  that  name,  above  these  three  hundred  years, 
as  our  house-chronicle  doth  notify,  and  not  yet 
to  be  let :  but  as  a  friend,  or  stranger,  in  guest- 
wise,  you  are  welcome  to  it,  as  all  other  gentle- 
men are,  far  and  near,  to  my  good  master,  as  you 
will  find  anon  when  you  see  him. 

OUv.  Thou  speak'st  wittily  and  honestly :  bat 
I  pr'ythee,  good  friend,  let  our  nags  be  set  uu ; 
they  are  tied  up  at  the  post.  You  belong  to  the 
stable?  do  you  not? 

Rtttin  Not  so  much  as  the  stable  belongs  to 
me,  sir;  I  pass  through  many  offices  of  the  bouse, 
nr;  I  am  the  running  bailiofof  it. 
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0/19.  We  hRve  rid  hard,  hoping  to  find  the 
*s<|uire  at  lioine  at  this  early  time  io  the  moroing. 

Ran.  You  are  deceived  in  that,  sir,  he  has 
been  oat  these  four  hours ;  he  is  no  snail,  sir. 
You  do  not  know  him,  I  perceive,  since  he  has 
been  new  moulded;  but  TU  tell  you,  because 
you  are  gentlemen. 

Oiiv.  Our  horses,  good  friend. 

Ran.  My  master  is  an  ancient  gentleman, 
and  a  great  housekeeper,  and  pray'd  for  by  all 
tbe  poor  in  the  country ;  he  keeps  a  guest-house 
ibr  ail  beggars  far  and  near,  costs  him  a  hundred 
a  year  at  least,  and  is  as  well  belov'd  among  the 
rich;  but  of  late  he  fell  into  a  great  melancholy, 
upon  what  I  know  not ;  for  he  had  then  more 
cause  to  be  merry  than  he  has  now ;  take  that 
by  the  way. 

Oiiv.  But,  good  friend,  our  horses. 

Ran.  For  be  had  two  daughters  that  knew 
well  to  order  a  house,  and  give  entertainment  to 
gentlemen;  they  were  his  house-doves;  but  now 
they  are  flown,  and  no  man  knows  how,  why,  or 
whither. 

Tai.  My  dove  is  flown  too.    Oh 

Ran.  Was  she  your  daughter,  sir  ?  She  was  a 
young  one  then,  by  tlie  beard  you  wear. 

2aL  What  she  was,  she  was,  d*  ye  see;  I 
scorn  to  think  on  her but  I  do         oh. 

Oiiv.  Pray  hold  your  peace,  or  feign  some 
mirth,  if  you  can. 

Talboy  Sings. 

Let  ber  go,  let  her  go ;  J  care  not  if  I  haoc 

ker,  I  have  her  or  no.     Ha,  ha,  ha —oh, 

my  heart  will  break — • — oh 

Oiiv.  Pray  think  of  our  horses,  sir. 
Ran,  This  is  right  my  master ;  when  he  had 
his  daughters  he  was  sad,  and  now  they  are  gone 
be  is  tbe  merriest  man  alive ;  up  at  five  a  clock 
in  the  morning,  and  out  tiU  dinner-time ;  out 
again  at  afternoon,  and  so  'till  supper-time ;  skise 
oot  this  away,  and  **  skiso  out  that  away ;  (he's 
uo  snail  I  assure  you) ;  and  tantivy  all  the  coun- 
try over,  where  hunting,  hawking,  or  any  sport 
it  to  be  made,  or  good  fellowship  to  be  bad; 
ud  so  merry  upon  all  occasions,  that  you  would 
even  bless  yourself  if  it  were  possible. 
Oiiv.  Our  horses,  1  pr'ythee. 
Ran.   And  we,  his  servants,  live  as  merrily 
onder  him,  and  do  all  thrive.    I  myself  was  but 


a  silly  lad  when  I  came  first,  a  poor  turn-spit 
boy  ;  gentlemen  kept  no  whirling-jacks  then  to 
cozen  poor  people  of  meat ;  and  I  have  now, 
without  boast,  40i.  in  my  purse,  and  am  the 
youngest  of  half  a  score  in  the  bouse;  none 
younger  than  myself  but  on^  and  he  is  the 
steward  over  all ;  his  name  is  master  Sprinivlove, 
(bless  him  where'er  he  is,)  he  has  a  world  of 
means;  and  we,  the  underlings,  get  well,  the 
better  by  htm ;  besides  the  rewards  inany  gentle- 
men give  us,  that  fare  well,  and  lodge  here  some- 
times. 

Oiiv.  O!  we  sliall  not  forget  you,  friend,  if  you 
remember  our  horses  before  they  take  harm. 

Ran.  No  hurt  I  warrant  you ;  there's  a  lad 
walking  them. 

Oiiv.  Is  not  your  master  coming,  think  you  ? 

Ran.  He  will  not  be  long  a  coming;  he's  no 
snail,  as  I  told  you. 

Oiiv.  You  told  me  so  indeed. 

Ran.  But  of  all  the  gentlemen  that  toss  up 
the  bail,  yea,  and  the  sack  too,  commend  me  to 
old  master  Hearty,  a  decayed  gentleman,  lives 
most  upon  his  own  mirth,  and  my  master's 
means,  and  much  good  do  him  with  it;  he  is 
the  finest  companion  of  all ;  he  does  hold  my 
master  up  with  stories,  and  songs,  and  catches, 
and  t'other  cup  of  sack,  and  such  tricks  and  jigs, 
you  would  admire-  he  is  with  him  now. 

Oiiv.  That  Hearty  is  Martin's  uncle ;  I  am 
glad  he  is  here.  Bear  up,  Talboy.  Now, 
friend,  pray  let  me  ask  you  a  question pr'y- 
thee stay. 

Ran.  Nay,  marry  I  dare  not.    Your  ^awds 

maY  take  cold,  and  never  be  good  after  it 

[Exit. 

Oiiv.  I  thought  I  should  never  have  been  rid 
of  him ;  but  no  sooner  desired  to  stay  but  he  is 
gone ;  a  pretty  humour. 

Re-enter  Randal. 

Ran.  Gentlemen,  m^  master  will  be  here  e'en 
now,  doubt  not,  for  he  is  no  snail,  as  I  told  you. 

Oiiv.  No  snail's  a  grent  word  with  him. 
Pr'ythee  Talboy,  bear  up.  Here  comes  another 
grey  fellow. 

Enter  Usher. 

Ush.  Do  you  stand  in  the  porch,  gentlemen  ? 
the  house  is  open  to  you.  Pray  enter  the  hall, 
I  am  the  usher  of  it. 


^  Skise  9ui  this  away,  and  skise  out  that  away.— I  should  suppose  we  ought  to  read 

**  Skir  out  this  a  watf,  and  skir  out  that  a  way." 

Toilctr  is  to  scour,  to  pass  hastily.    So,  in  Macbeth: 

**  Send  out  more  horses,  skir  the  country  round.*' 

Again,  in  King  Henry  V: 

«  And  make  them  «JI»r  away,  &c." 
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Oliv,  In  good  dme,  sir.  We  shall  be  bold 
here  then  to  attend  your  master's  comiue. 

UsL  And  he's  upon  coming,  and  mien  he 
comes,  he  comes  apace ;  he*s  no  snail,  I  assure 
you.  i 

Oliv.  I  was  told  so  before,  sir.  No  snail ! 
sure  'tis  the  word  of  the  house,  and  as  ancient 
as  the  family. 

Ush,  This  gentleman  looks  sadly,  methinks. 

TaL  Who  I  ?  not  I :  Pray  pardon  my  looks 
for  that :  bat  my  heart  feels  what's  what*  Ah 
me 

Ush,  Pray  walk  to  the  buttery,  gentlemen, 
my  office  leads  you  thither. 

Oliv.  Thanks,  good  master  usher. 

Ush,  I  have  been  usher  these  twenty  years, 
sir,  and  have  got  well  by  my  place  for  using 
strangers  respectfully. 

Oliv.  He  has  given  the  hint  too. 

Ush.  Something  lias  come  in  by  the  bye,  be- 
sides standing  wages,  which  is  very  duly  paid, 
(thank  a  good  master  and  an  honest  st^nvard,) 
Heaven  bless  ^em :  we  all  thrive  under  'em. 

Enter  Butler  with  glasses  and  a  napkin, 

O,  here  comes  the  butler. 

But,  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen ;  please 
you  draw  nearer  my  office,  and  take  a  morning's 
draught  in  a  glass  of  sack,  if  it  please  you. 

Oliv,  In  what  please  you,  sir ;  we  caunot  deny 
the  courtesy  of  the  house  in  the  master's  ab- 
sence. 

But.  He'll  come  apace  when  he  comes;  he's 
no  snail,  sir.  [Going. 

Oliv.  Still  'tis  the  house-word, '  and  all  the 
servants  wear  livery-beards. 

But,  Or  perluips  you  had  rather  drink  white 
wine  and  sugar;  please  yourselves,  gentlemen  ; 
here  you  may  taste  all  liquors.  No  gentleman's 
house  in  all  this  country,  or  the  next,  su  well 

stor'd  ( make  us  thankful  for  it).     And  my 

master,  for  his  hospitality  to  gentlemen ;  his 
charity  to   the  poor;    and  his  bounty  to  his 

servants,  has  not  his  peer  in  the  kingdom,  ( 

make  us  thankful  for  it;)  and  'tis  as  fortunate 
a  house  for  servants  as  ever  was  built  upon  ftviry 
ground.  I  myself,  that  have  served  here  man 
and  boy  these  four  and  forty  years,  have  gotten 
together  (besides  something  more  than  I  will 
speak  of,  distributed  among  my  poor  kindred) 
by  my  wages,  my  vails  at  Christmas,  and  other- 
wise, together  with  my  rewards  of  kind  gentle- 
men, that  have  found  courteous  entertainment 
here- 

Oliv.  There  he  is  too. 

But,  Have,  I  say,  gotten  together  (tho'  in  a 
dangerous  time  I  speak  it)  a  brace  of  hundred 
pounds  (make  me  thankful  for  it ;)  and  for  losses 
nave  had  none.  I  have  been  butler  these  two 
and  thirty  years,  and  never  lost  the  value  of  a 
silver  spoon,  nor  ever  broke  a  glass  (make  me 
thankful  for  it.)  Wliite  wine  and  sugar,  say  you, 
sir? 


Oliv,  Please  yourself,  sir. 

But,  This  gentleman  speaks  not :  or  had  you 
rather  take  a  drink  of  brown  ale  with  a  toast,  or 
March-beer  with  sugar  and  nutmeg  ?  or  had  you 
rather  drink  without  sugar  ? 

Oliv,  Good  sir,  a  cup  of  your  housbold-beer. 

[Exit  Butler. 
I  fear  he  will  draw  down  to  that  at  last. 

Enter  Butler  with  a  silver  can  of  sack. 

But.  Here  gentlemen  is  a  glass  of  my  master's 
smalUbeer :  but  it  is  good  old  Canary,  I  assure 
you ;  and  here's  to  your  welcome. 

Enter  Cook, 

Cook,  And  welcome  the  Cook  says,  gentle- 
men. Brother  Butler,  lay  a  napkin  ;  I'll  fetch 
a  cut  of  the  sirloin  to  strengthen  your  patience 
till  my  master  comes,  who  will  not  now  be  long, 
for  he's  no  snail,  gentlemen. 

Oliv,  I  have  often  heard   so;  and  here's  to 

you,  master  Cook Pr'ythee  speak,  master 

Talboy,  or  force  one  laugh  more,  if  thou  canst. 

Cook,  Sir,  the  Cook  drinks  to  you. 

[To  Talboy. 

Tal.  Ha,  ha,  ha 

Oliv,  Well  said. 

Tal.  He  is  in  the  same  livery-beard  too. 

Cook,  But  he  is  the  oldest  Cook,  and  of  the 
ancientest  house,  and  the  best  for  house-keep- 
ing in  this  county  or  the  next;  and  tho'  the 
master  of  it  write  but  'squire,  I  know  no  lord 
like  him. 

Enter  Chaplain, 

And  now  he's  come,  here  comes  the  word  be- 
fore him.    The  parson  lias  ever  the  best  sto- 
mach ;  I'll  dish  away  presently.  [Exit. 
But.  Is  our  master  come.  Sir  Domine  ^ 
Chap.  Est  ad  manum,     Non  est  ille  testudo, 
Oliv.  He  has  the  word  too,  in  Latin;  now 
bear  up,  Talhoy. 

Chap.  Give  me  a  preparative  of  sack :  it  is  a 
gentle  preparative  before  meat ;  and  so  a  gentle 
touch  of  it  to  you,  gentlemen. 

Oliv,  It  is  a  gentle  offer,  sir :  and  as  gently 
to  be  taken. 

Enter  Oldrents  and  Hbartt. 

Old,  About  with  it,  my  lads;  and  this  is  as 

it  should  be Not  till  my  turn,  sir,  I ;  though 

I  confess  I  have  had  but  tliree  moming-draogbts 
to-day. 

Oliv,  Yet  it  appears  you  were  abroad  be- 
times, sir. 

Old,  I  am  no  snail,  sir. 

Oliv,  So  your  men  told  us,  sir. 

Old,  But  where  be  my  catchers  ?  Come  a 
round,  and  so  let  us  drink. 
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Thii  Catch  tung^  and  they  drink  about.   The 
Singers  are  all  Greybeards, 

A  round,  a  round,  a  round,  boys,  a  round  ; 
Let  mirth  fly  aloft ^  and  sorrow  be  drowned. 
Old  sack,  and  old  songs,  and  a  merry  old  crew. 
Can  charm  apjay  carewhen  the  ground  looks  blue. 

Old,  Well  said,  old  Hearty ;  and  gentlemen, 
welcome. 

TaL  Ah [He  sighs. 

Old,  Oh  mine  ears ;  what  was  that,  a  sigh  ? 
and  in  my  bouse?  look,  has  it  not  split  my 
walls?  if  not,  make  vent  for  it;  let  it  out;  I 
shall  be  stifled  else.  [jE^i<  Chaplain, 

Oliv.  lie  hopes  your  pardon,  sir,  his  cause 
considered. 

Old.  Cause !  Can  there  be  cause  for  sighing  ? 
Oliv,  He  has  lost  his  mistress,  sir. 
Old,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  is  that  a  cause  ?    Do  you 
bear  me  complain  of  the  loss  of  my  two  daugli- 
ters? 

Oliv,  They  are  not  lost,  I  hope,  sir, 
Old.  No  more  can  be  his  mistress ;  no  woman 
can  be  lost ;  they  may  be  mislaid  a  little,  but 
found  again,  I  warrant  you. 

Tal.  All [Sighs. 

Old,  Ods  my  life !  he  sighs  again,  and  means 
to  blow  me  out  of  my  house.  To  horse  again, 
ber«*8  no  dwelling  for  me.  Or  stay,  Tli  cure 
bim  if  I  can  ;  give  him  more  sack  to  drown  his 
suspirations. 

[While  Oldrents  and  Talboy  drink, 
Oliver  takes  Hearty  aside. 
Oliv,  Sir,  I  am  chiefly  to  inform  you  of  the 
disaster. 

Hear.  May  it  concern  me  ? 
Oliv.  Your  nephew  Martin  has  stolen  my  fa- 
tlier*s  ward,  that  gentleman*s  bride  that  should 
have  been. 

Hear,  Indeed,  sir! 

Oliv.  'Tis  most  true— — - 

[He  gives  Hearty  a  letter. 
Hear,  Another  glass  of  sack;  this  gentleman 
brinies  good  news. 

Cniv,  Sir,  if  you  can  prevent  his  danger 

Hear,  Hang  all  preventions;   let  *em  have 
their  destiny. 

Tal,  Si  I',  I  should  have  had  her,  'tis  true. — 
But  she's  gone,  d'ye  see,  and  let  her  go. 

[To  Oldrents. 
Old.  Well  said,  he  mends  now. 
Tal.  I  am  glad  Fm  rid  of  her  (d'ye  see)  be- 
fore I  had  more  to  do  with  her 
Hear.  He  mends  apace. 

[Hearty  reads  the  letter, 
Tal.  For  should  I  have  married  her  before  she 
lad  run  away,  (d*ye  see,)  and  that  she  bad  run 
>way,  (d'ye  see,)  after  she  had  been  married  to 
i&e,  (d'ye  see,)  then  I  had  been  a  married  man 
without  a  wife,  (d*ye  see^)  where  now  she  being 
run  away  before  I  am  married,  (d'ye  see,)  1  am 
1)0  more  married  to  her,  (d'ye  see,)  than  she  to 
^t  (d'ye  see ;)  and  so  long  as  I  am  none  of 


hers,  (d'ye  see,)  nor  she  pone  of  mine,  (d'ye  see,) 
I  ought  to  care  as  little  for  her  now  she's  run 
away,  (d'ye  see,)  as  if  she  had  stay'd  with  me, 
(d'ye  see.) 

Old.  Why  this  is  excellent!  Come  hither, 
Hearty. 

Tal.  I  perceive  it  now,  and  the  reason  of  it; 
and  how  by  consequence  (d'ye  see)  I  ought  not 
to  look  any  further  after  her.  [Cries, 

But  that  slie  should  respect  a  poor  base  fellow, 
a  clerk  at  the  most,  and  a  serving-man  at  best, 
before  me,  that  am  a  rich  man  at  the  worst,  ami 

a  gentleman  at  least,  makes  me 1  know 

not  what  to  say 

Old.  Worse  than  ever  'twas!  now  he  cries 
outright. 

Tal.  I  know  not  what  to  say-— what  to 
say        oh 

Hear,  Then  I  do,  sir:  the  poor  base  felloe 
that  you  speak  of,  is  my  nephew,  as  eood  a  gen- 
tleman as  yourself;  I  understand  the  business  by 
your  friend  here. 

Tal.  I  cry  you  mercy,  sir. 

Old.  You  shall  cry  no  mercy,  nor  any  thing 
else  here,  sir ;  nor  tor  any  thing  here,  sir ;  this 
is  no  place  to  cry  in,  nor  for  any  business.  You, 
sir,  that  come  on  business [To  Oliver. 

Oliv,  It  shall  be  none,  sir. 

Old,  My  house  b  for  no  business,  but  the 
belly  business;  you  find  roe  not  so  uncivil,  sir, 
as  to  ask  you  from  whence  you  came,  who  you 
are,  or  what's  your  business ;  I  ask  you  no  ques- 
tions, and  can  you  be  so  discourteous  as  to  tell 
me  or  my  friend  any  thing  like  business;  if 
you  come  to  be  merry  with  me,  you  are  wel- 
come; if  you  have  any  business,  forget  it;  you 
fbrset  where  you  are  else ;  and  so  to  dinner. 

Hear,  Sir,  I  pray  let  me  only  prevail  with  you 
but  to  read  this. 

Old,  Spoil  my  stomach,  and  I'll  not  eat  this 
fortnight.  [He  reads  aside. 

Hear,  While  he  reads,  let  me  tell  you,  sir, 
that  my  nephew  Martin  has  stolen  that  gentle- 
man's mistress,  it  seems,  is  true ;  but  I  protest, 
as  1  am  a  gentleman,  I  know  nothing  of  the 
matter,  nor  where  he  or  she  is :  but,  as  I  am  the 
aforesaid  gentleman,  I  am  glad  on't  with  all  my 
heart.  Ha,  my  boy  Mat.  thou  shalt  restore  our 
house. 

Oliv.  Let  him  not  hear,  to  grieve  him,  sir. 

Hear,  Grieve  him  ?  What  should  he  do  with 
her  ?  teach  their  children  to  cry  ? 

Tal,  But  I  do  hear  you  though ;  and  I  scorn 
to  cry  as  much  as  you,  (d'ye  see,)  or  your  ne- 
phew either,  (d'ye  see.) 

Hear,  Now  thou  art  a  brave  fellow.  So,  so, 
hold  up  thy  head,  and  thou  shalt  have  a  wife, 
and  a  fine  thing. 

Tal,  Hang  a  wife,  and  a  pax  o'  your  fine 
thing,  (d'ye  see,)  I  scorn  your  fopperies,  (d'ye 
see.) 

Old,  And  I  do  hear  thee,  my  boy,  and  rejoice 
in  thy  conversion,  if  thou  canst  bat  hold  now. 
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Tal,  YeSy  I  can  hold,  sir;  and  I  hold  well 
with  your  sack ;  I  coald  live  and  die  with  it,  as 
I  am  true  Talboy. 

Old,  Now  thou  art  a  ^'  tall  fellow,  and  shalt 
want  no  sack. 

Tal,  And,  sir,  I  do  honour  you,  (d'ye  see,) 
and  should  wish  myself  one  of  your  houshold 
servants,  (d'ye  see,)  if  I  had  but  a  grey  beard, 
(d'ye  see :)  hay,  as  old  master  Clack  says. 

Old.  Well,  I  have  read  the  business  here. 

Oliv,  Call  it  not  business,  I  beseech  you,  sir ; 
We  defy  all  business. 

Tal,  Ay  marry  do  we,  sir :  d'ye  see,  sir  ?  and 
a  hay,  as  old  master  Clack  says. 

old.  Grammercy  sack.  Well,  I  have  read 
the  matter  here  written  by  master  Clack ;  and 
do  but  bear  up  thy  humour,  I  will  wait  upon  thee 
home.  \^Knock  within, 

^**Hark!  they  knock  to  the  dresser.  I  have 
heard  much  of  this  old  conceited  justice  Clack, 
and  now  I  long  to  see  him ;  'tis  but  crossiug  the 
country  two  days  and  a  night's  journey :  we'll 
but  dine,  and  away  presently.  Bear  up  I  say, 
master  Tal  boy. 

Tal,  I  will  bear  up,  I  warrant  you,  d'ye  see, 
sir — but  here's  a  grudging  still [Exeunt, 


SCENE  n. 

A  great  Noise  within  of  rude  Musick,  Laughing^ 

Singing,  SfC. 

Enter  Amie,  Rachel,  Meriel. 

Amie,  Here's  a  wedding  with  a  witness,  and  a 
holiday  with  a  hoigh :  Letiu  out  of  the  noise,  as 
we  love  our  ears. 

Rach,  Yes ;  and  here  we  may  pursue  our  dis- 
course, and  hear  one  another. 

Mer,  Concerning  Springlove  and  yourself, 
mistress  Amie. 

Amie.  Well,  ladies;  my  confidence  in  you, 
that  you  are  the  same  that  you  have  protested 
yourselves  to  be,  hath  so  far  won  upon  me,  that 
I  confess  myself  well  affected  both  to  the  mind 
and  person  of  that  Springlove ;  and  if  he  be  (as 


^rly  you  pretend)  a  gentlemaoy  I  shall  easily 
dispense  with  fortune. 

jtM     '  i  He  is,  upon  our  honours. 

Amie,  How  well  tliat  high  engagement  suits 
your  habits ! 

Rach,  Our  minds  and  blood  are  still  the  same, 

Amie.  I  have  past  no  a£ance  to  the  other, 
That  stole  me  from  my  guardian,  and  the  matcii 
He  would  have  forc'd  me  to ;  from  which  I  would 
Have  fled  with  any,  or  without  a  guide. 
Besides,    hb  mind,  more   clownish   than  bis 

habit, 
Deprav'd  by  covetousness  and  cowardice, 
Forc'd  me  into  a  way  of  misery, 
To  take  relief  from  beggars. 

Aier,  From  poor  us. 

Amie,  And  then  to  oflfer  to  marry  me  under  a 
hedge,  as  the  old  couple  were  to-day,  without  book 
or  r'mtr,  by  the  chaplain  of  the  beggars  reginieiit, 
your  Patrico,  only  to  save  charges ! 

Rach.  I  have  not  seen  the  wretch  these  tbree 
hours ;  whither  is  he  gone  ? 

Amie.  He  told  me,  to  fetch  horse  and  fit  rai- 
ment for  us,  and  so  to  post  me  hence ;  but  I 
think  it  was  to  leave  me  on  your  hands. 

Mer.  He  has  taken  some  great  distaste,  sure; 
for  he  is  damnable  jealous. 

Rach,  Ay ;  didst  thou  mark  what  a  wild  look 
he  cast  when  Springlove  tumbled  her,  and  kiss'd 
her  on  the  straw  this  morning,  while  the  mosick 
play'd  to  the  old  wedding-folks  ? 

Mer.  Yes ;  and  then  Springlove,  to  make  him 
madder,  told  him  that  he  would  be  his  proij, 
and  marry  her  for  him,  and  lie  with  her  the  fint 
night,  3'  with  a  naked  cudgel  betwixt  them,  and 
make  him  a  king  of  beggars. 

Amie.  I  saw  how  it  anger'd  him ;  and  I  ima- 
gin'd  then,  and  before,  that  there  was  more  in 
Springlove  than  downright  beggar ;  but  thoogb 
he  be  never  so  good  a  gentleman,  he  shall  ob> 
serve  fit  time  and  distance  till  we  are  married. 

Rach,  Matrimony  forbid  else.  (She's  takeu.) 
But  while  we  talk  of  a  match  towards,  we  are 
miss'd  within  the  bride-bam  among  the  revel  rout 

Amie.  We  have  had  all  the  sport  they  could 
make  us  in  the  past  passages. 


*• tail  fellow,— See  Note  28  to  George  a  Greene^  Vol.  I.  p.  454. 

3°  Hark  !  they  knock  to  the  dres§er. — It  was  formerly  a  custom  for  the  cook,  when  dinner  was  ready 
to  be  served  in,  to  knock  on  the  dresser,  for  the  servants  to  carry  it  into  the  hall.  This  is  fireqoeotl; 
mentioned. 


Massinger*s  Unnatural  Combat,  A.  3.  S.  1 : 

"  and  'tis  less  danger, 

I'll  undertake,  to  stand  at  push  of  pike 
With  an  enemy  in  a  breach,  that  undermin*d  too, 
And  the  cannon  playing  on  it,  than  to  stop 
One  harpy,  your  perpetual  guest,  from  entrance 
fVhen  the  dre$9er,  the  cooks  drum,  thunders,  Come  on. 
The  service  will  be  lost  else." 
3*  with  a  naked  cudgel  betwixt  them, — I  believe,  this  is  an  allusion  to  the  ancient  custom  obserr'cd 

at  royal  marriages  by  proxy,  when  a  naked  sword  was  employed  on  the  same  occasion.      S. 
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lutious  the  old  contracted  couple 

1  and  jointure ! 

t  feoffees,  she  beinj;  an  heir  of 

seven  years  stone-blind)  had,  in 

tate! 

bow  carefully  he  secur*d  all  to 

he  out-liv'd  her,  being  but  seven 
1  she  !  and  what  pains  the  lawyer 
;  took  about  it ! 

then  how  solemnly  they  were 
nonished  by  our  parson  Under- 
;ogether  in  the  fear  of  the  lash, 

example  to  the  younger  repro- 
ithin  compass,  to  escape  the  jaws 
the  clutch  of  the  constable,  the 
idborough,  and  the  biting  blows  of 
d  in  BO  doing,  they  shall  defy  the 
s  works,  and  after  their  painful 
his  life,  they  should  die  iu  the 

poet  Scribble's  Epithalamium.. 

lind  virgin  qffourscore, 
lame  haichelor  of  more  ; 
d  gave  her  eyes  to  s«f , 
lean  lent  him  legs  ; 
«  caused  their  sport  to  be 
i  with  butter* d  eggs : 
the  shall  be  seven  years  wed^ 
I  be  bold  to  say, 
much  her  maidenhead 
ir  wedding-day, 

y  some  wives  that  were  married  at 
of  one-and-twenty. 
It  the  wedding-feast,  when  the 
,  and  her  groom  saddled  it,  there 
her  mumping,  and  his  champing, 
ibliog,  ourselves  trembling :  then 
of  noises  in  talking,  laughing, 
ig,  bowling,  with  their  actions  of 
x;hin2,  towsing,  and  lousing  them- 
another. 

LOVE,  Vincent,  aiK^HiLLiARD. 

\  here? 

idies,  you  have  lost  as  much  mirth 
fill'd  up  a  week  of  holidays. 
)VE  takes  Amie  aside,  and  courts 
genteel  way. 

>me  about  again  for  the  beggars 
ow. 

ire :  I  am  glad  on't. 
s  DO  life  but  it. 
iiem  there  is  no  grievance  or  per- 

y; 

or  state  disturbances, 
n  a  commonwealth, 
shakes  a  thought  of  theirs. 
"9,  you  should  say. 
(  he  means, 
ar  of  lessening  our  estates, 


b: 


Nor  any  grudge  with  us  (without  taxation) 
To  lend  or  give,  upon  command,  the  whole 
Strength  of  our  wealth  for  publick  benefit ; 
While  some  that  are  held  rich  in  their  abund« 

ance, 
(Which  is  their  misery  indeed,)  will  see 
Rather  a  general  ruin  upon  all. 
Than  give  a  scruple  to  prevent  the  fall, 

Vin.  Tis  only  we  that  live. 

Rach,  Vm  glad  you  are  so  taken  with  your 
calling. 

Mer,  We  are  no  less,  I  assure  you :  we  find 
the  sweetness  of  it  now. 

Rach.  The  mirth,  the  pleasure,  the  delights : 
no  ladies  live  such  lives. 

Mer,  Some  few  upon  necessity,  perhaps;  but 
that*s  not  worth  grammercy. 

Vin,  They  will  never  be  weary, 

Hil.  Whether  we  seem  to  like  or  dblike,  all's 
one  to  them. 

Vin.  We  must  do  something  to  be  taken  by, 
and  discovered,  we  sliall  never  be  ourselves,  and 
get  home  again  else. 

]^Spbinglove  and  Amie  come  to  the  rest. 

Spring,  I  am  yours  for  ever.  Well,  ladies^ 
ou  have  miss*d  rare  sport ;  but  now  the  bride 
as  miss*d  you  with  her  balf^eye ;  and  the  bride- 
groom, with  the  help  of  his  crutches,  is  drawing 
her  fi)rth  for  a  dance  here  in  the  opener  air. 
The  house  is  now  too  hot  for  *em.  O,  here 
come  the  chief  revellers.  The  soldier,  the  court- 
ier, the  lawyer,  and  the  poet,  who  is  master  of 
their  revels,  before  the  old  couple  in  state.  At- 
tend, and  hear  him  speak  as  their  inductor. 

Poet. 

Here  on  this  green,  like  king  and  queen, 
(For  a  short  truce)  we  do  produce 

Our  old  new-married  pair. 
Of  dish  and  wallet,  and  of  straw  pallet. 
With  rags  to  shew,  from  top  to  toe. 

She  is  the  ancient  heir. 

He  is  the  lord  cf  Bottle-gourd, 
Ofsachel  great,  for  bread  and  meat, 

*  And,  for  stnall  pence,  a  purse. 
To  all  that  give.  Long  may  you  live, 
He  loudly  cries  :  but  who  denies^ 
Is  sure  to  have  his  curse. 

Vin.  Well  said,  field-poet;  Phosbus,  we  see, 
inspires 
As  well  the  beggar  as  the  poet  laureat. 

Spring.  And  shines  as  warm  under  a  hedge- 
bottom,  as  on  the  tops  of  palaces. 

Poet.  I  have  not  done  yet.  Now  this  is  to 
incite  you  to  dance. 

Prepare  yourselves,  like  fairy  elves, 

ifow  in  a  dance  to  shew, 
That  you  approve,  the  god  of  love 

Has  many  shafts  tds  bow. 
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With  golden  head,  and  some  of  lead  ; 

But  that  which  made  these  feel. 
By  subtle  craft,  was  sure  a  shaft 
[^  That  headed  was  with  steel. 

Tor  they  were  old  ;  no  earth  more  cold ; 

Their  hearts  toere flints  entire ; 
Whence  the  steePs  stroke  did  sparks  provoke, 

That  set  t/teir  bloods  on  fire. 

Now  strike  up  piper,  and  each  lover  here 
Be  blithe,  and  take  his  mistress  ^^  by  the  goll. 

HiL  That's  no  rhyme,  poet. 

Poet,  There's  as  good  poetry  in  blank  verse 
as  metre.  [Musick, 

Spring,  Come,  ha  !  the  dance,  the  dance. 
Nay,  we'll  ha'  the  old  couple  in,  as  blind  and 
lame  as  they  are.  ^ 

Bride.  What,  will  you  so  ?   '  [Dante. 

Spring.  Well  hobbled  bridegroom  ! 

Vin,  Well  grop'd  bride  ! 

Hil.  Hay,  Itisty.    Hay,  holiday. 
■    luring.  Set  'em  down,  set  'em  down,  they  ha' 
done  well. 

Brideg,  A  ha !  I  am  lustier  than  I  was  thirty 
years  ago. 

Bride.  And  I  than  I  was  threescore  past.  A- 
bem,  a-hem. 

Vin.  What  a  night  here's  towards ! 

Hil.  Sure  they  will  kill  one  another. 

Foet.  Each  with  the  fear  the  other  will  live 
longest. 

Spring,  Poet,  thou  hast  spoken  learnedly,  and 
acted  bravely. 
Thou  art  both  poet  and  actor. 

Poet,  So  has  been  many  famous  men ;  and  if 
here  were  no  worse,  we  might  Imve  a  mask  or  a 
comedy  presented  to-night  in  honour  of  the  old 
couple. 

Vin^  Let  us  each  man  try  his  ability 
Upon  some  subject  now  extempore. 

Spring,  Agreed:  give  us  a  theme,  and  try 
our  action. 

Poet,  I  have  already  thought  upon't,  I  want 
but  actors. 

Hil.  What  persons  want  you  ?  What  would 
you  present  ? 

Poet.  I  would  present  a  commonwealth ; 
Utopia  with  all  her  branches  and  consistencies. 

Rach.  I'll  be  Utopia;  who  must  be  my 
branches  ? 

Poet.  The  country,  the  city,  the  court,  and 
the  camp,  epitomized  and  personated  by  a  gen- 
tleman, a  merchant,  a  courtier,  and  a  soldier. 

Sol.  I'll  he  your  soldier,  am  not  I  one  ?  ha  ! 

Cofur,  And  am  not  I  a  fashionable  courtier  f 


Poet.  But  who  the  citizen  or  merchf 

luring.  I. 

vin.  And  I  your  country  gentleman. 

Hil,  Or  I. 

Poet,  Yet  to  our  moral  I  must  add 
sons,  divinity  and  law. 

Law,  Why  la  you  now ;  and  am  not  1 1 

Poet.  But  Where's  divinity? 

Vin.  Marry,  that  I  know  not;  one  of 
do  that,  if  either  knew  how  to  handle  i< 

Spring.  Where's  the  old  Patrico,  oi 
my  ghostly  father  ?    He'll  do  it  rarely. 

ist  Beg.  He  was  telling  fortunes  e'ei 
country  wenches ;  I'll  fetch  him. 

Spring,  That  Patrico  I  wonder  at; 
tolcf  me  strange  things  in  clouds. 

Amie.  And  me  somewhat,  that  I  may 
hereafter. 

Spring.  That  you  shall  be  my  bride  i 

Amie,  I  will  not  tell  you  now. 

Vin,  Well :  But  what  must  our  speec 
t«^^.  What  must  we  do  one  with  annthe 

i^x/.  I  wou'd  have  the  country,  the  < 
the  court,  be  at  great  variance  tor  sup 
then  wou*d  I  have  divinity  and  law  strei 
wide  throats  to  appease  and  reconcili 
then  wou'd  I  have  the  soldier  cudgel 
together,  and  overtop  them  all.  Sta; 
want  another  person. 

Hil.  What  must  he  be  ? 

Poet,  A  beggar. 

Vin.  Here*s  enough  of  us,  I  think, 
must  the  beggar  do  ? 

Poet,  He  must  at  last  overcome  tbe 
and  bring  them  all  to  Beggar*hall :  A 
well  acted,  will  be  for  the  honour  of  our 

All.  A  Scribble  !  a  Scribble  ! 

Hil.  Come,  where*s  this  Patrico,  that 
begin  ? 

Enter  Patrico, 

Pat.  Alack  and  well-a-day. 
This  is  no  time  to  play ; 
Our  quarter  is  beset. 
We  are  all  in  the  net ; 
Leave  off  your  merry  glee. 

Vin.  You  begin  scun-ily. 

Spring.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Within. 

Bing  awast,  bing  azcast ;  the  queer  CO 
the  harmanbeck. 

Sofne  Beggars  run  over  the  stage. 

Spring,  We  are  beset,  indeed ;  Whs 
we  do? 

Vin,  I  hope  we  shall  be  taken. 


3* by  thegoll, — Tlie  rhime  intended  was  gear,  in  an  obscene  sense ;  bnt  turned  to  g^U, 

hand.      S.  P. 
See  Note  17  to  Mayor  qf  Quinborough,  postea. 
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good  hour  be  come,  welcome  by 
od  fortune. 

•WELL,  Constable,  Watch ;  the 
Crew  flip  away, 

the  quarter  round ;  be  sure  that 

d  to  come  with  you,  blessed  mas- 
distressed—— 

aud  truly  pray  for  you. 

d  your  good  worship,  duly  and 

my  counterfeit  royi^es !  So  frolick 

table  all  in  a  breath  ?  You  were 

(utnow;  weUl  act  witli  you,  in- 

bonds. 

}d  master,  'tis  a  holiday  with  us ; 

irried  here  to-day. 

ied  !  Not  so,  I  hope;  where  is 

n  heir  we  seek. 

e  she  is,  master hide  your- 

srraw the  straw  :    quickly 

t  tell'st  thou  roe  of  this  ?  An  old 

•man  ;  we  roost  find  a  young  gen- 

among  you.      Where*s  all  the 

ito  the  barn  and  the  bushes  by ; 
scape, 
you  to  that  and  to  these  here. 

[Exit  with  Watch. 
» the  straw,  I  say. 
K>d  Springlove ;    the  ladies  and 
reed  to  draw  stakes,  and  play  this 
further. 

^  be  taken,  and  disclose  ourselvos ; 
ball  be  forc*d  to  it  else.  The 
has  don't  to  save  himself. 


Spring,  Do  you  fear  no  shame,  ladies  ?- 

Kach.  Dost  think  it  a  shame  to  leave  beg- 
ging? 

Mer,  Or  that  our  father  will  turn  us  out  to 
it  again. 

Spring.  Nay,  since  you  are  so  resolute,  know, 
tliat  I  myself  begin  to  find  this  is  no  course  fur 
gentlemen ;  this  Indy  shall  take  me  o6f  it. 

Amie,  Make  but  your  protestations  good,  and 
take  me  yours ;  and  for  the  gentleman  that  sur- 
prizes us,  tlio'  he  has  all  my  uncle's  trust,  he 
shall  do  any  thing  for  me  to  our  advantage. 

Vin,  If,  Springlove,  thou  cou'dst  post  now  to 
thy  tyring-house,  and  fetch  all  our  cloaths,-  we 
might  get  o6f  most  neatly. 

Spring,  A  horse  and  six  hours  travel  would 
do  that. 

Amie,  You  shall  be  fumish'd,  doubt  not. 

Enter  Spkntwell,  and  Watch, 

Scent,  Sbe*s  *scap'd,  or  is  invisible.  Y'ou,  sir, 
I  take  to  be  the  chief  ro^ue  of  this  regiment; 
let  him  be  whipt  till  he  brmgs  forth  the  heir. 

C&n,  That  is  but  till  be  stinks,  sir ;  come,  sir, 
strip,  strip. 

Amie,  Unhand  him,  sir.  What  heir  do  you 
seek,  Mr  Scentwell  ? 

Scent,  Precious,  how  did  my  haste  oversee 
lier?  O,  mistress  Amie !  could  I,  or  your  uncle, 
justice  Clack,  a  wiser  man  than  J,  ever  ha' 
thought  to  have  found  you  in  such  company  ? 

Amie.  Of  me,  sir,  and  my  company,  1  have  a 
story  to  del'ght  you,  which  on  our  march  to- 
wards your  hi>use,  I  will  relate  to  you. 

Scent,   And  thither  will  I  lead  you  as  my 
giiest. 
But  to  the  law  surrender  all  the  rest, 
ril  make  your  peace. 

Amie.  We  must  fare  all  alike.  [Eseftnt. 


ACT  V. 


Clack,  Martin. 


e  forgiven  you,  provided  that  my 
'  taken,  and  so  be  brought  home 
hat  is  to  say,  unstain'd,  unble- 
)nour*d ;  that  is  to  say,  with  no 
ninal  or  accusative,thaii  those  she 
r. 

believe- 

if  we  both  speak  together,  how 
ne  another?  You  believe  hervii^ 
f  proof,  without  your  council  or 
kd  therefore  you  left  her  in  the 
!8  and  vagabonds  to  make  your 
I  me ;  you  have  it ;  provided,  I 
>efbre,)  that  she  be  safe ;  that  is 
ipted,  undefiled ;  that  is  to  say 
I  before. 


I. 


Mar,  Mine  intent,  sir,  and  my  only  way—. 

Clack.  Nay,  if  we  both  speak  together,  how 
shall  we  hear  oue  another?  as  I  said  before. 
Your  intent,  and  your  only  way,  you  should  ha* 
said,  was  to  run  avray  with  her,  and  that  by  her 
only  instigation,  to  avoid  the  tie  of  marriage 
with  master  Talboy ;  that  is  to  say,  to  shun  the 
match  that  I  liad  made  for  her ;  that  is  to  say, 
rather  to  disobey  me,  than  to  displease  herself. 
Wherein  (although  she  did  not  altogether  trans- 
gress the  law),  she  did  both  offend  and  prejudice 
me,  an  instrument,  nay,  I  may  say,  a  pillar 
thereof.  And  you,  m  assisting  her,  furthering, 
and  conveying  her  away,  did  not  only  infringe 
the  law  in  an  unlawful  departure  from  yoijir  mas- 
ter, but  in  a  higher  point,  that  is  to  say,  top  and 
top  gallows  high.  I  would  ha'  found  a  jury 
should  ha*  found  it  so. 

S  D 
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Mar.  But  sir,  Bn*t  please  you. 

Clack.  Must  we  tiien  both  speak  together? 
Have  I  not  borne  with  thee  to  speak  all  thou 
pleasest  in  thy  defence  ?  Have  I  not  broke  mine 
own  rule,  which  is  to  punish  before  I  examine, 
and  so  to  have  the  luw  the  snrer  on  my  side  ? 
and  dost  thou  still  persist?  hold  your  own  peace, 
or,  as  I  am  a  justice  of  the  king\  I  will  unsay 
what  I  said  before,  and  set  a  Currat  Lex  at  you, 
sirrah,  that  shall  course  you  up  the  heavy  bill. 
Oh,  is  your  tongue  fatten  into  your  leg  now  ? 
Do  not  you  know  I  have  acquitted  you  ?  pro- 
vided— as  I  said  before.  Go  your  way  in,  and 
see  that  the  gentlemen,  who,  I  think,  were  got 
in  sack,  christened  in  sack,  nursed  with  sack,  and 
ted  up  to  grey  heirs  with  only  sack :  see,  I  say, 
that  they  want  no  sack.  My  son  Oliver  (I 
thank  him)  has  brought  me  a  pair  of  such 
guests. 

JB/l^Cr  SCENTWELL. 

O,  master  Scentwell !  good  news  ? 

Scent.  Of  beggarly  news  the  best  you  have 
beard. 

Clack,  That  is  to  say,  you  have  found  my 
niece  among;  the  beggars.    That  is  to  say, 

Scent.  True,  Sir  Oliver,  I  found  her 

Clack.  Now,  if  we  both  speak  together,  who 
shall  hear  one  another  ? 

Scent,  I  thought  your  desire  was  to  be  in- 
formed. 

Clack.  I  can  inform  myself,  sir,  by  your  looks. 
I  have  taken  a  hundred  examinations  in  my  days 
of  felons,  and  other  offenders,  out  of  their  very 
countenances,  and  wrote  them  down  verbatim 
to  what  they  would  have  said.  I  am  sure  it  has 
servM  to  hang  some  of  *em,  and  whip  the  rest. 

Scent.  Justice  Clack  still !  he  must  talk  all : 
his  clack  must  only  go. 

Clack.  But  to  the  point ;  you  have  found  my 
niece  :  you  have  left  her  at  your  own  house,  not 
only  to  shift  her  out  of  her  disguise,  but  out  of 
her  shaine,  to  come  no  nearer  me,  until  I  send 
her  pardon. 

Scent.  Most  true,  sir.  But  the  company  she 
was  in 

Clack,  Again  !  Do  not  I  know  the  company  ? 
Beei^rs,  rogues,  vagabonds,  and  hedge-birds. 

Scent.  But  do  you  know  whom,  or  how  many 
we  have  taken  ?  and  how  th^  rest  escap'd  ? 

Clack,  A  needless  knowledge :  Why  should 
we  take  more  than  herself?  or  how  could  you 
take  those  that  could  escape  ? 

Enter  Martin. 

Mar.  Sir,  the  old  gentlemen  within,  sent  me 
to  wait  upon  you ;  without  you  (they  say)  they 
need  not  my  service. 

Clack.  Tell  'em  then,  Til  wait  on  them  pre* 
■tmly.  [Exit  Martin. 

Scent,  But,  sir,  we  have  taken  with  her  such 
beggars,  such  rogues,  such  vagabonds,  and  such 
hedge-birds,  (since  you  call  'em  so,)  as  yon  never 


knew  or  heard  of,  though  now  the  coantrv  swarms 
with  them  under  every  hedge,-  as  if  an  iiinumer' 
able  army  of  *ein  were  lately  disbanded  without 

f>ay.  Hedge-birds,  said  you  ?  hedge  lady-birds, 
ledge-cavaliers,  hedge-sold  ler,  hedge-lawyer, 
hedge-iidlers,  hedge-poet,  hedge-players,  and  a 
hedge-priest  among  em.  Such  we  have  taken 
for  the  principals :  but  to  see  how  the  multitude 
escap'd  us,  whs  more  sport  than  pity.  How, 
upon  a  watcli-wurd  given,  they  in  the  instant 
vanishM  by  more  several  ways  than  there  were 
legs  among  'em ;  how  the  cripples  leap*d  over 
pales  and  hedges ;  how  the  blind  found  their  way 
through  lakes  aud  ditches ;  how  a  doxy  6ew 
with  two  children  at  her  back,  and  two  more 
perhaps  in  her  belly 

Clack,  A  hedge  priest  have  you  taken,  say 
you  ? 

Scent,  Yes,  sir,  an  old  Patrico,  an  ancient 
prophet,  to  tell  fortunes,  and  cozen  our  poor 
country-people  of  their  single  money. 

Enter  Oliver. 

Oliv.  Sir,  master  Oldrents,  in  that  he  enjoff 
not  your  company,  begins  to  doubt  of  his  wel- 
come. 

Clack,  Who  led  him  into  that  doubt  ?  I,  or 
you  th.it  brought  him  hither? 

Oiiv.  Sir,  his  own  desire  and  love  to  joa 
brought  him  hither,  I  but  shew'd  him  the  waj. 

Clack.  You  reason  fairly :  tell  him  I  come. 

Oliv.  Pray,  sir,  be  pleas*d  to  do  so ;  for  be 
says — 

Clack,  Nay,  if  we  both  talk  togetlier • 

Oliv.  Who  shall  hear  one  another. 

[EsitOuYU. 

Clack,  But  are  tliere  players  among  the  ap- 
prehended ? 

Scent.  Yes,  sir,  and  they  were  contriving  to 
act  a  play  an.ong  themselves  just  as  wesurprii'd 
'em,  and  spoiPd  their  sport. 

Clack,  Players !  I'll  pay  them  above  all  the 
rest. 

Scent.  You  shall  do  well  in  that ;  to  put  'eo 
in  stock  to  set  up  again. 

Clack.  Yes,  1 11  put  'cm  in  stocks,  and  set'em 
up  to  the  whipping-post.  They  can  act  Justice«t 
can  they  ?  I'll  act  a  Justice  among  them :  tbat 
is  to  say,  I  will  do  justice  upon  them ;  tliatbto 
say 

Scent.  Pray,  sir,  be  not  severe;  they  act 
Kin^saud  Emperors  as  well  as  Justices;  anil 
justice  is  blind,  they  say:  you  may  therefore  be 
pleas'd  to  wink  a  little.  I  find,  that  you  bare 
merry  old  gentlemen  in  your  house,  that  are 
come  far  to  visit  you.  I'll  undertake,  that  these 
players,  with  the  help  of  their  poet,  in  a  device 
winch  they  have  already  studied,  and  a  pack  o( 
cloaths  which  I  shall  sqpply  them  with,  shall 
give  your  guests  much  content,  and  move  coid* 
passion  in  you  towards  the  poor  strollers. 

Clack,  But  you  know  my  way  of  justice  (an<l. 
that's  a  sure  way)  is  to  punish  them  first,  osd 
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be  compassionate  afterwards,  as  I  find  *ein  upon 
their  examination. 

Scent,  But  for  your  guests  sakes,  who  (I 
know)  do  favour  and  uHect  the  quality  of  actors 
Tery  much,  permit  *era,  sir;  it  will  eulargt-  your 
entertainment  exceedingly. 

Clack,  And  perhaps  save  me  the  expence  of 
a  runlet  of  sack  the  while.  Well,  sir,  for  that 
respect,  and  upon  your  undertaking  that  they 
shuli  please,  I  will  prorogue  my  justice  on  the 
rogueb ;  and  so  to  my  merry  gentlemen,  whom 
I  will  prepare  to  see  their  interlude  agnm  after 
supper.  But  pray,  master  Scentwell,  as  you 
have  found  my  niece,  look  to  her,  and  see  her 
deceudf  brought  home. 

Scent.  In  her  own  best  apparel :  but  you 
must  prorofrue  your  displeasure  to  lur  too. 

Clack.  I  will  do  so,  until  my  scarce  welcome 
guests  ^>e  gone. 

Enter  Randal. 

Ran,  Sir,  my  master  sends  you  word,  and 
plainly,  that  without  your  company,  your  enter- 
tainment stinks.  He  has  commanded  me  to 
saddle  his  nags,  and  away  to-night.  If  you  come 
not  at  once,  twice,  thrice,  he's  gone  presently, 
before  supper ;  be*ll  find  an  host  at  an  inn  worth 
an  hundred  of  you. 

Clack,  Good  friend,  I  will  now  satisfy  your 
master,  witliout  telling  him  he  has  a  saucy  knave 
to  his  man.  [Exit  Clack. 

Ran.  Thank  your  worship. 

Scent.  Do  you  hear,  friend,  you  serve  master 
Oldreots. 

Ran.  I  could  ha*  told  you  that;  and  the  best 

boosekeeper  my  master  is,  of  any  gentleman  in 

xthe  county  be  dwells  in ;  and  the  best  master  to 

a^an,  as  I,  the  worst  of  twenty,  can  say  for 

bim^  and  would  be  ashamed  to  say  less. 

Scent,  Your  name  is  Randal. 

Ran,  Forgive  me  !  Are  you  so  wise  ?  You  are 
too  young  to  be  my  godsire;  and  I  hope  not 
old  enough  to  be  a  witch.  How  know  you  that 
I  am  Randal  ?  Were  you  ever  at  my  master's 
bouse  in  Nottinghamshire,  or  at  Dunghilford, 
where  I  was  born  ? 

Scent,  No ;  but  I  have  notes  to  know  you  by. 

Ran,  I  was  never  twelve  mile  from  thence 
in  my  life,  before  this  journey :  God  send  me 
within  ken  of  our  own  kitchen  smoke  again. 

Scent .  Your  master's  steward *s  name  is  Spring- 
love. 

Ran,  Master  Spnnglove,an*t  please  you,  there 
ii  uot  an  houester  gentleman  between  this  and 
the  head  of  him;  and  my  heart's  with  him 
wherever  he  is.    Know  you  him  too  ? 

Scent,  Yes,  and  your  master's  daughters  too. 

Ran^  Whaw! 

Sceni,  And  that  they  are  all  from  home,  your 
master  knows  not  where. 

Ran,  Whaw,  whaw,  know  you  that  too  ? 

Scent.  Yes,  and  the  two  young  geiitleaien  that 
tre  with  tlMnn,miisterVincent  and  master  Uilliurd. 


Ran.  Whaw,  whaw,  again ;  you  know  'em  all, 
I  think  :  but  know  you  where  they  all  are? 

Scent.  Even  here  by,  at  my  own  house. 

Ran,  Whaw 

Scent.  And  they  knowing  tliat  your  master  is 
here,  and  master  Hearty  too 

Ran,  Whaw,  whaw. 

Scent,  And  yourself  too ;  they  directed  me  to 
find  YOU,  Randal,  and  bring  you  to  'em. 

Ran.  Whaw,  whaw,  whaw,  whaw -Why 

do  we  not  go  then  ? 

Scent.  But  secretly ;  not  a  word  to  any  body. 

Ran,  Mum will  you  go  then  ? 

Enter  Martin. 

Mar,  O,  master  Oldrent's  man,  pray,  let  me 
in  treat  you  into  the  buttery. 

Ran.  Will  you  go,  master  gentleman  ? 

Aiar,  Indeed,  it  is  my  master's  desire,  and 
he  commanded  me. 

Ran.  Now,  when  it  is  supper-time,  did  he? 
To  fill  my  belly  with  thin  ciniik,  to  save  his 
meat  ?   It's  the  manner  in  churls  houses.     Will  - 
you  ep,  master  gentleman  ? 

Mar.  In  troth,  my  master  is  so  merry  with 
yours  within 

Ran,  Shite  o' your  master;  my  master's  stcw-^ 
nrd's  a  hetter  man :  I'll  to  him  at  this  gentleman's 
house,  ktid  all  the  rest.     Whaw,  wlmw. 

Scent.  Randal,  you  forget. 

Ran.  Mum  agam  tlien :  Why  would  you  not 
go  then?  [Exit  Scentwell  rinci  Randal. 

Atar.  The  man's  as  mad  as  his  master !  The 
stnmgest  strangers  that  ever  came  to  our  house  ! 

Enter  Talboy. 

Tal,  Well,  Martin,  for  confessing  thy  fault, 
and  the  means  thou  mad'st  whereby  she  is  taken, 
I  am  friends  with  thee;  but  I  shall  never  look 
upon  her,  or  thee — but  with  grief  of  mind,  how- 
ever I  bear  it  outwanlly.    Oh 

Mar.  You  bear  it  very  manfully,  methinks, 

Tal,  Ay,  you  think  so,  and  I  know  so— hut 
what  I  feel,  I  feel.  Wou'd  one  of  us  two  had 
never  both  seen  one  another ! — Oh— — - 

Mar.  You  speak  very  good  sense,  sir.  But 
does  my  master  continue  his  merry  humour  with 
the  old  gentlemen  within  ? 

Tal,  Yes.  Justice  Clack's  clack  goes  as  mer- 
rily as  any. 

Mar.  Well  said,  sir;  now  you  speak  merrily 
too:  but  I  cou'd  say  somewhjZit  that  wou*d  still 
him.  And,  for  your  comfort,  I'll  tell  you ;  mis- 
tress Amie  is  fallen  in  love  with  one  of  the  beg- 
gars. 

Tal.  Then  Iwve  I  nothing  else  to  tlo,  but  to 

laugh  at  thee  as  long  as  I  live.     Ha,  ha,  ha 

To  let  n  beggar  cozen  thee  of  her !  Ha,  ha,  lin, 
H  he^ar !     1  shall  die  merrily  yet.     Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Enter  Clack,  Oldrents,  Hearty>,  Oliver. 

Clack.  A  hey,  bfivs,  a  hey :  this  is  right :  that 
is  to  say,  as  I  wou'd  have  it;  that  is  to  say 
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Tal.  A  beegar !  Ha,  ha,  ha 

Mar,  Ha,  iw,  ha ^-^ 

Clack,  A  hey,  boys,  a  hey ;  they  are  as  merry 
without  as  we  were  within.  A  hey,  master  Old- 
rents  and  master  Hearty!  The  virtue  oKyour 
company  turns  all  to  mirth  and  melody,  with  a 
hey  trololly,  lolly,  lolly.  Is*t  not  so,  master 
Hearty  ? 

Old,  Why  thus  it  shouM  be.  How  was  I  de- 
ceived !  Now  I  see  you  are  a  good  fellow. 

Oliv,  He  was  never  so  before.  If  it  be  a  light- 
ning before  death,  tlie  best  is,  I  am  his  heir. 

Jj;  I  Ha,  ha,  ha 

Clack.  Again,  boys,  again ;  that  is  to  say,  a 
hey,  boys,  a  hey 

Hear,  What  is  the  motive  of  your  mirth,  ne- 
phew Martin  ?  Let  us  laugh  with  you. 

Old.  Was  that  spoke  like  my  friend  Hearty  ? 
Lack  w^  motives  to  laugh?  Are  not  all  things, 
any  thing,  every  thing,  to  be  Iaugh*d  at?  And  if 
nothing  were  to  be  seen,  felt,  heard,  or  under- 
stood, we  wou'd  laugh  at  it  too. 

Clack,  Yuu  take  the  loss  of  your  mistress 
merrily,  master  Talboy. 

TuL  More  merrily  than  you  will  take  finding 
of  her.    Ha,  ha,  ha A  beggar,  ha,  ha,  ha— 

Clack,  Can  I  be  sad  to  find  her,  think  you  ? 

Mar,  He  thinks  you  will  be  displeased  with 
her,  and  chide  her. 

Clack.  You  are  deceived,  master  Talboy ;  you 
are  wide,  master  Talboy ;  above  half  your  length, 
master  Talboy.  Law  and  justice  shall  sleep, 
and  mirth  and  good  fellowship  ride  a  circuit  here 
to-night.  A  hey,  master  Oldrents,  a  hey,  master 
Hearty,  and  a  hey,  eon  Oliver,  and  a  hey,  nephew 
Talboy,  that  wou*d  ha'  been,  and  a  hey,  my  clerk 
Martin,  and  a  hey  for  the  players.  When  come 
they  ?  Son  Oliver,  see  for  master  Scentwell,  that 
18  no  readier  with  his  new  company. 

Tal,  Players  !  Let's  go  see  too ;  I  never  saw 
any  players.        [Exeunt  Talboy  and  Martin. 

Oliv.  This  is  the  first  fit  thut  ever  -he  had  of 
this  disease ;  and  if  it  be  the  last,  I  say,  as  I  said 
before,  I  am  his  heir.  [Exit, 

Old,  But  is  there  a  play  to  be  expected,  and 
acted  by  beggars  ? 

Clack,  That  is  to  say,  by  vagabonds ;  that  is 
to  say,  by  strolling  players;  they  are  upon  their 
purgation ;  if  they  can  present  any  thing  to  please 
you,  they  may  escape  the  law ;  that  i.s,  (a  hey,) 
if  not,  to-morrow,  gentlemen,  shall  be  acted, 
^^  Abuses  stript  and  whipped  among  '^m ;  with  a 
hey,  master  Hearty,  you  are  not  merry. 


Enter  Scbvtwell. 

And  a  hey,  master  Scentwell,  where  are  your 
Dramatis  Persona;  your  Prologus^  and  yoa 
Actus  Primus,  ha  ?  Have  they  given  you  the  slip 
for  fear  of  the  whip  ?  a  hey. 

Scent,  A  word  aside,  an't  please  you 

[Scentwell  takes  Clack  aside,  and 
gives  him  a  paper, 
.  Old,  I  have  not  known  a  man  in  socb  a  hu- 
mour. 

Hear,  And  of  his  own  finding !  be  stole  it  in- 
deed out  of  his  own  bottles,  rather  than  be  robb*d 
of  his  liquor ;  misers  use  to  tipple  themselves  so. 

Old,  He  does  so  outdo  us,  that  we  look  like 
staid  men  again.  Hearty ;  fine  sober  things. 

Hear.  But  how  long  will  it  last  ?  he*ll  hang 
himself  to-morrow  for  the  cost  we  have  pat  him  to. 

Old.  I  love  a  miser's  feast  dearly ;  to  see  how 
thin  and  scattering  the  dishes  stood,  as  if  they 
fear'd  quarreling ! 

Hear,  And  how  the  bottleif,  to  escape  break- 
ing one  another,  were  brought  up  by  one  at  once ! 

Old,  How  one  of  the  serving-men,  antrain'd 
to  wait,  spilt  the  white-broth  ! 

Hear.  And  another,  stumbling  at  the  threshold, 
tumbled  in  his  ^^dish  of  rouncevals  before  him. 

Old,  And,  most  suitable  to  the  niggardliness 
of  his  feast,  we  shall  now  have  an  entertainment, 
or  piny,  presented  by  beggars. 

Clack,  Send  'em  in,  master  Scentwell.  [Exit 
Scentwell.]  Sit,  gentlemen,  the  players  are 
ready  to  enter;  and  here's  a  bill  of  Uieir  plays; 
you  may  take  your  choice. 

Old.  Are  they  ready  for  them  all  in  the  same 
cloaths  ?  Read  them,  good  Hearty. 

Hear.  First,  here's  The  two  lost  Daatghtcrs. 

Old,  Put  me  not  in  mind  of  the  two  lost 
daughters,  I  pr'ythee;  What's  the  next? 

Hear.  The  vagrant  steward. 

Old,  Nor  of  a  vagrant  steward ;  sure  some 
abuse  is  meant  me. 

Hear.  The  old  ^squire  and  the  fortuneteller. 

Old.  That  com^s  nearer  me ;  away  with  it 

Hear.  The  beggars  prophecy. 

Old,  All  these  titles  may  serve  to  one  play  ot 
a  story  that  I  know  too  well ;  111  see  none  of 
them. 

Hear,  Then  here's  The  merry  Beggars, 

Old,  Ay,  that,  and  let  *em  begin. 

Enter  Talboy  and  Oliver. 
Tal,  The  players  are  coming  in,  and  mistress 
Amie  and  your  man  Martin  are  to  be  acton 
among  'em« 
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Clack,  A  bey,  th^n  for  that  too;  some  merry 
device  sure.  P^  A  flourish  qfshalttu, 

Ilark  !  the  beggars'  hautboys ;  uow  they  begin. 

Old,  See,  a  most  solemn  prologue. 

Enter  Poet  for  Prologue, 

To  knight,  to  *iquire,  and  to  the  gentiles  here, 
We  wish  our  play  may  with  content  appear  ; 
We  promise  you  no  dainty  wit  of  court, 
Nor  city  pageantry,  nor  country  sport ; 
But  a  plain  piece  of  action  short  and  sweet. 
In  story  true  ;  youHl  know  it  when  you  sceU. 

Old.  True  stories  and  true  jests  do  seldom 
thrive  on  stages. 

Clack,  ThSy  are  best  to  please  you  with  this 
tbo',  or  a  hey,  with  a  whip  for  them  to-morrow. 

Old.  Nay,  rather  than  they  shall  suffer,  I  will 
be  pleas'd,  let  them  play  their  worst.  [AJiourish. 

Enter  Patrico,  with  Lawyer  habited  like 

Oldrents. 

See  our  Patrico  among  'em. 

Hear,  That  offered  you  a  doxy  in  the  harp. 

Pat.  Your  children's  fortunes  I  have  told, 
That  they  shall  beg  ere  they  be  old  ; 
And  will  you  have  a  reason  why  ? 
Tis  iustice  in  their  destiny 

clack.  Justice,  ha !  Are  you  meddling  with 
Justices  already  f 

Pat.  Your  grandfather,  by  crafty  wile 
Of  barsaining,  did  much  beguile 
A  thriftless  heir  of  half  the  lands 
That  are  descended  to  yonr  hands ; 
And  then  by  law,  not  equity,  *> 

Forc*d  him  and  his  posterity  > 

To  woe  and  shameful  beggary.  j 

Law,  That  was  no  fault  of  mine,  nor  of  my 
children. 

Pat,  But  our  forefathers  debts  and  crimes. 
Although  forbom  till  future  times, 
Are  nut  so  paid ;  but  what  needs  more, 
I  wish  you  liappy  in  your  store.  [Exit. 

Old.  Do'st  note  tb'is.  Hearty  ? 

Hear.  You  said  you  would  be  pleas'd,  let  'em 
play  their  worst. 


Lawyer  walks  sadly^beats  his  breast,  Sfc,  To  him 
enter  Soldier,  like  Hearty,  and  seems  to  com* 
fort  him. 

Old.  It  begins  my  story,  and  by  the  same  foN 
tuue-teller  that  told  me  my  daughters'  fortunes, 
almost  in  the  same  words ;  I  know  him  now ; 
and  he  speaks  in  the  play  to  one  that  personates 
me  as  near  as  tbey  can  set  him  forth. 

Clack,  How  like  you  it,  sir  ?  you  seem  dis- 
pleas'd ;  shall  they  be  whipp'd  yet  ?  A  hey,  if 
you  say  the  word. 

Old.  O,  by  no  means ;  sir,  I  am  pleas'd. 

Sol.  Sad  for  the  words  of  a  base  fortune-teller? 
Believe  him  !  hang  him ;  I'll  trust  none  of  'em; 
They  have  all  whims,  and  double  meanings. 
In  all  they  say. 

Old.  Whom  does  he  talk  or  look  like  now  ? 

Hear.  It  is  no  matter  whom ;  you  are  pleas'd, 
you  say. 

Sol.  Ha'  you  no  sack  i'^th'  house?  Am  not  I 
here  ? 
And  never  without  a  merry  old  song  ? 

SING. 

Old  sack,  and  old  songs,  and  a  merry  old  crem^ 
Will  fright  away  cares  when  tlie  ground  looks 
blue. 

And  can  you  think  on  gypsy  fortune-tellers? 

Law.  I'll  think  as  little  of  'em  as  I  can. 

Sol.  Will  you  abroad  then  ?  But  here  comes 
your  steward. 

Enter  Springlove. 

Old.  Bless  me !  Is  not  that  Sprin^love  ? 

Hear.  Is  that  you  that  talks  to  him,  or  that 
coxcomb  I,  do  you  think  ?  Pray  let  them  plaj 
their  play ;  the  Justice  will  not  hinder  'em,  you 
see ;  he's  asleep. 

Spring,  Here  are  the  keys  of  all  my  charge, 
sir;  and 
My  humble  suit  is,  that  you  will  be  pleas'd 
To  let  me  walk  upon  my  known  occasions  this 
summer. 


'' ajhwrisk  ofshalmi. — **  The  shabn,  or  shawm,  was  a  wind  instrument  like  a  pipe,  with  a 

swelling  protuberance  in  the  middle.  In  **  Commenius's  Vitible  World,  translated  by  Hoole,  1659.  the 
Latin  word  gingras  is  translated  by  shaum  ;  and  the  form  of  the  instrument  is  represented  as  in  the 
annexed  figure,  viz. 


^N? 


The  Earl  qf  NorthmnberUmd^s  HumtehM  Book,  p.  440. 


A  noise,  t.  e,  a  concert  of  shames  is  mentioned  in  Laugh  and  lie  doom  ;  or,  Tha  fVorldet  FoOt/,  1605. 
4to.    Sign.  F  4. 
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X/ur.    Fie !    Canst  not  yet  leave  off  those 
vagrancies  ? 
But  I  will  strive  no  more  to  alter  nature ; 
I  will  not  hinder  thee,  nor  bid  thee  go. 
Old.  My  own  very  words  at  his  departure. 
Hear,  No  matter,  pray  attend. 
Law,  Come,  friend,  Fll  take  your  counsel. 

[Exeunt  Lawyer  and  Soldier, 
Spring,  I*ve  striven  with  myself  to  alter  na- 
ture in  me 
For  my  good  mtister's  sake,  bat  all  in  vain ; 
For  beggars,  cuckoo-like,  fly  out  again. 
In  their  own  notes  and  season. 

Enter  KxcHEL,  Merxel,  Vincent,  Hilltard. 

Rack,  Our  father's  sadness  will  not  suffer  us 
To  live  in  his  house. 

Mer,  And  we  must  have  a  progress. 
Vin,   Th'  assurance  of  your  loves  bath  en- 
gaged us 
Hil,  To  wait  on  you  in  any  course. 
liach.  Suppose  weMI  go  a  beggings 

TT^'  >  We  are  for  you. 

Spring,  And  that  must  be  your  course,  and 
suddenly. 
To  cure  your  futher*s  sadness ;  who  is  told 
It  is  your  destiny ;  which  you  may  (|uit. 
By  making  it  a  trick  of  youth  and  wit. 
lil  set  vou  in  the  way. 

All  four,  Butliow?  but  how?  [All  talk  axide. 

Ola,  My  daughters  and  their  sweethearts  too ! 
1  see 
The  scope  of  their  design,  and  the  whole  drill 
Of  all  their  action  now,  with  joy  and  comfort. 

Hear,  But  take  no  notice  yet;  see  a  whim 
'  more  of  it ; 
But  the  mad  rogue  that  acted  me,  I  must  make 
drunk  anon. 

Spring,  Now?    Are  you  all  resolv'd? 

All  Jour,  Agreed,  agreed. 

Spring,  You  beg  to  absolve  your  fortune,  not 
for  need.  [Exeunt, 

Old.  I  must  commend  their  act  in  that; 
pr'ythee  let's  call  'em,  and  end  the  mutter  here : 
The  purpose  of  their  play  is  but  to  work  my 
friendship,  or  their  peace  with  me:  and  they 
have  it. 

Hear,  But  see  a  little  more,  sir. 

Enter  Randal. 

Old,  My  roan  Randal  too!  Has  he  a  part 
with  them  ? 

Ran,  They  were  well  set  to  work,  when  they 
made  me  a  player.  What  is  that  I  must  say  ? 
And  bow  must  I  act  oow !  O,  that  I  must  be 
steward  for  the  beggars  in  master  steward's  ab- 
sence: and  tell  my  master  he's  gone  to  measure 
land  for  him  to  purchase. 

Old,  You,  sir  ?  Leave  the  work  you  can  do  no 
better ;  (I  can  forbear  no  longer,)  and  call  the 
actors  back  again  to  me. 


Ran,  With  all  my  heart ;  and  glad  my  part  is 
so  soon  done. 

Enter  Patrico, 

Pat.  Since  you  will  then  break  oflfour  play, 
Something  in  earnest  I  must  say ; 
But  let  atfected  rhyming  go; 
I'll  be  no  more  a  Patnco. 

My  name  is  Wrought-on start  not;  but  if  yon 

Desire  to  hear  what's  worth  your  best  atteotioii. 
More  privately,  you  may  draw  nearer  me. 

[Old RENTS  goet  to  him. 

Hear,  Hear  no  more  fortunes. 

Old,  You  shall  give  me  leave. 

Pat,  I  am  grandson  to  that  unhappy  Wroogbt- 
on. 
Whom  your  grand fatlier  craftily  wrought  oat 
Of  his  estate;  by  which  all  his  posterity 
Were  since  expos'd  to  beggary.    I  do  not  charge 
You  with  the  least  offence  in  this ;  but  now 
Come  nearer  me,  for  I  roust  whisper  to  you. 

[Patrico  takes  Oldrents  taide, 
I  had  a  sister,  who  among  the  nice 
Of  beggars  was  the  fairest.     Fair  she  was 
In  gentle  blood,  and  gesture  to  her  beauty, 
Whichcou'd  not  be  so  clouded  with  busecluihiug, 
But  she  attracted  love  from  worthy  persons ; 
Which  (for  her  meanness)  they  express'd  in  pitj. 
For  the  most  part ;  but  some  assaulted  her 
With  amorous,  tlio*  loose  desires,  which  slie 
Had  virtue  to  withstand  ;  only  one  gentleman 
(Whether  it  were  by  her  affection,  or 
His  fate  to  send  his  blood  a  begging  with  her, 
I  question  not)  by  her,  in  heat  of  youth. 
Did  get  a  son,  who  now  must  call  you  fiither. 

Old,  Me? 

Pat,  You.  Attend  roe,  sir :  Your  bount^r  theo 
Dispos'd  your  purse  to  her ;  in  which,  besides 
Much  money,  (I  conceive  by  your  neglect,) 
Was  thrown  this  holy  relick:  Do  you  know  it? 

Old,  The  Agnus  Dei  that  my  mother  gave  foe 
Upon  her  deatii-bed  !  Oh,  the  loss  of  it 
Was  ray  sore  grief;  and  now  with  joy  it  is 
Restor'd  by  miracle !  Does  your  sister  live  ? 

Pat,  No,  sir ;  she  dy'd  within  a  few  days  aftcf 
Her  son  was  born,  and  left  him  to  my  care : 
On  wlioro  I  to  this  day  have  had  an  eye 
In  all  his  wandVings. 

Old,  Then  the  young  man  lives ! 

Enter  Springlove,  Vincent,  Hilliar9» 
Rachel,  Mertel. 

Pat,  Here,  with  the  rest  of  your  fair  children 
sir. 

Old,  My  joy  begins  to  be  too  great  within  me. 
My  blessing,  and  a  welcome  to  you  all. 
Be  one  another's,  and  you  all  are  mine. 

Vin    ) 

Hii  (  W®  *"*  agreed  on  that. 

Rack.  Long  since.  We  only  stood  till  yoo 
shook  oflfyour  sadness. 

Mer,  For  which  we  were  fain  to  go  a  beggiogi 
sir. 
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^^ow  I  can  read  the  justice  of  my  fate, 

re 

.  Ila!  Jaitice?  Are  they  handling  of 

But  more  applaud  great  Providence  in 

:.  Are  they  jeering  of  Justices?  I  watch'd 

.  Ay,  so  methought :  no,  sir,  Uie  play  is 

SCENTWELL,  AhIE,  OlIVER,  MaRTIN. 

.  See,  sir,  your  niece  presented  to  you. 
[Spring LOVE  take$  Amis. 
^   What,  with  a  speech  by  one  of  the 

players  ? 
»r,  and  be  not  daunted ;  I  am  favourable, 
ig.  Then,  by  your  favour,  sir,  this  maiden 
ife. 

ir.  Sure,  you  are  out  o*  your  part ;  that 
f ,  you  must  begin  again. 
ig.  She's  mine  by  solemn  contract,  sir. 
Ic.  You  will  not  tell  me  that.    Are  not 
niece  ? 
.  I  dare  not,  sir,  deny  't ;  we  are  con- 

• 

k.  Nay^  if  we  both  speak  together,  how 
e  hear  one  another  ? 
.  I  must  disprove  the  contract. 
That  is  my  part  to  speak. 
t.  None  can  disprove  it ;  I  am  witness 

k.  Nay,  if  we  all  speak, as  I  said 

Hear  me  for  all,  then : — Here  are  no 
I,  (you  are  but  one,  Patrico)  no  rogues, 
ayera,  but  a  select  company,  to  fill  this 
vith  mirth :  these  are  my  daughters;  these 


their  husbands ;  and  this  that  shall  marry  your 
niece,  a  gentleman,  my  son.  I  will  instantly 
estate  him  in  a  thousand  pound  a  year  to  enters 
tain  his  wife,  and  to  their  heirs  for  ever.  Do 
you  hear  me  now  ? 

Clack,  Now  I  do  hear  you,  and  I  must  hear 
you :  tliat  is  to  say,  it  is  a  match ;  that  is  to  say 
as  I  said  before. 

Tal.  And  must  I  hear  it  too Oh— 

Old,  Yes,  tho*  you  whine  your  eyes  out. 

Hear.  Nephew  Martin,  still  the  child  with  a 
suck-bottle  of  sack.  Peace,  lamb,  and  I'll  find 
a  wife  for  thee. 

Old.  Now,  Patrico,  if  you  can  quit  your  func- 
tion 
To  live  a  moderate  gentleman,  1*11  give  you 
A  competent  annuity  for  your  life. 

Pat.  1*11  be  withal  Your  faithful  beadsman, 
and  spend  my  whole  life  in  prayers  for  you  and 
yours. 

Clack,  And  now,  clerk  Martin,  give  all  the 
beg^ra  my  free  pass,  without  all  manner  of  cor- 
rection :  that  is  to  say,  with  a  hey,  get  'em  gone. 

OUv,  Are  not  you  the  gentleman  that  chal- 
lenged me,  in  right  of  your  friend  here  ? 

Vin,  Your  inspection's  good,  sir. 

Rack,  And  you  the  gentleman  (I  take  it)  that 
would  have  made  beggar-sport  with  us  two  at 
once. 

Mer.  For  twelve  pence  a-piece,  sir. 

OUv,  I  hope  we  are  all  friends.  [i^ore. 

Spring,  Now,  on  my  duty,  sir,  I'll  beg  no 
But  your  continual  love,  and  daily  blessing. 

Old,  Except  it  be  at  court,  boy;  where,  if 
ever  I  come,  it  shall  be  to  bc^  the  next  fool 
royaPs  place  that  falls. 

Spring,  A  begging  epilogue  yet  wou*d  not  be, 
Methinksy  improper  to  this  comedy. 


EPILOGUE. 


re  are  now  no  beggars  of  the  crew, 
lunt  it  not  a  shame  to  beg  of  you. 
ustice  here  has  ^iven  his  Pass  free 
the  rest  unpunish'd ;  only  we 
nder  censure,  till  we  do  obtain 


Your  suffrages,  that  we  may  bee  again. 
And  often,  m  the  course  we  took  to-day. 
Which  was  intended  for  your  mirth,  a  play; 
Not  without  action,  and  a  little  wit ; 
Therefore  we  beg  your  Pass  for  us  and  it. 
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EXPLANATION  OF  THE  CANT  TERMS 


USED    IN    THIS    PLAY. 


Autem  mort — a  woman  married ;  for  autem,  in 
the  Beggars'  language,  is  a  church. 

Dekkar*s  Belman,  Sign.  E. 

Bien  bowse — good  drink. 

Btngaapoi^-^et  yon  hence.  Ibid,      Sign.  N. 

Bleater — ^mutton. 

Bowsing  ken — the  ale-house. 

Casson — beef. 

Clapper  dudgeons — begsars  bom. 

Couch  a  hogshead — ^lie  aown  asleep.  Ibid, 

Crib — the  stomach. 

CfWDJC— crowse  is  a  north-country  word,  signi- 
fying sprightly,  merry.    So,  in  the  third  Pa- 
gfant  of  The  Chester  Whitsun  Flays,  MSS. 
arl.  2013. 


« 


cattes  crcwH, 


Here  is  a  rotten,  there  a  moose." 

Also,  in  The  Coarse  North  Country  Proverb : 

**  As  erowse  as  a  new-washen  loose."    S. 

Darkman — the  night. 

Dell — a  young  wench  undebauched. 

Dekkar's  Belman,  Sign.  D  4. 
Doxy — ^a  strumpet.  Ibid,  Sign.  E. 

Gage — a  quart-pot.         Ibid.  Sign.  N. 

Gan— a  mouth.  Ibid,  Sign.  N. 

Gentry  cofe'j/cM*— gentleman's  feast. 
Glaxiers-^yes.  Ibid.  Sign.  N. 

Grunter — pig. 

Harmqnbeck — a  constable.  Ibid, 
Ken — i  house.  Ibid. 

Lage — water.  Ibid,  Sign.  N. 

Xcjjv— porridge. 

Margery  prater — ahen.  Ibid.  Sign.  N. 

Mort — a  woman,  or  wench, 
^i^/i'ng— company ing  with  a  woman. 

Ibid.  Sign.  N. 


Pannum — bread. 

PatricosLtnon^t  beggars,  is  their  priest ;  every 
hedge  being  his  parish ;  every  wandering  har« 
lot  and  rogue  his  parishioners.     The  service 
is  only  the  marrying  of  couples ;  which  he  does 
in  a  wood,  under  a  tree,  or  in  the  open  field : 
and  the  solemnity  of  it,  says  Dekkar,  is  this: 
— **  The  parties  to  be  wedded,  find  out  a 
dead  horse,  or  any  other  beast,  and  standing 
one  on  the  one  side,  and  the  other  on  die 
other,  the  Patrico  bids  them  live  together  till 
death  them  part :  and  so,  shaking  hands,  the 
wed4ing-dinner  is  kept  at  the  next  alehouse 
they  stumble  into ;  where  the  musick  is  no- 
thing but  knocking  with  Cannes,  and  their 
dances  none  but  drunken  brawles." 

PecA— meat.  Dekkar's  Belman,  Sign.  N. 

Poplars  qfyarrum — butter  milk. 

Prats — buttocks.  Ibid. 

Quarron — the  belly. 

Queer  cove — a  constable. 

Queer  cuffin — a  justice  of  peace. 

Ruffin — the  devil.  Ibid, 

Ruffpeck — bacon.  Ibid, 

Rum  boose — wine.  Ibid. 

Salmon— ^T  rather  Salomon^  the  Beggars  Oath. 

Ibid.  Sign.  T  3. 

Skew — a  cup.  Ibid.  Sign.  N. 

Skipper — a  barn.  Ibid. 

Stampers — shoes.  Ibid. 

Strummel — straw.  Ibid, 

Tib  of  the  buttery — a  goose. 

Toure — see,  look  out. 

Upright  man — See  a  Description  of  an  Upright 
Man.     Dekkar*s  Belman  of  Londou,  C  4. 

Walking  fnorts — are  older  than  doxies,  and  pro- 
fess themselves  to  be  widows.  See  Dekkari 
Belman,  Sign.  £. 


Sign.  N. 


Sign.  N. 
Sign.  N. 
Sign.  N. 


EDITION. 

A  Joviall  Crew ;  or,  the  Merry  Beggars.    Presented  in  a  Comedie,  at  the  Cock-pit,  in  Dniry 
Lane,  i|i  the  year  1^1.    Written  by  Richard  Brome. 

Hie  tatuM  volo  rideat  LibeUus.      Mart. 

London :  Printed  by  J.  T.  for  F.  D.  and  N.  £.  and  are  to  be  sold  at  The  Gun,  in  Ivy  Lane. 


TIJE 


OLD     COUPLE. 


BY 


THOMAS  MAY,   Esfl. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONJE. 


TT    Scrape,   an    old  covetous   rich 
My  an  old  miserly  Niggard, 

AX. 

ir  Argent  Scrape's  Nephew. 
(Freeuan's  Nephew,)  Scudmore's 

Earthworm's  virtuous  Son, 
supposed  to  be  slain  by  Eugeny-. 
the  Xoify  Covet's  Chaplain  (Scud- 
^uised,) 

a  Gully  married  to  LadyWutMSZY, 


Trcjsty,  the  Lady  Covet's  Steward, 
Jasper,  Earthworm's  Servant, 
Three  Neighbours  o/*  Earthworm's. 
Officers, 


T/te  Lady  Covet,  betrothed  to  Sir  Argent 

Scrape. 
Matilda,  (Earthworm's  Niece^  Scudmore*s 

Lofve, 
Artemia,  (Freeman's  Daughter,)  Eugent's 

Love,  . 
The  Lady  Whihsey,  married  to  Dotteesl. 


ACT  I. 


Eugeny  solus. 

s  is  the  hoar  which  fair  Artemia 

borrow  from  all  company, 

e  onlj  with  it;  to  deny 

OS  presence  to  all  else,  and  shine 

'  me !  Within  this  garden  here, 

'  garden  once,  while  I  was  liappy, 

not  a  free  access  unto  it ; 

ital  and  accursed  crime 

?8e  gates  of  paradise  against  me ; 

bout  controul,  alone  might  spend 


With  sweet  Artemia  in  these  fragrant  walks 
The  day's  short-seeming  hours;  and  ravish'd^ 

hear 
Her  sweet  discourses  of  the  liUy's  whiteness ; 
The  blushing  rose,  blue-mantled  violet. 
Pale  daflfodil,  and  purple  hyacinth  t 
With  all  the  various  sweets  and  painted  glories 
Of  Nature's  wardrobe ;  which  were  all  eclips'd 
By  her  diviner  beauty.    But,  alas ! 
What  boots  the  former  happiness  I  had. 
But  to  increase  my  sorrow  P  My  sad  crime 
Has  left  me  now  no  entrance  but  by  stealth, 


• — Former  editions, 

**  This  happy  garden,  once  while  I  was  happy."      S.  P. 
II.  S  £ 


218 


THE  OLD  COUPLE. 


[1. 


When  death  nnd  danger  dog  my  venturous  steps. 
But  welcome  danger,  since  thou  find*st  so  fair 
A  recompence,  as  my  Artemia*s  sight. 

Artehia,  Eugemy. 

Art,  And  art  thou  come,  my  dearest  Eugeny  ? 
Has  thy  true  love  broke  through  so  many  hazards 
To  visit  me  ?  I  pr*ythee  chide  my  fondness, 
That  did  command  thee  such  a  dangerous  task. 
I  did  repent  it  since,  and  was  in  hope 
Thou  would'st  not  come. 

Eug,  Why  hop*d  Artemia  so  ? 
Wouldst  thou  not  see  me  then?   Or  can  the 

hazard 
Of  ten  such  lives  as  mine  is,  countervail 
One  glance  of  favour  from  thy  beauteous  eyes  ? 
ArL  Why  dost  thou  use  that  language  to  a 
heart 
Which  is  thy  captive,  Eugeny,  and  lives 
In  nothing  happy  but  in  thee  ? 

Eug.  Ah !  love, 
There  lies  my  greatest  sorrow ;  that  the  storms 
Of  spiteful  fortune,  which  overwhelm  my  state. 
Should  draw  thy  constant  goodness  to  a  sufF'ring : 
A  goodness  worthy  of  the  happiest  man. 
Art.  Those  storms  of  fortune  will  be  soon 
o*er-blown. 
When  once  thy  cause  shall  be  but  truly  known ; 
That  chance,  not  malice,  wrought  it ;  and  ihy 

pardon 
Will  be  with  ease  obtain'd. 

Eug,  It  may  be,  love. 
If  old  Sir  Argent  do  deal  truly  in  it. 
Art,   But  keep   thyself  conceal'd;    do   not 
rashly 
Venture  two  lives  in  one :  or  when  thou  com*8t, 
Let  it  be  still  in  silence  of  the  night. 
No  visitation  then,  or  other  strange 
Unlook'd-for  accident,  can  bar  our  joys. 
The  moon  is  now  in  her  full  orb  :  and  lends 
Securer  light  to  lovers  than  tlie  sun  : 
Then  only  come.    But  pr'ythee  tell  me,  love. 
How  do'st  thou  spend  thy  melancholy  time  ? 

Eug,  Within  the  covert  of  yon  shady  wood, 
Which  clothes  the  mountain's  rough  and  craggy 

top; 
A  little  hovel  built  of  boughs  and  reeds 
Is  my  abode :  from  whence  the  spreading  trees 
Keep  out  the  sun,  and  do  bestow  in  lieu 
A  greater  benefit,  a  safe  concealment. 
In  that  secure  and  solitary  place, 
I  give  my  pleas*d  imagination  leave 
To  feast  itself  with  thy  supposed  (iresence ; 
Whose  only  shadow  brings  more  joy  to  me. 
Than  all  the  substance  of  the  world  beside. 
Art.  Just  so  alone  am  I;  nay,  want  the  pre- 
sence 
Of  mine  own  heart,  which  strays  to  find  out  thee. 
But  who  comes  to  thee  to  supply  thy  wants  ? 

Eug.  There  Artemia  names  my  happiness ; 
A  happiness,  which,  next  thy  love,  I  hold 
To  be  the  greatest  that  the  world  can  give ; 
And  I  am  proud  to  name  it.    I  do  there 


Enjoy  a  friend,  whose  sweet  society 
Makes  that  dark  wood  a  palace  of  delight 
One  stor'd  with  ail  that  can  commend  a  n.. 
In  whom  refined  knowledge  and  pure  art, 
Mixing  with  true  and  sound  morality. 
Is  crown'd  with  piety. 

Art,  What  wonder's  this 
Whom  tJYon  descriVst  ? 

Eug,  But  I  in  vain,  alas  ! 
Do  strive  to  make  with  my  imperfect  skill 
A  true  dissection  of  his  noble  parts  : 
He  loses,  love,  by  all  that  I  can  say ; 
For  praise  can  come  no  nearer  to  his  worth, 
Than  can  a  painter  with  his  mimick  sun 
Express  the  beauty  of  Hyperion. 
Art.  What  is  his  name  ? 
Eug.  His  name  is  Theodore, 
Rich  Earthworm's  son  ;  lately  come  home  fi 
travel. 
Art,  Oh  heavens !  his  son  !  Can  such  a  c 
wretch, 
Hated  and  curs*d  by  all,  have  such  a  son  ? 
The  miser  lives  alone,  abhorr'd  by  all. 
Like  a  disease  ;  yet  cannot  so  be  *scap*d  : 
But,  canker-like,  eats  through  the  poor  nu 

hearts 
That  live  about  him  :  Never  has  commerce 
With  any,  but  to  ruiA  them  ;  his  house 
Inhospitable  as  the  wilderness, 
And  never  look'd  upon,  but  with  a  curse. 
He  hoards,^  in  secret  places  of  the  earth, 
Not  only  bags  of  treasure,  but  his  com  ; 
Whose  every  grain  he  prizes  'bove  a  life; 
And  never  prays  at  ail,  but  for  dear  years. 
Eug,  For  his  son's  sake,  Iread  gently  on  his 

fame. 
Art.  Oh  !  love,  his  fame  cannot  be  redeemed 
From  obloquy ;  but  thee  I  trust  so  far, 
As  highly  to  esteem  his  worthy  son. 

Eug.  That  man  is  all,  and  more  than  I  hare 
said: 
His  wond'rous  virtues  will  hereafter  make 
The  people  all  forgive  his  father's  ill : 
I  was  acquainted  with  him  long  ago 
In  foreign  parts.    And,  now  I  think  on't,loTe, 
He*ll  be  the  fittest  man  to  be  acquainted 
With  all  our  secrecies,  and  be  a  means 
To  further  us;  and  think  I  trust  his  truth, 
That  dare  so  much  commend  his  worth  to  thee. 
Art,  He  is  my  neighbour  here ;  that  house  tf 
Earthwonn*s, 
That  stands  alone,  beside  yon  grove  of  trees : 
And  fear  not,  dearest  love,  I'll  find  a  means   t 
To  send  for  him  ;  do  you  acquaint  him  first. 

[Exeunt. 

EuPHUEs,  Dotterel,  Barket. 

Euph,  Then  shall  I  tell  iny  cousin  that  you  are 
A  younger  brother,  Mr  Dotterel  ? 

Dot.  Oh,  yes,  by  any  means,  sir. 

Euph.'  What's  your  reason  ? 

Dot,  A  crotchet,  sir,  a  crotchet  that  I  have '. 
Here's  one  can  tell  you  I  have  twenty  of 'em. 
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iphues,  dissuade  him  not ;  lie  is  resolved 

is  birth  and  fortunes  both  conceal'd ; 

er  sOy  or  no  way :  He  would  knoiv 

kiroself  be  truly  lov'd,  or  no, 

is  fortunes  only. 

^elly  access 

already  found ;  pursue  it,  sir ; 

ne  leave  to  wonder  at  your  way. 

r'ooer,  to  obtain  his  love, 

t  on  all  his  colours ;  stretch  t'  appear 

height,  or  a  degree  beyond  it ; 
fortunes;  borrow  what  he  wanted; 

himself  less  than  he  truly  is. 
on  is  there,  that  a  man  possest- 
s  large  enough,  that  may  come  boldly 
e  suitor  to  herself  and  friends, 
;o  one,  speed  in  his  suit  the  fair 

way ;  should  play  the  fool  and  lose 
us  lime  in  such  a  hopeless  wooing  ? 
las,  sir,  what  is  a  gentleman's  time  ? 
uphues^  he  tells  you  true;   there  are 
»ome  brains 

lose  their  time,  whatever  they  do : 
tell  you,  he  has  read  some  books. 

0  not  disparage  me. 
warrant  thee ; 

Me  books,  he  says,  he  finds  examples 
t  beauties,  that  have  so  been  won. 
Dh !  in  Parismus,  and  the  Knight  o* 
th'  Sun : 
your  authors  ? 

es,  and  those  are  good  ones : 
Id  a  man  of  worth,  though  but  a  shep- 
herd, 
>  get  the  love  of  a  king's  daughter  ? 

1  pr'ythee,    Barnet,    how  hast   thou 
»crew'd  up 

to  such  a  monstrous  confidence  ?     - 
[e  needs  no  screwing  up ;  but  let  him 
have 

a  little. 

He  shall  have  it  freely : 
lave  seen  your  mistress,  Mr  Dotterel ; 
ou  find  her  ?  coming  ? 
hat's  all  one, 
hat  I  know. 
le  has  already  got 
:ing  in  her  favour. 
But  I  doubt 

the  tyrant ;  make  her  doat  too  long, 
green-sickness  as  his  livery, 
a  year  or  two. 
he's  not  the  first 
done  so  for  me. 


Eupk,  But  if  jou  use 
My  cousin  so,  I  shall  not  take  it  well. 

Dot,  Oh,  I  protest  I  have  no  such  meaning,  sir. 
See,  here  she  comes !  the  Lady  Whimsey  too. 

Enter  Lady  Whiusey,  Artemia. 

Z.  Whim,  I  thought,  sweet-heart,  th*  had'st 
wanted  company. 

Art,  Why,  so  I  did;  yours,  madam. 

X.  Whim,  Had  I  known 
Vour  house  had  been  so  full  of  gallants  now, 
I  would  have  spar'd  my  visit.     But  'tis  all  one, 
I  have  met  a  friend  here. 

Euph.  Your  poor  servant,  madam. 

L.  Whim,  I  was  confessing  of  your  cousin  here 
About  th'  affairs  of  love. 

Euph.  ^  Your  ladyship,  I  hope,  will  shrieve  her 
gently. 

X.  Whim.  But  I  tell  her 
She  shall  not  thank  me  now  for  seeing  her, 
For  I  have  business  hard-by.     I  am  going 
A  suitor  to  your  old  rich  neighbour  here, 
Earthworm* 

Euph.  A  suitor !    He  is  very  hard 
In  granting  any  thing,  especially 
If  it  be  money. 

L,  Whim,  Yes,  my  suit's  for  money ; 
Nay,  all  his  money,  and  himself  to  boot. 

Bar,  His  money  would  do  well,  without  him- 
self. 

L,  Whim,  Aiid  with  himself. 

Bar,  Alas  !  your  ladyship 
Should  too  much  wrong  your  beauty,  to  bestow  it 
Upon  one  (hat  cannot  use  it,  and  debar 
More  able  men  their  wishes. 

Euph.  That's  true,  Barnet, 
If  she  should  bar  all  other  men ;  but  that 
Would  be  too  great  a  cruelty. 

Art,  Do  you  hear  my  cousin,  madam  ? 

L.  Whim,  Yes,  he  will  be  heard ; 
Rather  than  fail,  he'll  give  himself  the  hearing. 
But  pr'ythee,  Euphues,  tell  me  plainly  now 
What  thou  dost  think  of  me.    I  love  thy  freeness 
Better  than  any  flattery  in  the  world. 

Euph.  I  think  you  wond'rous  wise. 

L,  Whim,  In  what? 

Euph.  In  that 
That  makes  or  mars  a  woman,  I  mean  love. 

L.  Whim.  Why,  pr'ythee  ? 

Euph   I  think  you  understand  so  well 
What  the  true  use  of  man  is,  that  you'll  ne'er 
Trouble  your  thoughts  with  care,  or  spoil  your 
beauty 


ladyship,  I  hope,  will  shrieve  her  gently — 1«  e,  shrive  her,  hear  her  at  confessioii.    So,  in 
•Cs  King  Richard  III. 

'*  What,  talking  with  a  priest,  lord  Chamberlain  P 
Your  lordship  l^th  no  skriting  work  in  hand."  S. 

i  Note  67  to  Gammer  Gurton*s  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p.  118. 
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With  the  green-sickness,  to  obtain  a  thing 
Which  you  can  porchase  a  discreeter  way. 

Art.  How  do  you  like  this,  madam  ? 

L.  Whim.  Wond*rous  well ; 
^is  that  I  look'd  for.     But  what  entertainment 
Would  old  rich  Earthworm  give  us,  do  you  think  ? 

Bar,  Unless  your  presence,  madam,   could 
infuse 
A  nobler  soul  into  him,  'tis  much  fear*d 
Twouid  be  but  mean. 

L.  Whim,  Because  (you'll  say)  he's  covetous : 
Tut !  I  can  work  a  change  in  any  man : 
If  I  were  married  to  him,  you  should  see 
What  I  would  make  him. 

Euph.  I  believe  we  should. 
If  cuckolds  horns  were  visible.  [Aside, 

Art.  But  could 
Your  ladyship  be  pleas*d  with  such  a  husband  ? 

L,  Whim.  Who  could  not  well  be  pleas'd  with 
such  a  fortune  ? 

Art,  Wealth  cannot  make  a  man. 

L.  Whim,  But  his  wealth,  lady,  can  make  a 
woman. 

Euph,  Yet,  I  doubt,  old  Earthworm 
Would  prove  too  subtle  to  be  govem'd  so : 
You*ll  find  him,  madam,  an  old  crabbed  piece ; 
Some  gentle  fool  were  better  for  a  husband. 

Art,  Fie,  cousin,  how  thou  talk*st ! 

L.  Whim.  He's  in  the  right : 
Fools  are  the  only  husbands ;  one  may  rule  'em. 
Why  should  not  we  desire  to  use  men  so 
As  they  would  us  ?  I  have  heard  men  protest 
They  would  have  their  wives  silly,  and  uotstudy'd 
In  any  thing,  but  how  to  dress  themselves ; 
And  not  so  much  as  able  to  write  letters. 
Just  such  a  husbiind  would  l  wish  to  have ; 
So  quatify'd,  and  not  a  jot  beyond  it; 
He  should  not  have  the  skill  to  write  or  read. 

Art.  What  could  you  get  by  that  ? 

L.  Whim,  I  should  be  sure 
He  could  not  read  my  letters;  and  for  bonds, 
When  I  should  have  occasion  to  use  money, 
His  mark  would  serve. 

Art,  I  am  not  of  your  mind  ; 
I  would  not  have  a  fool  for  all  the  world. 

Bar,  No,  fairest  lady,  your  perfections 
None  but  the  wisest  and  the  best  of  men 
Can  truly  find  anid  value. 

Dot,  And  I  protest,  lady, 
I  honour  you  for  not  loving  a  fool. 

X.  Whim.  You  would  love  a  wife,  it  seems, 
that  loves  not  you  ? 

Euph.  A  tart  jest,  Barnet ! 

Bar,  But  he  feels  it  not.  [Aside. 

Euph.  Fie,  Mr  Dotterel,  'tis  not  nobly  done 
In  you,  to  hate  a  fool :  A  generous  spirit 
Would  take  the  weakest  part;  and  fools,  you 

know. 
Are  weakest  still. 

Dot,  Faith,  Mr  Euphues, 
I  must  confess,  I  have  a  generous  sjsirit ; 
And  do  a  little  sympathize  with  fools : 
I  leam'd  that  word  from  a  good  honest  man. 


But  hark  you,  6ousin  Barnet,  this  same  lady 
Is  a  brave  woman. 

Bar,  Are  you  taken  with  her? 

Dot,  I  love  a  wit  with  all  my  heart. 

Bar,  Tis  well; 
He  is  already  taken  ofif,  I  see. 
From  fair  Artemia,  or  may  be  soon  ; 
Upon  this  t'other  I  may  build  a  fortune  [Axide^ 

Euph.  But,  madam,  if  your  ladyship  would 
marry 
Upon  those  terms,  'twere  better  that  you  took 
Old  Earthworm's  son. 

L,  Whim.  Has  he  a  son,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Euph,  Yes,  lately  come  from  travel,  as  they 
say. 
We  have  not  seen  him  yet ;  he  has  kept  close 
Since  his  arrival ;  people  give  him  out  • 
To  be  his  father's  own. 

L,  Whim,  Nay,  then  I  swear 
I'll  none  of  him ;  if  he  be  covetous. 
And  young,  I  shall  be  troubled  too  loi\g  with  liiin : 
I  had  rather  have  the  old  one. 

Art»  Here's  my  father. 

Enter  Mr  Fbeeman. 

Free.  Health  to  this  good  society ;  I  am  sorry 
That  my  poor  house  must  not  to-day  enjoy 
The  happiness  to  entertain  you  all. 
We  are  invited  to  th'  old  Lady  Covet's; 
And  thither  must  our  company  remove. 

L,  Whim,  Sir,  I'll  be  govem'd  by  you.    I  wns 
bold 
To  come  and  see  Mrs  Artemia. 

Free.  She*s  much  beholden  to  your  Indysliip 
For  doing  her  that  honour. 

Euph,  Tell  me,  uncle ; 
I  hear  Sir  Argent  Scrape  is  at  her  house. 

Free.  Nephew,  'tis  uue ;  and,  which  thou'lt 
wonder  at. 
That  marriage,  which  we  talk'xl  of  as  a  jest. 
In  earnest  now's  concluded  of;  and  shall 
To-morrow  morning  be  solemnized. 

Euph.  Betwixt  Sir  Argent,  and  the  Lady  Gov 
I  do  not  think  it  strange ;  there's  but  one  ha 
Has  a  lonir  time  divided  them ;  I  mean, 
Their  large   estates;    and   'tis   th'  estate  t 
marries. 

Free.    But  is't  not  strange;   nay,  most  i«» 
natural ; 
And  I  may  say  ridiculous,  for  those  years 
To  marry,  and  abuse  the  ordinance; 
My  Lady  Covet  is,  at  least,  fourscore  i 
And  he,  this  year,  is  fourscore  and  fifteen : 
Besides,  he  has  been  bed-rid  long,  and  lame 
Of  both  his  feet. 

Euph.  Uncle,  he's  not  too  old 
To  love ;  I  mean,  her  money ;  and  in  that 
The  chiefest  end  of  marriage  is  fulfiU'd : 
He  will  increase  and  multiply  his  fortunes; 
Increase,  you  know,  is  the  true  end  ofmarriflfT'' 

Free.  They  have  already  almost  the  wlwl* 
country. 
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\\\t  you  shall  see  how  now  they'll  pro- 
such  a  marriage  lawful  ?        [pagate. 
Lh !  good  uncle, 

>t  that,  the  church  has  nought  in  this; 
er  is  the  priest  that  marries  them ; 
of  matrimony  are  the  indentures ; 
Is  and  land-marks  are  the  ring  that 
)ins  them. 

t  there's  no  love  at  all. 
fes,  pretty  cousin, 
reacl  in  amorous  books,  thouMt  fmd 
I's  arrow  has  a  golden  head  ; 
a  golden  shaft  that  wounded  them, 
'ell  thither  we  must  go;  but,  pr'ythec, 
ephew, 

y  jesting  there, 
warrant  you ; 

he  old  lady,  and  persuade  her 
»he  looks :  But  when  they  go  to-bed, 
leir  epitaph. 

owyman!  their  epitaph  ? 
lalaminro,  thou  meanest. 
lo,  sirs, 

marriage-bed  I'll  write  their  ages; 
ay,  Here  lies  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
rith  his  wife,  the  Lady  Covet. 
»evcr  reads  it,  will  suppose 
Co  be  a  tomb,  no  marnage-bed. 
I.  Uow  strangely  thou  art  taken  with 
lis  wedding, 
a  see'st  it ! 
Lnd  then,  let  me  see, 
I  for  an  Hymenaeal  song ; 
those  so  high  and  spirited  strains, 
old  Grecian  lovers  us'd  to  sing, 
f  bridegrooms  rifled  maiden-heads, 
|uiet  dii^e ;  and  bid  them  sleep* 
1  rest ;  ^  and  bid  the  clothes,  instead 
e  gently  on  their  aged  bones 


Free,  Thou'lt  ne'er  have  done.     Well  gal- 
lants, 'tis  almost 
The  time  that  calls  us :  I  must  needs  be  gone. 
L.  Whim,  We'll  wait  upon  you,  sir. 
Free.  Your  servant,  madam. 

[Exeunt  I^ic/y  Whimsey,  Freeman, 
Dotterel,  and  Barnet. 
Art,  Stay,  cousin,  I  have  a  request  to  thee. ' 
Euph,  Thou  canst  not  fear  that  I'll  deny  it 
thee : 
Speak  it,  'tis  done. 

Art,  Why  then,  in  short,  'tis  this  : 
CMd  Earthworm,  cousin,  has  a  son,  they  say, 
Lately  come  home ;  his  name,  as  I  have  heard. 
Is  Theodore. 

Euph,  Yes,  I  have  heard  of  him. 
Art.  I  would  intreat  you,  by  some  means  or 
other. 
To  draw  him  hither;  I'd  fain  speak  with  him  : 
Ask  not  the  cause,  but  do  what  I  request: 
You  may  hereafter  know. 

Euph.  Well,  I'll  not  question't. 
But  bring  him  hither,  though  I  know  him  not. 
Art.  Cousin,  far^wel;   I  shall  be  look'd  for 

[Exit  Artemxa. 


straight. 


Manet  Eupiiues. 

Euph.  Rich  Earthworm's  son !   why,  in  the 
name  of  wonder, 
Should  it  be  her  desire  to  speak  with  him  } 
She  knows  him  not:  Well,  let  it  be  a  riddle; 
I  have  not  so  much  wit  as  to  expound  it; 
Nor  yet  so  little,  as  to  lose  my  thoughts. 
Or  study  to  find  out,  what  the  no  reason 
Of  a  young  wench's  will  is :  Should  I  guess, 
I  know  not  what  to  think ;  she  may  have  heard 
That  he's  a  proper  man,  and  so  desire 
To  satisfy  herself?    What  reason  then 


nd  hid  the  clothea,  instead 

,  lie  gently  on  their  aged  bone$ ] — ^These  lines  seem  a  parody  on  the  following  one  in 

y  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4.  S.  3  : 


it 


lie  lightly  on  my  asltes,  gentle  earth,* 


'  when  Prior  wrote  his  beautiful  Ode  to  the  memory  of  Colonel  George  Villicrs,  drowned 
Piava,  in  the  county  of  Fiuli,  1703,  is  so  near  theperiod  in  which  Mr  Pope  composed  his 
e  memory  of  an  unfortunate  lady,  that  it  is  difficult  to  say  which  of  these  great  men 
rom  the  other.  It  appears  certain,  however,  that  one  of  them,  in  tlie  following  lines,  was 
>  his  friend,  unless  it  can  be  supposed,  that  botli  of  them  were  obliged  to  the  above  line  of 
ind  Fletcher,    Prior  says : 


"  Lay  the  dead  hero  graceful  in  a  grave 
(The  only  honour  he  can  now  receive ;) 
And  fragrant  mould  upon  his  body  throw  ; 
And  plant  the  warrior  laurel  o'er  his  brow ; 
Light  lie  the  earth ;  and  flourish  green  the  bough." 

Mr  Pope  writes  thus : 

"  What  tho*  no  sacred  earth  allow  thee  room. 
Nor  hallow*d  dirge  be  mutter*d  o'er  thy  tomb ; 
Yet  shall  thy  grave  with  rising  flow'rs  be  drest, 
And  thy  green  tnrf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breaat.** 


} 
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Can  she  alledge  to  him  ?    Tut,  that*s  not  it ; 
Her  beauty,  and  lax.^e  dower,  need  not  to  seek 
Out  any  suitors:  and  the  odious  name 
Of  iiis  old  wretched  father  would  quite  choke  it: 
Or  liave  some  tattling  gossips,  or  the  maids, 
Told  her  perchance  that  he  s  a  conjurer  ? 
He  goes  in  black  ;  they  say  he  is  a  scholar; 
Has  been  beyond  sea  too:  there  it  may  lie: 
And  he  must  satisfy  her  longing  thought, 
What,  or  how  many  husbands  she  shall  have ; 
Of  what  degree,  upon  what  night  she  shall 


Dream  of  the  roan ;  ^^when  she  shall  fast. 
In  the  churchyard,  to  see  him  passing  by,  [v 
Just  in  those  clothes  that  first  he  conies  a  sui 
These  things  may  be.  But  why  should  she  mak( 
To  be  her  nibtruinent  ?   Some  of  the  men. 
Or  maids,  might  do't  as  well .  Well,  since  ^ou  1 
Us*d  me,  fair  cousin,  I  will  sound  your  drift 
Or*t  shall  go  hard.    The  fellow  may  abuse  I 
Therefore  Til  watch  him  too,  and  straighcab 
But,  now  I  think  on't.  Til  solicit  him 
By  letter  first,  and  meet  him  afterward.  [£ 


ACT  n. 


Earthworm,  Theodore. 

Earth,  I  do  not  more  rejoice  in  all  my  stores, 
My  wealthy  bags,  fill'd  garners,  crouded  chests, 
And  all  the  envy'd  heaps  that  I  have  glean*d, 
With  so  long  care  and  labour;  than  I  do 
In  ihy  most  frugal  nature,  Theodore, 
Concurring  just  with  mine  :  In  thee,  my  son, 
I  see,  methinks,  a  perpetuity 
Of  all  the  projects  which  my  soul  has  hatch*d, 
And  their  rich  fruitb.     I  see  my  happiness. 
When  I  consider  what  great  boards  of  wealth. 
With  long  care  rak'd  together,  I  have  seen 
Even  in  a  moment  scattered  ;  when  I  view 
The  gaudy  heirs  of  thriving  aldermen 
Fleeting,  like  short  liv*d  bubbles,  into  air; 
And  all  that  fire  expiring  in  one  blaze, 
That  was  so  long  a  kindling.     But  do  thou, 
Do  thou,  my  son,  go  on,  and  grow  in  thrift; 
It  is  a  virtue  that  rewards  itself. 
Tis  matterless,  in  goodness  who  excels : 
He  that  hath  coin,  hath  all  perfections  else. 

Theod.  Sir,  I  am  wholly  yours ;  and  never  can 
Degenerate  from  your  frugality  : 
Or,  if  my  nature  did  a  little  stray, 
Your  good  example  would  direct  it  still. 
Till  it  were  grown  in  me  habitual. 

Earth.  Twill  be  a  greater  patrimony  to  thee 
Than  all  my  wealth :  Strive  to  be  perfect  in't; 
Study  the  rules :  One  rule  is  general ; 
And  that  is,  Give  away  nothing,  son  ; 
For  thrift  is  like  a  journey ;  every  gift. 
Though  ne'er  so  small,  is  a  step  back  again. 
He  that  would  rise  to  riches  or  renown, 
Must  not  regard  though  he  pull  millions  down. 


Theod.  That  lesson,  sir,  is  easy  to  be  lear 

Earth.  Laugh  at  those  fools  that  are  ambit 
Of  empty  air;  to  be  stilM  liberal ! 
That  sell  their  substance  for  the  breath  of  oth 
And  with  the  flattering  thanks  of  idle  drone: 
Are  swelled,  while  their  solid  parts  decay. 
What  clothes  to  wear,  the  6rst  occasion 
Of  wearing  clothes,  will  tench  a  wise  man  I: 

Theod,  True,  sir;  it  teacheth  us  how  va 
thing 
It  is  for  men  to  take  a  pride  in  that, 
Which  was  at  first  the  emblem  of  their  shan 

Earth,  Thou  hit'st  it  right;  but  can*sttho. 
.    content 
With  my  poor  diet  too  ? 

Theod,  Oh,  woudVuus  well ! 
Twas  such  a  diet  which  that  happy  age, 
That  poets  stile  the  golden,  first  did  use. 

Earth,  And  such  a  diet,   to  our  chests 
bring 
The  g6lden  age  again. 

Theod,  Beside  the  gain 
That  flows  upon  us,  health  and  liberty 
Attend  on  these  bare  meals  :  if  all  were  ble 
With  such  a  temperance,  what  man  would  fa 
Or  to  his  belly  sell  his  liberty  ? 
There  would  he  then  no  slaves,  no  sycophai 
At  great  men's  tables.     ^  If  the  base  Sarmei 
Or  that  vile  Galba,  had  been  thus  content, 
They  had  not  borne  the  scoffs  of  Caesar's  b 
He  whose  cheap  thirst  the  springs  and  br 

can  quench. 
How  many  cares  is  he  exempted  from  ? 
He's  not  indebted  to  the  merchant's  toil^ 


^ when  she  shall  fatt,  &c. — These  customs  are  still  preserved  by  the  inferior  ranks  of  fem 

in  different  parts  of  the  kingdom.  Among  others,  they  frequently  fast  on  Saint  Agnes'-eve,  and 
the  same  time  make  use  of  several  singular  rites  and  ceremonies ;  all  which  are  described  and  r 
cnled  in  Gay's  comedy  of  The  IVtfe  i^  Bath*  See  also,  Brand's  Obsertatioiu  on  papular  Anti^ 
1777,  p.  387. 

5 If  the  base  Sarmentus, 


Or  that  vUe  Galba,  ifc. 


it 


—  quae  nee  Sarmentus  iniquas 
Cssaris  ad  mensas^  nee  viiis  Galba  tulisset.*'    Juv.  Sat,  VI.      S. 
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pirates*  force,  or  storms,  should 

im 

es,  or  sweet  Candian  wines : 

seeks,  no  feast ;  but  in  liis  own 
lontracted  lives ;  and  there  enjoys 
lom  than  the  Parthian  king, 
u  inak*st  me  more  in  love  with  my 

life. 

des,  pure  chearful  health  ever  at- 
5  it; 

he  former  ages  live  so  lon^. 
)anquets  sicknesses  came  m ; 
;an  muster  all  his  dismal  band 
es,  such  as  poets  feign 

before  the  gates  of  hell, 
m  wait  about  the  gluttons  tables ; 
ke  venom'd  pills,  in  sweetest  wines 
Jlow  down,  and  hasten  on 
ley  would  eschew)  untimely  death, 
ubles  here,  no  painful  surfeits, 
es,  grow,  to  strangle  nature 

the  active  brain ;  no  fevers, 
»,  palsies,  or  catarrhs 
lere  nature,  not  entic'd  at  all 
langerous  bait  as  pleasant  cates, 
lore  than  she  can  govern  well. 
t  that  which  is  the  greatest  com- 
I  son, 

with  pleasure,  our  rich  hoards 
e,  and  stuff  the  swelling  bags, 
irt  mine,  I  see !    Here,  take  these 
i,  [Gives  Theodore  the  keys, 

an  shew  thee  such  amazing  plenty; 
ight  would  feed  a  famished  country, 
list  my  servants. 
'  you  may, 

itb  my  life  do  prize  your  profit, 
ell,  1 11  go  in ;  I  feel  myself  half 

nk  I  took.  [Exit, 

irill  do  you  good,  sir. 
jT,  gentle  cordial !  and  restore 
again,  which  pining  avarice 

of.    Ah  me  !  how  wondVous  thin, 
d  wan  he  looks !    How  much,  alas  ! 
aded  his  poor  genius, 
alth,  while  the  pale  grisly  sighs 
rell  upon  his  aged  cheeks. 

than  thee,  a  greater  plague 
'est  the  life  of  wretched  man  ! 
ny  work !    That  rare  extraction 
s  drank,  beside  the  nourishment, 
1  in  a  safe  and  gentle  sleep, 
;  liberty  to  work  my  ends ; 
s  body's  cure,  a  means  1*11  find 
ame,  and,  which  is  more,  his  mind. 

Enter  Jasper. 

re  those  disguises  ready 
poke } 
are  all  fitted^  sir. 


Theod,  Then,  at  the  hour  which  I  appointed 
thee. 
Invite  those  people,  Jaspei- ;  but  be  true 
And  secret  to  me. 

Jos.  As  your  own  heart,  sir. 

Theod,  Take  this.    I  will  reward  thy  service 
better, 
As  soon  as  these  occasiotis  are  dispatched. 

Jas.  I  thank  you,  sir.    I  have  a  letter  for  yoi^ 
Left  here  but  now,  from  Mr  Euphues, 
Old  Mr  Freeman's  nephew. 

Theod  Give  it  me, 
I  will  anon  peruse  it ;  but  my  haste 
Permits  not  now  :  Eugeny  waits  my  coming. 

[Exit  Theodore, 

Jas,  I  like  this  well :   yet  i^  I  should  prove 
false 
To  my  old  master,  for  my  young  master's  sake. 
Who  can  accuse  me  ?     For  the  reason's  plain, 
And  very  palpable;  I  feel  it  here: 
This  will  buy  ale ;  so  will  not  all  the  hoards 
Which  my  old  master  has.     His  money  serves 
For  nothing  but  to  look  upon ;  but  this 
Knows  what  the  common  use  of  money  is. 
Well,  for  my  own  part,  I'm  resolv'd  to  do 
Whatever  he  commands  me:  he's  too  honest 
To  wrong  his  father  in  it :  if  he  should. 
The  worst  would  be  his  own,  another  day.  [Exit, 

"Ev  CEVY  solus, 

Eug,  Just  thus,  in  woods  and  solitary  caves. 
The  ancient  hermits  liv'd  ;  but  they  liv'd  happy ! 
And,  in  their  quiet  contemplations,  found 
More  real  comforts  than  society 
Of  men  could  yield;  than  cities  could  afford  * 
Or  ail  the  lustres  of  a  court  could  give : 
But  I  have  no  such  sweet  preservatives 
Against  the  sadness  of  this  desart  place. 
I  am  myself  a  greater  wilderness 
Than  are  these  woods,  where  horror  and  dismay 
Make  their  abodes :  while  different  passions 
By  turns  do  reign  in  my  distracted  soul. 
Fortune  makes  this  conclusion  general ; 
All  things  shall  help  th'  unfortunate  man  to  fall. 
First,  Sorrow  comes,  and  tells  me  I  have  done 
A  crime,  whose  foulness  must  deserve  a  sea 
Of  penitent  tears,  to  wash  me  clean  again. 
Then  Fear  steps  in,  and  tells  me,  if  surpriz'd, 
My  wretched  life  is  forfeit  to  the  law. 
When  these  have  done,  enters  the  tyrant  Love, 
And  sets  before  me  the  fiiir  Artemia* 
Displays  her  virtues  and  perfections; 
Tells  me  that  all  those  graces,  all  those  beauties. 
Suffer  for  me,  for  my  unhappiness; 
And  wounds  me  more  in  her,  than  in  myself. 
Ah,  Theodore !  would  I  could  ever  sleep 
But  when  thou  com'st ;  for  in  myself  I  find 
No  drop  of  comfort! — Welcome,  dearest  friend ! 

Enter  Theodore. 

Theod,  Pardon  the  slowness  of  my  visit,  friend; 
For  such  occasions  have  detain'd  me  hence 
As,  if  tijiou  knew'st,  I  know  thou  would'st  excuse. 
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Eng,  I  must  confess,  I  thought  the  hours  too 
But;  the  fruition  of  thy  presence  now  -  [long; 
Makes  me  forget  it  ail. 

Theod.  Collect  thyself, 
Thou  droop'st  too  much,  my  dearest  Eugeny, 
And  art  too  harsh  and  sour  a  censurer 
Of  that  unhappy  crime,  which  thoQ  wert  forc'd 
Lately  to  act.     I  did  allow  in  thee 
That  lawful  sorrow  that  was  fit ;  but  let 
Well-grounded  comforts  cure  thee.    Nought  ex- 
treme 
Is  safe  in  man. 

Eug.  Tis  time  must  work  that  cure. 
Theod*  But  why  thy  pardon  is  not  yetobtain'd, 
Let  me  be  free  in  my  conjectures  to  thee. 
Eug.  Speak,  friend,  as  to  thyself. 
Theod,  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
Your  old  rich  kinsman,  who  to-morrow  morning 

Is  to  be  married  to  the  Lady  Covet 

Eug,  Is  that  match  come  about?  Oh,  avarice  ! 
What  monsters  ihou  begett*st  in  this  vile  age ! 
Theod.  Sir  Argent  Scrape,  I  say,  is  next  heir 
male, 
On  whom  thy  whole  estate  was  long  ago 
Entaird. 

Eug.  Tis  true. 

Theod,  lie  must  inherit  it,  should  thy  life  fail. 
Eug.  *Tis  granted. 
Theod.  Then,  friend,  hear. 
What  not  a  bare  conjecture,  but  strong  grounds 
Move  me  to  utter.    Think  upon  that  word 
Thou  spok'st  so  lately :  Think  what  avarice 
Can  make  her  bondmen  do ;  that  such  a  price 
As  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year,  will  make 
Him  labour,  not  thy  pardon,  but  thy  death. 
Eug,  Can  there  be  such  a  miscreant  in  nature? 
Theod.  I  should  not  think  so,  if  I  weigird  him 
only 
As  he's  thy  kinsman.     I  have  been  inform*d, 
He  labours  under-hand  to  apprehend  thee. 
Just  at  the  assizes  now,  and  has  laid  plots 
To  stop  all  pardons,  which  in  that  short  time 
Might  be  procured :  and  then  what  bribes  may  do. 
In  hastenmg  execution,  do  but  consider. 
If  this  be  false,  some  courtiers  have  abus'd 
His  hme :  And  pardon  me,  my  dearest  friend. 
If  I  suspect  the  worst,  for  fear  of  thee. 

Eug,  When  I  consider  what  accurst  effects 
Proceed  from  wretched  avarice,  I  begin 
To  feel  a  fear. 

Theod,  This  very  age  hath  given 
Horrid  examples  lately.    Brothers  have  been 
Betrayed  by  brothers,  in  that  very  kind : 
When  pardons  have  been  got  by  the  next  heirs, 
They  have  arriv'd  too  late.    No  tie  so  near. 
No  band  so  sacred,  but  the  cursed  hunger 
Of  gold  has  broke  it,  and  made  wretched  men 
To  fly  from  nature,  mock  religion, 
And  trample  under  feet  the  hohest  laws. 

Eug.  He  has  been  ever  noted  for  that  vice ; 
Which,  with  his  age,  has  still  grown  stronger  in 
him.  [Inst 

Theod,  Ah,  Eugeny!  how  happy  were  that 


Age  of  a  man,  when  ong  experience 
Has  taught  him  knowledge,  ta<ight  biin  t< 

ranee. 
And  freed  him  from  so  many  loose  desires, 
In  which  rash  youth  is  plung'd.  Were  no 

vice — 
But  hark,  hark,  friend  !  what  ravisliing  soi 

that  ? 
Eug,  Ha !  wond'rous  sweet !  'tis  from  tl 

joining  thicket. 

SONG. 

This  is  not  the  Elysian  grace; 
Nor  can  I  meet  my  slaughtered  love 
W^ithin  these  shades.     ComCy  Death,  oi 
At  last  as  merciful  to  me, 
As  in  my  dearest  Scudmon^sfaU, 
Thou  shewd*st  thyself  tyrannical. 
Then  did  I  die  when  he  was  slain : 
But  kill  me  now,  I  live  again  : 
And  shall  go  meet  him  in  a  grove, 
Fairer  than  any  here,  above. 

Oh  /  let  this  wqful  breath  expire  f 
Why  should  I  wish  Evadne*sjire<t 
Sad  Portions  coals,  or  Lucrece*  knife, 
To  rid  me  of  a  loathed  life  f 
*Tis  shame  enough  that  grief  alone 
Kills  me  not  now,  when  thou  art  gone  ! 
But,  life,  since  thou  art  slaw  to  go, 
I'll  punish  thee  for  lasting  so ; 
And  make  thee  piece^meal  every  day 
Dissolve  to  tears,  and  melt  away, 

Theod,  Ah,  Eugeny !  some  heavenly  nyi 
descends 
To  make  thee  musick  in  these  desert  woods 
To  quench,  or  feed,  thy  baleful  melancholy; 
It  is  so  sweet,  I  could  almost  believe. 
But  that  'tis  sad,  it  were  an  angel's  voice. 

Eug.  What,  in  the  name  of  miracle,  is  t 

Theod.  Remove  not  thou ;  I'll  make  discoi 
Within  this  thicket. 

Eug,  Ha !  what  means  thy  wonder  ? 
Whattlost  thou  see? 

Theod.  I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee : 
Now  I  could  wish  myself  to  be  all  eves. 
As  erst  all  ears.     I  see  a  shape  as  fair. 
And  as  divine,  as  was  the  voice  it  sent; 
But  clouded  all  with  sorrow  :  a  fair  woman^ 
If  by  a  name  so  mortal  I  may  term  her. 
In  such  a  sorrow  sate  the  Queen  of  Love, 
When  in  the  wood  she  waiPd  Adonis'  death; 
And,  from  her  crystal-dropping  eyes,  did  pi) 
A  lover's  obsequy. 

Eug.  Let  me  come  near. 

Theod.  Sure,  black  is  Cupid's  colour:  l>^ 
and  he 
Have  chang'd  their  liveries  now,  as,  iu  the  fw 
They  did  their  quivers  once. 

Eug.  Ah  !  woe  is  me ! 

Theod.  What  means  that  woe  f 
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Theodore !  my  guilt 
o  the  woods !  No  place  can  keep 
mts  of  my  misdeeds  away, 
indentand  yoa  not. 
Matilda, 
r'd  Scudmore's  love,  bis  virtuous 


f  roe,  unhappiljr,  was  spilt. 

•dious  ditty,  which  so  late 

ir  ravished  ears,  was  but  the  note 

irtle  for  her  slaughter'd  mate : 

chance,  amidst  her  woes,  she  sends 

up  against  my  spotted  self: 

ayers  and  blessings  will  repay 

a  vent'st  'gainst  me.    Oh !  do  not 

1 

Miness  to  mv  distracted  soul 

\j^  feel !  sad  si^hs  and  tears 

tisiaction  tltat  is  lefb 

ike  to  thy  dead  love  and  thee. 

»se  lips  can  vent  no  curses ;  'twould 

;off 

e  sweetness  of  her  virtuous  sorrow. 

his  lovely  maid  > 

e  next  village. 

i  she  a  father  living  ? 

Viend ;  he  died 

5  in  her  infancy.    Her  mother, 

)  deceased,  and  lefl  her  ail 

e  that  she  had;   wliich  was  not 

itain  her.    In  that  little  house, 

i  fatal  accident,  she  lives 

ruth  and  constancy, 

ves ;  and  now,  it  seems,  was  come 

oful  passions  to  the  woods. 

r  happy  had  he  been  in  such  a  love, 

ir'd  nis  life  !  But  he  is  dead  ; 

It  may  wear  this  sorrow  off,  [Aside, 

'  relish  the  true  joys  of  love. 

thus  wander  in  my  thoughts  ? 

lust  be  curbed  in  the  beginning : 

\o  stubborn  for  me,  if  it  grow. 

',  let  us  to  my  cave,  as  we  in- 

ed, 

bject  sta/d  us. 

udeed; 

lend,  I  suffer  with  thee  in  it : 

rounded  in  two  different  kinds. 

e  gone;  though — I  could  suit — 

1  here.  [Exeunt, 


Enter  Matilda. 

Mat.  Methought  I  heard  a  noise  within  the 
wood; 
As  if  men  talk'd  together,  not  far  off; 
But  could  discover  none«    ^  The  time  has  been. 
In  such  a  solitary  place  as  this, 
I  should  have  trembled  at  each  moving  leaf; 
But  sorrow,  and  my  miserable  state, 
I  Have  made  me  bold.    If  there  be  savages. 
That  live  by  rapine  in  such  woods  as  these. 
As  I  have  heard  in  ancient  times  there  were. 
My  wretched  state  would  move  their  pity,  rather 
Than  violence.    I'll  confidently  go. 
Guarded  with  nothing  but  my  innocence.  [Exit. 

Enter  Fruitful,  Trusty. 

Fruii,  Come,  master  Steward,  yon  have  had 
a  time 
Of  sweating  for  this  wedding. 

Trut,  I  have  ta*en 
A  little  pains  to-day ;  your's,  Mr  Fruitful, 
Is  yet  to  come :  I  mean  your  sermon. 

Fruit,  Yes,  but  the  pains  are  past ;  and  that's 
the  study. 
But  to  our  business  that  more  concerns  us^: 
Is  the  deed  ready  written  that  my  lady 
Must  seal  to-day  > 

Trus,  Do  you  believe  she'll  seal  it  ? 

Fruit.  I  warrant  you ;  I  have  so  followed  her, 
And  laid  it  to  her  conscience,  that  I  dare 
Hazard  my  life  'tis  done. 

Trus,   Well,  here's  the  deed:    'tis  plainlj^ 
written. 

Ffuit,  I'll  peruse  't  anon. 
I  know  the  other  feoffees  are  as  true 
And  honest  men,  as  any  are  i'  th'  world. 

[Erit  Trusty. 

Enter  Freemak,  Euphues,  Barnet,^  Dot- 
terel, Lady  Wbimsey. 

Free,  Save  you,  Mr  Fruitful ! 

Fruit,  Worthy  Mr  Freeman  ! 

Free,  How  does  my  lady,  sir  ?  I  have  inad9 
bold 
To  bring  her  company. 

Fruit,  Please  you  draw  near,  sir ; 
I  will  go  up  and  signify  unto  my  lady 
That  you  are  here.  [Exit  Fruitful. 

Bar,  Wlmt's  he  ?  her  chaplain,  Euphues  ? 

Euph,  Oh,  y.es. 


Iff  beeuf  atc^— So,  MatAetky  A.  5.  S.  5  : 

**  1  have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  fears : 
The  time  luu  been^  my  senses  would  have  cool'd 
To  hear  a  night-shriek ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  ^smal  treatise  rouse,  and  stir 
As  life  were  in't.    I  have  snpt  full  with  horrors  I 
Direness,  familiar  to  my  slaaght'rous  thoughts, 
Cannot  once  start  me.'* 


I. 
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L,  Whim,  She  uses  praying  then,  it  seems  ? 
Euph,  YeSy  Diadain,  and  fasting  too ;  but  gives 

no  alms. 
L,  Whim.  Cannot  he  teach  her  that  ? 
Euph.  Tis  to  be  doubted : 
But  be  has  other  ways,  which  aire  far  safer ; 
To  speak  a^inst  the  fashion  ;  against  painting 
Or  fornication.    If  he  were  your  chaplain, 
He  would  inveigh  as  much  *giiinst  covetousness. 
L,  Whim,  He  would  hurt  me  little  in  that. 

But  has  he  learning  ? 
Euph,  No  surely,  madam ;  he  is  full  of  know- 
ledge, 
But  has  no  learning  at  all :  he  can  expound, 
But  understands  nothing.    One  thing  in  him 
Is  excellent :  Though  he  do  hate  the  bishops. 
He  would  not  make  them  guilty  of  one  sin, 
Which  was  to  sive  him  orders;  for  he  hates 
Orders  as  much  as  them. 

Free,  Well,  I  have  heard. 
Though  he  came  lately  to  her,  he  has  got 
A  great  hand  over  her;  and  sways  her  conscience 
Which  way  he  list. 

Euph.  Uncle,  'tis  very  easy 
To  rule  a  thing  so  weak  as  is  her  conscience. 
1*11  undertake,  that  a  twin*d  thread  would  do  it 
As  well  as  a  strong  cable.    If  he  could 
Rule  her  estate  too,  he  would  have  a  place  on't. 
Free.  Why,  that  will  follow  t'  other. 
Euph.  I  think  not: 
Rather,  her  conscience  follows  her  estate ; 
Oppression  had  not  else  increased  it  so. 
She  wrong'd  a  worthy  friend  of  mine,  young 

Scudmore ; 
And,  by  mere  fraud  and  bribery,  took  away 
His  whole  estate ;  five  hundred  pound  a  year. 
Free,  1  must  confess,  'twas  a  foul  cause  in- 
deed ; 
And  he,  poor  man,  lack'd  means  to  prosecute 
The  cause  against  her.    But  he  feels  it  not 
At  this  time,  nephew. 

Bar,  Was't  that  Scudmore,  sir,  [man. 

Whom  Eugeny,  Sir  Argent  Scrape's  young  kins- 
Unfortunateiy  kill'd  ? 

Free,  The  same.    Well,  let 
All  these  things  pass :  we  come  now  to  be  merry. 
L,  Whim.   Let's  cat  up  her  good  cheer:  a 
niggard's  feast 
Is  best,  they  say. 

Dot.  Shall  we  have  wine  gpod  store  ? 
Bar.  Oh  !  fear  not  that. 
Dot,  Hold  belly,  hold,  i'  faith  ! 
Bar,  Yes,  and  brain  too. 
Doi.  Nay,  for  my  brain. 
Let  me  alone;  I  fear  not  that;  no  wine 
Can  hurt  my  brain. 

L,  Whim.  Say  you  so,  Mr  Dotterel?   Why 

such  a  Jbrain  I  love. 
Dot,  Madam,  I  am  ^lad  I  blid  it  fur  you. 
L,  Whim.  For  me,  sir ! 
Dot,  Yes,  lady, 
Tis  at  your  service ;  so  is  the  whole  body. 
Did  I  not  tickle  her  tliere,  old  lad  ^ 


Bar.  Yes,  rarely. 

L,  Whim.  Shall  I  presume  to  call  you  servant, 

then? 
Dot,  Oh  lord !   madam !   if  I  were  worthy 

to  be! 
L.  Whim.  Nay,  I  know  you  have  good  court- 
ship, servant: 
Wear  this  for  my  sake.  [Gives  him  a  scarf. 

Dot.  Tis  your  livery,  madam. 
Bar,    VVell,  th'  art  a  happy  man,  if  thoa 

knew'st  all. 
Euph,  Madam,  I  see  your  ladyship  can  tell 
IIow  to  make  choice  in  dealing  of  your  favours. 
Dot.    It  pleases  you   to  say  so,  good  Mr 

Euphues. 
Euph,  Why,  sir,  I  speak  of  the  lady's  jod^ 

ment. 
Dot.  Twas  more  of  her  courtesy  than  my 

desert. 

Enter  Lady  Covet  on  Crutches. 

Euph.  Here  comes  the  lady  bride. 

Free.  Joy  to  your  ladyship  ! 

L.  Cod,  I  thank  you,  sir;  y'  are  very  wel- 
come all. 

Free.  I  have  made  bold  to  bring  my  frieods 
along. 
As  you  commanded,  lady. 

L.  Cov.  They  are  most  welcome. 

FMph,   Methinks  your  ladyship  looks  firesb 
to-day. 
And  like  a  bride  indeed. 

L.  Cov,  Ah,  Mr  Euphues  ! 
You,  I  perceive,  can  flatter. 

Euph,  Does  your  glass 
Tell  you  I  flatter,  madam  ? 

L.  Cov.  Bestow  this 
Upon  young  maids ;  but  let  me  tell  you,  sir, 
Old  folks  may  marry  too.     It  was  ordain'd. 
At  first,  to  be  as  well  a  stay  to  age. 
As  to  please  youth.    We  have  our  comforts  too, 
Though  we  be  old. 

Euph,  Madam,  I  doubt  it  not : 
You  are  not  yet  so  old,  but  you  may  have 
Your  comfort  well ;  and  if  Sir  Argent  Scrape 
Were  but  one  threescore  years  younger  thsa 
he  is — 

Bar.  What  a  strange  hut  tliou  roak'st ! 

Euph.  You  would  perceive  it. 

L,  Whim.   Servant,  could  you  find  in  yoar 
heart  to  marry 
Such  an  old  bride  ? 

Dot.  No,  mistress,  I  protest 
I  had  rather  have  none. 

L.  Whim.  What  age  would  you  desire 
To  chuse  your  wife  of? 

Dot,  Just  as  old  as  you  are. 

L,  Whim,  Well,  servant,  I  believe  you  can 
dissemble. 

L.  Cov,  Will 't  please  you  to  draw  near?  Sir 
Argent  stays. 
Expecting  within. 

Free,  We'll  wait  upon  you.  [Exeunt. 
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ent  Barnet,  Dotterel. 

vbat  strange  fortane,  friend,  are 

e  men  born  ? 

ie ;  surely  when  thou  wert  young, 

jidled  thee. 

pr'ytbeey  Bamet  ? 

ladies  thus  should  doat  upon  thy 

on. 

I  see  how  soon  the  Lady  Whimsey 

ove  with  thee  ? 

8  she,  think'st  thou  ? 

e !   come,  thou  perceiv'st  it  well 

bould  make  her  court  thee,  and 

ow 

penly  ?  And  such  a  lady, 

as  she  is  too  !  Would  she 

crets  of  her  heart  so  far ; 

plays  the  tyrant  in  her  breast, 

and,  as  thou  sayest,  Bamet, 

witty  lady  ;  and  I  love 

I  my  heart.     What  would  she  say 

know  roe  truly ;  that  thus  loves, 

am  but  a  poor  younger  brother? 

still  the  greater  is  thy  happiness ; 

)e  sure  she  loves  tbee  truly  now, 

ortunes* 

the  found  me  out, 

;ht  to  bide  myself? 

nore  [seen. 

ppeara,  the  more  her  judgment's 


Oh  !  'tis  a  gallant  lady  !  Well,  she  might 
Have  cast  her  eye  on  me,  or  Euphues ; 
But  'twas  not  our  good  fortune ! 

Dot.  Do  not  despair ; 
Some  other  woman  may  love  tbee  as  well ; 
Come,  thou  hast  worth,  Bamet,  as  well  as  I. 

Bar,  Nay,  nay,  abuse  not  your  poor  friends ; 
but,  tell  me. 
What  dost  thou  think  of  young  Artemia  now  ? 

Dot.  Of  her  !  a  foolish  girl,  a  simple  thing ; 
She*d  make  a  pretty  wife  for  roe  !  I  confess 
I  courted  her ;  hut  she  had  not  the  wit 
To  find  out  what  I  was,  for  all  ray  talk. 

Bar.  And  that  iv^s  strange  she  should  not ; 
but  'tis  fate 
That  governs  marriages. 

Dot.  Let  her  repent. 
And  know  what  she  hath  lost,  when  'tis  too  late. 
But  dost  thou  think  this  gallant  Lady  Whimsey 
Will  marry  me  ? 

Bar.  Mak'st  thou  n  doubt  of  that  ? 
rris  thy  own  fault,  boy,  if  thou  hast  her  not. 

Dot.  That  I  protest  it  shall  not  be ;  but,  tell 
me; 
Shall  I  express  my  love  to  her  in  verse 
Or  prose  ? 

Bar.  In  which  you  will. 

Dot.  I  am  ahke  at  both  of  them,  indeed. 

Bar.  I  know  thou  art. 

Dot.  Come,  let's  go  in. 

Bar.  Thou  long'st  to  see  thy  mistress  ? 

Dot,  '  We'll  drink  her  health  in  n  crown'd 
cup,  my  lad.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  in. 


>RE,  Neighhourt  with  tacks. 

ne,  neighbours,  pray  draw  near; 
fellow  Jasper 

wherefore  you  were  sent  for  hither. 
Ay,  I  thank  you,  friend. 
And  my  good  master  too. 
master,  touch'd  with  sorrow  and 
orse 

tppy  error  of  his  life, 
Eis !)  which  by  too  true  a  name 
ery ;  determmes  now, 
;nder  charity,  to  make 
poor  amends ;  and  to  the  world 
ruits  of  a  reformed  life  : 
'  pardon,  neighbours,  he  would  beg, 
Heaven,  be  reconcird  to  you. 
Now,  blessing  on  bis  heart ! 


Qd  Neigh.  Good  tender  soul ! 

Sd  Neigh.  I  ever  thought  him  a  right  honest 
man. 

Theod,  He,  that  before  did  churlishly  engross 
And  lock  those  blessings  up,  which  from  the  hand 
Of  Heaven  were  shower'd  upon  him,  has  at  last 
Found  their  trae  use ;  and  will  henceforth  re'leem 
The  former  mispent  time.     His  wealthy  stores 
Shill  be  no  longer  shut  against  the  poor; 
His  bags  seal'd  up  no  longer,  to  debar 
The  course  of  fitting  bounty.    To  you  all. 
Of  corn  and  money,  weekly  be'il  allow, 
In  recompence,  a  greater  quantity 
By  far,  than  men  of  greater  rank  shall  do: 
Nor  will  he  come  himself  to  take  your  thanks, 
Till,  as  be  says,  he  has  deserv'd  them  better. 
Mean  time,  by  me,  he  pours  his  bour.ty  forth; 
Which  he  desires  with  greatest  secrecy 


\k  her  health  in  a  crowiCd  cup, — I  suppose  he  means  a  bumper,  a  cup  fiU'd  till  We  wine 
c  top  of  it.    Such  a  character  as  Dotterel  is  hardly  made  to  allude  to  the  p«rji  U  tonmata 
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May  be  performM ;  for  all  Tain-glorious  ihows^ 
And  ostentation,  does  bis  soul  abhor : 
He  sounds  no  trumpet  to  bestow  his  alms; 
Nor  in  the  streets  proclaims  bis  charity, 
Which  makes  the  virtue  vice;  nor  would  he  have 
The  world  take  notice  of  you  at  his  doors. 

1st  Neigh,  See,  see,  religious  man ! 

Qd  Neigh.  Ah,  neighbour ; 
Some  in  the  world  have  been  mistaken  in  him  I 

Theod.    Nor  would  he  have  you  blaze  his 
bounty  forth. 
And  praise  him  openly.  Forbear  it,  neighbours; 
Your  private  prayers  only,  he  desires. 
And  hearty  wishes :  for  true  charity, 
Though  ne'er  so  secret,  finds  a  just  reward. 
I  am  his  servant,  newly  entertainM ; 
But  one,  to  whom  he  does  commit  the  trust 
Of  his  desires  in  this ;  and  I  should  wrong 
His  goodness  strangely,  if  I  should  keep  back 
The  least  of  what  his  bounty  doth  intend. 
Come  in  with  me ;  1*11  fill  your  sacks  with  com. 
And  let  you  see  what  money  he  bestows. 

Omnes  Neigh.  We'll  pray  to  Heaven  to  reward 
bis  goodness.  [Exeunt, 

BuPHUES,  Barket. 

Euph.  Our  Dotterel  then  is  caught  ? 

Bar.  He  is,  andjust 
As  ^  Dotterels  use  to  be :  the  lady  first 
Advanced  toward  him,  stretched  forth  her  wing, 

and  he 
Met  her  with  all  expressions;  and  is  caught 
As  fast  in  her  lime-twigs,  as  he  can  be, 
Until  the  church  confinn  it. 

Euph.  There  will  be 
Another  brave  estate  for  her  to  spend. 

Bar.  Others  will  be  the  better  for't ;  and  if 
None  but  a  Dotterel  suffer  for*t>  what  loss 
Of  his  can  countervail  the  least  good  fortune 
That  may  from  thence  blow  to  another  man  ? 

Euph,  She  spent  her  t*other  husband  a  great 
fortune. 

Bar.  Dotterel's  estate  will  find  her  work  again 
For  a  great  while ;  two  thousand  pounds  a  year 
Cannot  be  rnelted  suddenly ;  when  'tis. 
Men  can  but  say,  her  prodigality 
Has  done  an  act  of  justice;  auci  translated 


That  wealth,  which  Fortune's  blindness  had  mis- 
placed 
On  such  a  fellow.    What  should  he  do  with  it? 
Euph.  And  thou  say'st  right;   'some  men 
were  made  to  be 
The  conduit-pipes  of  an  estate;  or  rather. 
The  sieves  of  Fbrtuue,  through  whose  leaking- 

hoks 
She  means  to  scatter  a  large  flood  of  wealth, 
Besprinkling  many  with  refreshing  showers : 
So  usurers,  so  dying  aldermen 
Pour  out  at  oiice,  upon  their  sieve-like  heirs, 
Whole  gusts  of  envy'd  wealth ;  which  they  to- 
gether 
Through  many  boles  let  out  again  in  showers, 
And  with  their  ruin  water  a  whole  coantry. 
But  will  it  surely  be  a  match? 

Bar.  Assure 
As  the  two  old  death's-heads  to-morrow  morning 
Are  to  be  join'd  together. 

Euph.  Who,  Sir  Argent  and  his  lady  ? 
Bar.  Yes,  if  she  keep  touch 
In  what  she  promis'd  me ;  I'll  undertake 
Iler  Dotterel  shall  be  sure,  and  given  to  her 
In  matrimony. 

Euph.  Given  to  his  wife  ? 
I  see  thou  mean'st  in  Dotterel  to  bring  back 
The  antient  Spanish  custom,  where  the  women 
Inherited  the  land,  rul'd  the  estates; 
The  men  were  given  in  marriage  to  the  women 
With  portions,  and  had  jointures  made  to  tbem: 
Just  so  will  be  his  case ;  he  will  be  married 
Unto  a  brave  subjection.    How  the  fool 
Is  caught  in  his  own  noose !     What  confidence 
Had  he,  that  he  would  never  marry  any, 
But  such,  forsooth,  as  must  first  fall  in  love 
With  him,  not  knowing  of  his  wealth  at  all? 

Bar.  Well,  now  he's  fitted :  he  began  at  first 
With  fair  Artemia. 

Euph.  He  might  have  told 
Her  of  his  wealth,  and  miss'd  her  too;  or  else 
I  am  deceiv'd  in  her ;  true  virtuous  love 
Cannot  be  bought  so  basely :  she  besides 
Has  been  in  love,  I'm  sure ;  and  may  be  stilii 
Though  he  be  fled  the  land.    But,  now  I  think 

on't, 
I  must  go  see  whether  old  Earthworm's  son 


*  Dotterels. — A  Dotterel  is  a  silly  kind  of  bird,  which  imitates  the  actions  of  the  fowler,  till  at  last 
he  is  taken :  if  the  fowler  stretches  out  a  leg,  the  bird  will  do  so  too.  See  Ben  Jonson's  DevUi"* 
Ass,  A.  4.  S.  6.  and  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Sea  Vayage,  Vol.  IX.  p.  118.  edit.  177o. 

9  _  wne  men,  Sec. — So,  Mr  Pope : 

**  Who  sees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidst  his  store, 
Sees  but  a  backward  steward  for  the  poor ; 
This  year  a  reservoir  to  keep  and  upare ; 
The  next,  a  fountain,  spouting  thro'  his  heir, 
In  lavish  streams  to  quench  a  country's  thirst. 
And  men  and  dogs  shall  drink  him  tiu  they  burst.*' 

Moral  Essays,  £p.  3. 1.  170. 
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perfonn'd  what  she  dmir'd ;  she  stays 

t 

• 

['11  in,  and  see  how  Dotterel 

is  brave  mistress :  I  left  him  composing 

.  to  her.    There  are  the  old  couple 

oo. 

If  a  man  coold  get  to  hear 
ly  of  courting,  'twould  be  full  as  strange 
srel's  is  ridiculous :  but  stay, 

[Sir  Argent  Scrape,  Ladf^  Covet, 

(rtfjught  in  chairs. 
He  the  lovely  bride  and  bridegroom  forth : 
leC*s  venture  to  stay  here  a  little, 
he  hangings,  man :  we  shall  be  sure 
heir  love ;  they  are  both  somewhat  deaf, 
>t  speak  loud. 

content,  FU  stay  with  thee. 
rg.  Leave  us  a  while.    Now,  madam, 

youiiaveseen, 
rour  learned  counsel,  that  I  deal 

with  you ;  my  personal  estate 
B  worth  than  I  profess'd,  when  first 
my  loving  suit. 

1  marry,  sir !  a  loving  suit  indeed  ! 
Let  'em  go  on  in  their  own  proper 

dialect. 
0,  I  find  it ; 

uld  be  loth  but  to  requite  your  truth 
me  kind :  you  seem*d  at  first  to  question 
>ng  my  tit(e  was  iu  that  estate 
ras  young  Scudmore's  once ;  'tis  a  fiur 

manor. 

Tis  true,  old  rottenness,  too  good  for  you . 

.  My  counsel  can  inform  you  Uiatl  kept  it, 

enjoy  possession  while  he  liv'd ; 

f  he's  dead,  who  should  recover  it  ? 

s  are  poor  and  beggarly. 

'•g.  Nay,  I  think 

1  not  fear  their  suing  against  us. 

r.  If  they  should  stir,  a  little  piece  of 

money 

top  their  mouths. 
.  A  little  piece  of  dirt 
>  your  mouth  ere  long;  and  then  the  suit 
against  thee,  mischief! 
Pr'ytbee,  peace ; 
:  not  meny  now,  but  cholerick. 

I  think  of  my  wron^d  friend. 
V.  But  you  were  saying 
de  DO  doubt  but  shortly  to  enjoy 
isman  Eugeny's  estate ;  that  were 
JditioD  to  your  land ;  Uiey  say 
It  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
rg.  Tis  true,  and  'tis  well  worth  it. 
V,  But  what  hopes  have  you  to  gain  it 

shortly? 
rg.  He,  you  know, 
Imore's  death,  has  forfeited  his  life 
e  law ;  and  the  estate's  entail'd 
as  the  next  heir, 
rv.  But  he  is  fled. 

rg.  No,  no;  I  know  he  lurks  not  far 
fiom  bence; 


And  I  shall  shortly  learn  the  very  place 

By  some  intelligence :  I  have  provided 

IVIy  secret  scouts;  and  then  you  kaow  th'  assizes 

Are  now  at  band ;  the  time  will  be  too  short 

To  get  a  pardon,  specially  as  I 

Have  laid  some  friends  to  stall  it  underhand, 

Euph,  Here's  a  new  mischief,  Barnet ! 

Bar,  And  a  strange  one. 

L,  Cov.  And  then  you  must  not  spare  a  little 
money 
To  hasten  execution  at  an  hour 
Unusual.    Those  things  may  well  be  done. 
Else  what  were  money  good  for  ? 

Sir  Arg,  You  say  right. 
If 'twere  once  come  to  that,  I  fear  it  not. 

L,  Cov.  Well,  sir,  I  see  all's  right  and  straight 
between  us. 
You  understand  how  welcome  you  are  hither; 
I  need  not  tell  it  o'er  again. 

Sir  Arg.  No,  lady ; 
I  will  be  bold  to  say,  I  do  not  come 
Now  as  a  stranger,  but  to  take  possession 
Both  of  your  house  and  you. 

Euph.  He  cannot  speak 
Out  of  that  thriving  language,  in  his  love. 

In  Cov.  Will  you  go  in  again  ?   our  guests, 
perhaps. 
Think  the  time  long. 

Sir  Arg.  With  all  my  heart : 
A  cup  of  sack  would  not  do  much  amiss. 

L.  Cov.  We'll  have  it  with  a  toast.     Who's 
near  there,  ho ! 

Enter  Servants,  and  cnrry  them  out. 

Bar.  What  a  strange  kind  of  pageant  have  we 
seen  ? 

Euph.  Barnet,  I  cannot  tell  whether  such 
strange 
Unsatiable  desires  in  these  old  folks, 
That  are  half  earth  already,  should  be  thought 
More  impious,  or  more  ridiculous. 

Bar.  They  are  both  alike. 

Euph.  But  such  a  monstrous 
Unnatural  plot  as  his,  to  apprehend 
His  kinsman,  I  ne'er  heard  of !     If  I  knew 
Where  Eugeiiy  remain'd,  though  'twere  his  for- 
tune 
To  kill  a  friend  of  mine,  I'd  rescue  him 
From  this  unnatural  and  wolfish  man. 

Bar,  That  would  betray  his  life  to  satisfy 
His  avarice,  not  justice  of  tlie  law. 

Enter  Dotterel,  Ladi^  Whimsev. 

Here  comes  another  piece  of  matrimony. 
That  may  be  shortly. 

Euph,  'Tis  better  far  than  t'other: 
They  are  the  last  couple  in  hell. 

Dot.  Save  you,  gallants ! 

Bar.  You  are  the  galUint,  sir,  that  on  your  arm 
Do  wear  the  trophies  of  a  conquer'd  lady. 

Euph,  Madam,  I  had  almost  mistdLen  my 
lutation. 
And  bid  God  give  you  joy. 
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X.  Whim,  Of  what,  I  pr'ythee? 

Euph.  Of  this  young  gallant,  call  him  by  what 
name 
Or  title  yoQ  are  pleai'd,  husband  or  senrant. 

Bar.  He  may  be  both,  sir :  he  is  not  the  first 
Has  been  a  husband  and  a  servant  too. 

Dot.  I  am  her  servant,  sir ;  and  I  confess 
Have  an  ambition,  and  so  forth. 

L.  Whim,  How  now,  servant ! 

Euph,  I  tell  you  truly,  madam,  'tid  reported, 
(And  those  reports  are  fatal  still  you  know,) 
That  Mr  Dotterel  and  you  are  purposed 
To  bear  th*  old  knight  and  lady  company. 
To-morrow,  to  the  church. 

JL.  Whim,  That  I  confess ;  and  so  will  you,  I 
think. 

Euph,  Nay,  but  to  do 
As  they  do,  madam,  tie  the  lasting  knot. 

L,  Whim,  Do  you  hear,  servant  ?    This  it  is 
to  have 
So  proper  a  servant :  every  one  supposes 
I  must  needs  be  in  love. 

Dot,  I  would  you  were 
As  deep  in  Cupid's  books  as  I. 

Euph,  That  is 
In  Cupid's  favour.    You  are  a  happy  man. 

L.  Whim,   My  servant  has  been   searching 
Cupid's  books, 
I  think,  to  find  that  sonnet  that  he  gave  me. 
Are  you  content  that  I  should  shew  your  poetry  ? 

Dot,  Do,  mistress;  I  am  not  asham'd  on*t: 
But  vou  shall  give  me  leave  to  read  it  to  'em. 
Tis  but  a  sonnet,  gentlemen,  that  I  fitted 
To  my  fair  mistress  here. 

Euph,  Let  us  be  happy  to  hear  it,  sir. 

Dot.  Take  it,  as  it  is : 

He  reads. 

Dear,  do  not  your  fair  beauty  wrong; 
In  thinking  still  you  are  too  young, 

Euph,  How !  too  young ! 

Bar.  Let  him  alone ;  I  know  the  song. 

Dot.  The  rose  and  lillies  in  your  cheek 
Flourish,  and  no  more  ripeness  seek  : 
Your  cherry  lip,  red,  soft,  and  sweet. 
Proclaims  such  fruit  for  taste  most  meet : 
Then  lose  no  time ;  for  love  has  icings, 
And  flies  away  from  aged  things. 

How  do  you  like  it,  gentlemen  ? 

Euph,  Very  well.    The  song's  a  good  one. 

Bar,  Oh,  monstrous! 
Never  man  stole  with  so  little  judgment. 

Euph,  Of  all  the  love-songs  that  were  ever 
made. 
He  could  not  have  chose  out  one  more  unfit, 
More  palpably  unfit,  that  must  betray 
His  most  ridiculous  thed. 

L,  Whim.  Who  would  have  thought 
My  servant  should  suppose,  I  think  myself 
Too  Young  to  love,  that  have  already  bad 
One  husband ! 


Euph.  Oh,  excuse  him,  gentle  madam ; 
He  found  it  in  the  song. 

Bar,  And,  it  should  seem, 
He  could  get  no  other  song  but  this. 
L,  Whim,  Surely,  a  woman  of  five*and-tbirtj 
year  old 
Is  not  too  young  to  love  ! 

Bar,  Oh,  spare  him,  madam ! 
Euph,  Let's  raise  him  up.    I  think  the  soft- 
net's  good ; 
There's  somewhat  in't  to  th'  purpose.    Read  it 
again.  [He  reads  it  agaid, 

Euph.  — —  for  taste  most  meet. 
Very  good  ;  and  there  he  tickled  it ! 
Mark'rl  you  tliat,  madam  !  The  two  last  of  all? 
Then  lose  no  time,  for  love  hath  wings. 
He  gives  you  fitting  counsel. 
X.  Whun,  Yes,  I  like  it. 
Dot,  I   thought,  when   they  understood  it, 
they  would  like  it. 
I  am  sure,  I  have  heard  this  song  prais'd  ere  now. 
X.  Whim,  This  does  deserve  a  double  favour, 

servant. 
Dot,  Let  this  be  the  favour,  sweet  mistress. 

[Kisses  her. 
Euph.  How  some  men's  poetry  happens  to  be 

rewarded  ! 
X.  Whim,  Shall  we  go  in?    But,    pr'ythee, 
Kuphues, 
What  is  the  reason  sweet  Artemia, 
Thy  cousin,  is  not  here  ? 

Euph.  I  know  not,  madam; 
But  her  pretence  was  business.     I  am  going 
To  visit  her.     If  you  go  in  to  keep 
Th'  old  couple  company,  I'll  fetcn  her  to  yoa. 
X.  Whim,  I  pr'ythee  do !  Farewell.    Come, 
servant. 
Shall  we  go  in  ? 

Dot,  I'll  wait  upon  you,  mistress.    [Exeunt, 

Theodore,  Artemia. 

Theod,  I  will  acquaint  him,  lady,  with  the 
hour; 
And  to  his  longing  ear  deliver  all 
Your  sweet  salutes;  which  is  the  only  air 
Of  life  and  comfort  Euseny  takes  in. 
Your  constant  love  and  virtues,  sweeteSt  lady, 
Are  those  preservatives,  which  from  his  heart 
Expel  the  killing  fits  of  melancholy ; 
And  do,  in  spite  of  fortune,  quicken  him. 

Art,  Oh,  would  those  comforts  could  arrire 
at  him. 
That  from  my  wishing  thoughts  are  hourly  sent ! 

Theod,  Such  virtuous  wishes  seldom  are  in 
vain. 

Art,  1  should  be  far  more  sad  in  the  behalf 
Of  my  dear  Eugeny,  but  that  I  know 
He  does  enjoy  your  sweet  society. 
Which  he  beyond  all  value  does  esteem. 

Theod,  His  own  is  recompence  enough  for 
mine. 
And  I  the  gainer  in  it ;  did  not  griief 
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brtune  stain  that  perfect  joy 
uld  take  in  bis  dear  companjr. 
should  speak,  sir,  how  be  values  you, 
>  much  oppress  ^our  modesty, 
(or  friendsbipy  tairest  lady,  is  more 

re  true,  than  that  his  heart  so  long 
mknown  to  me.     V\\  not  be  long 
ut  him,  to  let  hhn  know 
sliall  make  him  happy  in  your  sight, 
stay,  sweet  lady,  might  be  mure 
ind  pry*d  into.    Let  me  be  bold 
»u  now,  but  be  your  servant  ever, 
happiness  attend  you,  worthy  sir. 

[Exit  Theodore. 
yself  might  go,  as  well  as  send, 
at  seeming  solitary  place, 
of  woe.    Sure,  it  would  be  to  me 
wood,  while  Eugeny  were  there ; 
btful  palace.    Here  at  home, 
liat  company  comes  in,  the  more 
?,  metliiuks;  wanting  that  object, 
ny  heart  is  fix*d,  I  cannot  be 
f  any  thing.    Nothing  can  be 
t,  but  a  hope  that  these  sad  clouds 
fortunes  will  at  last  blow  over, 
ef 's  like  a  cockatrice's  eyes; 
ind  kills ;  or  is  seen  first,  and  dies. 

Enter  Euphues. 

How   dost   thou,  couz'?    I  wrote  n 

;tter  for  thee  [hundred 

orm's  son ;  has  the  young  Terni -th* 

? 

hank  you,  cousin ;  the  gentleman 

me,  and  but  newly  parted  hence. 

H'  has  got  a  title  then,  by  coming 

lither : 

y  be  a  gentleman,  his  wealth 

it  ^ood. 
3  virtues  make  it  good : 

cousin,  there's  a  wealthy  mind 
It  plain  outside. 
How  is  this  ? 

r  quick  eyes  found  out  his  worth  al- 
'eady  ? 

ley  must  be  blind  that  cannot,  when 
;hey  know  him. 
sin,  you  may  laugh  at  me. 
By  no  means ;  I  know  your  judgment's 
good. 

B  good  as  'tis, 

tntent  a  woman.  When  you  know  him, 
1  a  man  that  may  deserve  your  friend- 
jhip, 

hove  all  slighting. 
1  am  sorry 
»t  soon  enough ;  but  pr'ythee,  cousin, 

the  ways  have  taken  thee  so  soon  ? 
'hat  taking  do  you  mean?    You  pror 
mis'd  me 


You  would  not  ask  the  cause  I  sent  for  him ; 
Though  you  shall  know  hereafter.     But  I  hope 
You  do  not  think  I  am  in  love  with  him  ? 

Evph,  I'll  look  upon  the  man,  and  then  re^ 
solve  you. 

Art,  Well  do :   perhaps  you'll  know  him  bet- 
ter then. 
He  knows  you  well. 

Euph.  Me  ?  Has  he  told  you  how  ? 

Art,  Did  you  ne'er  meet  one  Theodore,  at 
Venice  ? 

Euph,  Can  this  be  he  ? 

Art,  Yes,  very  well ;   although 
He  be  old  Earthworm's  son,  and  make  no  shew 
At  home.  [worth 

Euph,  And  have  you  found  out  so  much 
In  him  already  ? 

Art,  How  do  you  esteem  him  ? 
We  women  well  may  err. 

Euph,  I  smell  a  rat ; 
And,  if  my  brain  fail  not,  have  found  out  all 
Your  drifh,  though  ne'er  so  politickly  carry'd. 

Art,  1  know  your  brain,  cousin,  is  very  good ; 
But  it  may  fail. 

Euph,  It  comes  into  my  head 
What  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape  told  to  his  lady. 

[Aside, 
His  kinsman  Eugeny  lurk'd  hereabouts : 
He  was  her  sweet-heart  once,  and  may  be  still ; 
I  think  she's  constant,  though  she  keep  it  close. 
This  Theodore  and  he  were  fam'd  for  friendship. 
I  have  collected,  cousin,  and  have  at  you. 
Art.  Let's  hear  it,  pray. 
Euph,  You  shall.    This  Theodore 
I  do  confess  a  most  deserving  man  : 
And  so,  perchance,  your  lover  Eugeny 
Has  told  you,  cousin.     Ha  !  do  you  begin 
To  blush  already  ?  I  am  sure  those  two 
Were  most  entirely  friends.    And  I  am  sorry 
To  hear  what  I  have  heard  to  day,  concerning 
Young  Eugeny. 

Art,  What,  pr'ythee,  cousin  ?    Tell  me. 
Euph,  Now  you  are  mov'd ;  but  I  may  err, 

you  know. 
Art,  Good  cousin,  tell  me  what. 
Euph,  Nay,  I  believe 
I  shall  worse  startle  you;   though  you  would 

make 
Such  fools  as  I  believe  he  is  in  France. 
Yes,  yes,  it  may  be  so ;  and  then,  you  know 
He's  safe  enougn. 

Art,  Oh,  cousin,  I'll  confess 
What  you  would  have  me,  do  but  tell  me  this. 
Euph,  Nay,  now,  I  will  not  thank  you;    I 
have  found  it. 
And  though  you  dealt  in  riddles  so  with  me, 
I'll  plainly  tell  you  all,  and  teach  you  how 
You  may,  perchance,  prevent  your  lover*s  dangei  • 
Art,  On,  I  shall  ever  love  you. 
Euph,  Well,  come  in ; 
I'll  tell  you  all,  and  by  what  means  I  knew  it. 
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ACT  IV. 


£ARTHWORify  Jasper. 

Earth,  Out,  villain !  how  could  any  fire  come 
there, 
But  by  thy  negligence  ?    I  do  not  use 
To  keep  such  fires  as  should  at  all  endanger 
My  house,  much  less  my  barn. 

Jos.  I  know  not,  sir ; 
But  there  I'm  sure  it  was,  and  still  continues, 
Though  without  danger  now ;  for  the  poor  people. 
Ere  this,  have  quench'd  it. 

Earth.  There  my  wonder  lies. 
Why  should  the  people  come  to  quench  my  fire? 
Hacl  it  been  a  city,  where  one  house 
Might  have  endangered  all,  it  justly  tlien 
Might  have  eng^g'd  the  people's  utmost  aid. 
And  I  ne'er  bound  to  give  them  thanks  at  all : 
But  my  house  stands  alone,  and  could  endanger 
No  other  building.    Why  should  all  the  people 
Come  running  hither  so,  to  quench  the  fire  ? 
They  love  not  me. 

Jos.  Sure,  sir,  I  cannot  tell ; 
Perhaps  the  people  knew  uot  what  to  do. 
And  might  be  glad  to  see  a  sight. 

Earth.  Methought, 
As  I  came  by,  I  saw  them  wond'rous  busy ; 
Nay  more;  methought  I  heard  them  pray  for  me. 
As  if  they  lov'd  me.    Why  should  thev  do  so  ? 
I  ne'er  deserv'd  it  at  the  people's  hands. 
Go,  Jasper,  tell  me  whether  it  be  quench'd, 
And  all  secure ;  I  long  to  hear  the  news. 

Enter  Theodore. 

■  T%eod>  I  come  to  bring  you  happy  tidings,  sir. 
The  fire  is  quench'd,  and  little  hurt  is  done. 

Earth.  That's  well,  my  son. 

Thead.  But,  sir,  if  you  had  seen 
How  the  poor  people  labour'd  to  effect  it; 
And,  like  so  many  salamanders,  rush'd 
Into  the  fire,  scorching  their  clothes  and  beards. 
You  would  have  wondered  justly,  and  have  thought 
lliat  each  man  toil'd  to  save  his  father's  house, 
Or  his  own  dear  estate ;  but  I  conceive, 
'Twas  nothing  but  an  honest  charity 
That  wrought  it  in  them. 

Earth,  Ha !  a  chanty  ! 
Why  should  that  charity  be  shewed  to  me  ? 

Theod,  If  I  mistake  not  strangely,  he  begins 
To  apprehend  iu 

Earth.  As  I  came  along, 
I  heard  them  pray  for  roe;   but  thoee  good 

prayers 
Can  never  pierce  the  skies  in  mv  behalf; 
But  will  return  again,  and  ever  lodge 
Within  those  honest  breasts  that  sent  tliem  forth. 

Theod,  Surely  it  works. 

Earth.  Oh !   all  the  world  but  I  are  honest 
men ! 

Theod.  What  is't  that  troubles  you  ? 


Your  goods  are  safe ;  there's  nothing  lost  at  ail. 
You  should  rejoice,  methinks.     You  migiu  have 

suflfeFd 
A  wond'rous  loss  in  your  estate ! 

Earth.  Ah,  son ! 
Tis  not  the  thought  of  what  I  might  have  lost. 
That  draws  these  tears  from  me. 

Theod.  Does  he  not  weep  ? 
Or  do  my  flattering  hopes  deceive  my  sight? 
He  weeps,  and  fully  too  :  large  showers  of  tean 
Bedew  his  aged  cheeks.     Oh  happy  sorrow. 
That  makes  me  weep  for  joy  !  Never  did  son 
So  justly  glory  in  a  father^s  tears. 
Sir,  you  are  sad,  methinks. 
Earth.  No  sadness,  son. 
Can  be  enough  to  expiate  the  crimes 
That  my  accursed  avarice  has  wrought. 
Where  are  the  poor? 

Theod,  Why,  sir,  wliat  would  you  do? 
Earth.  Ask  me  not,  Theodore.     Alas,  I  fear 
Thou  art  too  much  my  son  ;  my  bad  example 
Has  done  thee  much  more  harm  than  all  the  large 
Increase  of  treasure  I  shall  leave  behind 
Can  recompence.     But  leave  those  wretched 

thoughts, 
And  let  me  teach  thee  a  new  lesson  now : 
But  thou  art  learned,  Theodore,  and  soon 
Wilt  find  the  reasons  of  it. 

Theod.  Do  you  please 
To  speak  it,  sir,  ^nd  I  will  strive  to  frame 
Myself  to  follow. 

Earth.  Where  are  all  the  poor? 
Jasper,  go  call  them  in.     Now,  ppythee  letm 
(For  this  late  accident  may  truly  teach 
A  man  what  value  he  should  set  on  wealth;) 
Fire  may  consume  my  houses ;  thieves  may  steal 
My  plate  and  jewels ;  all  my  merchandize 
Is  at  the  mercy  of  the  winds  and  seas; 
And  nothing  can  be  truly  term'd  mine  own, 
But  what  I  make  mine  own  by  using  well. 
Those  deeds  of  charity  which  we  have  done, 
Shall  stay  for  ever  with  us;  and  that  wealth 
Which  we  have  so  bestow'd,  we  only  keep : 
The  other  is  not  ours. 

Theod,  Sir,  you  have  tauglit  ine 
Not  to  give  any  thing  at  all  away. 

Earth.  When  I  was  blind,  my  son,  and  did 
miscall 
My  sordid  vice  of  avarice  true  thrift : 
But  now  forget  that  lesson ;  I  pr'y thee  do ; 
That  cozening  vice,  although  it  seem  to  keep 
Our  wealth,  debars  us  from  possessing  it ; 
And  makes  us  more  than  poor. 

Theod.  How,  far  beyond 
All  hope,  my  happy  project  works  upon  him! 

Enter  Neighbours. 

Earth.  Y' are  welcome,  neighbours;  welcome 
heartily ! 


\ 


THE  OLD  COUPLE. 


933 


1  all ;  and  will  hereafter  study 
*nce  your  undeserved  love, 
hall  stand  more  open  to  the  poor, 
table,  and  my  wealth  more  free 
I  cloathe  the  naked  hungry  souls, 
m  the  ill  that  I  have  done 
be  pleas'd  to  spare  ray  life  awhile) 
nfeigned  deeds  of  charity. 
L  We  thank  your  worship. 
1.  We  know  tuU  well 
ip  has  a  good  heart  toward  us. 
Jus,  you  do  not  know  it;  but  have 
d 

ause  to  know  the  contrary, 
t  thank  me,  till  you  truly  find 
ny  heart  is  chaiig'd  from  what  it  was ; 
real  and  substantial  deed, 
r  penitence,  and  be  fully  taught 
;et,  or  pardon,  all  the  errors 
former,  miserable  life, 
a  with  them ;  shew  them  the  way 
ise. 

nk  I  had  need  to  shew  *em  ; 
cs  heretofore  have  us'd  this  way. 
Ind   I'll  come  to  you,  neighbours, 
nently. 

'.  Long  may  you  live. 
.  All  happiness  betide  you. 

And  a  reward  four-fold  in  th*  other 
>rld. 

low   dost  thou  like    this    musick, 
leodore  ? 

hearty  prayers  of  the  poor, 
ies    pierce   more    than   two-edged 
ords. 

•rt  like  to  this,  can  riches  give  ! 
Ill  be  so  great,  as  to  be  able 
hungry,  cloathe  the  naked  man  ? 
<ow,  sir,  you  think  aright;  for  to 
stow 

easure  far  than  to  receive, 
o  vice,  so  much  as  avarice,  deprives 
iveetest  comforts,  and  debars 
fair  society  of  men. 
e  once  far  otherwise ;  but  now 
St  and  better  lesson,  son. 
ith  more  delight  than  e*er  I  did  the 
mer. 

et  knew  scholar  covetous, 
nd,  now  I  think  on't,  Theodore,  I 
^e 

daughter  of  my  only  sister ; 
died  a  widow,  two  years  since. 
( left  her  orphan  daughter  there, 
•w ;  if  she  have  left  her  ill, 
er  to  her.     Pr'ythee,  go 
out,  and  bring  her  to  my  house, 
e'er  the  world  may  go  with  her. 
pice  of  virtue.    Whoso  can, 
elieve  the  poor,  he  is  no  man. 
^here  lives  she,  sir? 
'is  not  a  mile  from  hence, 
irillage.    Thou  ue*er  saw'st  her  yet : 

II. 


But  fame  has  spoke  her  fbr  a  virtuous  maid. 
Young  Scudmore,  while  he  liv'd,  and  was  pussest 
Of  his  estate,  thought  to  have  marry*d  her ; 
Whose  death,  they  say,  she  takes  most  heavily, 
And  with  a  wond'rous  constaut  sorrow  mourns. 

Theod,  Sure,  'tis  the  same  fair  maid.   [Aside, 

Earth.  Her  name's  Matilda.  . 

Theod,  The  very  same !   I  can  enquire  her 
out;  [Aishde. 

And,  if  you  please,  will  presently  about  it. 

Earth,  Do,  while  I  my  neighbours  visit.    He 
doth  live 
Mighty,  that  hath  the  power  and  will  tcrgive. 

[Exit. 

Theod*  This  is  the  same  fair  nightiugale,  that 
tun'd 
Her  sweet  sad  accents  lately  to  the  woods. 
And  did  so  far  enthral  my  heart:  but  that 
Fond  love  is  vanished.    Like  a  kinsman  now 
I'll  comfort  her,  and  love  her  virtuous  soul. 
Oh,  what  a  blessed  change  this  day  has  wrought 
In  ray  old  father's  heart  f  You  Powers  that  gave 
Those  thoughts,  continue  them  !  This  day  will  I 
Still  celebrate  as  my  nativity.  [Exit, 

Lady  Covet,  Fruitful. 

X.  Cov.  But  is  that  lawful,  to  convey  away 
All  my  estate,  before  I  m^rry  him? 

Fruit,  'lis  more  than  lawful,  madam  :  I  must 
tell  you 
'Tis  necessary ;  and  your  ladyship 
Is  bound  in  conscience  so  to  do ;  for  else 
'Twill  be  no  longer  yours :  but  all  is  his 
When  he  has  marry'd  you.     You  cannot  then 
Dispose  of  any  thing  to  pious  uses; 
You  cannot  shew  your  charity  at  all. 
But  must  be  govern'd  by  Sir  Argent  Scrape : 
And  can  you  tell  how  he'll  dispose  of  it  ? 

L,  Cov,  Tis  true :  perchance  he*ll  take  my 
money  all. 
And  purchase  for  himself,  to  give  away 
To  his  own  name,  and  put  me  while  I  live 
To  a  poor  stipend. 

Fruit,  There  you  think  aright. 
You  can  relieve  no  friends,  you  can  bequeath 
Nothing  at  all,  if  he  survive  you,  madam ; 
As  'tis  his  hope  he  shall. 

L,  Cov,  That  hope  may  fail  him. 
I  am  not  yet  so  weak,  but  I  may  hop 
Over  his  grave. 

Fruit,  That  is  not  in  our  knowledge. 
But  if  you  do  survive  him,  as  I  hope, 
Madam,  you  will,  there  is  no  law  at  all 
Can  bar  you  of  your  thirds  in  all  his  land; 
And  you  besides  are  mistress  of  your  own. 
And  all  the  charitable  deeds  which  jfou 
After  your  death  shall  do,  as  building  schools 
Or  hospitals,  shall  go  in  your  own  name: 
Which  otherwise.  Sir  Aryrent  Scrape  would  have; 
And  with  your  riches  build  himself  a  fame. 

L,  Cov,  I  grant  'tis  true :  but  will  it  not  seem 
strange 
That  I  should  serve  him  so  ? 

S  G 
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Fruit,  Slitinge,  madam  f  nq ; 
Nothing  is  now  more  usual ;  all  your  widows 
Of  aldermen,  that  marry  lords,  of  late, 
Make  over  their  estates ;  and,  hy  that  means. 
Retain  a  power  to  curb  their  lordly  husbands. 
When  they,  to  raise  the  ruins  of  tlieir  houses^ 
Do  marry  so,  iuatend  of  purchasing 
What  was  expected,  they  do  more  engage 
Their  land  in  thirds  for  them. 

X.  Cov.  Well,  I  must  trust 
The  feoffees  then  :  but  they  are  honest  men. 

Fruit,  You  need  not  fear  them;  they  are 
zealous  men ; 
Honest  in  all  their  dealings ;  and  well  known 
In  London,  madam.    Will  you  seal  it  now  ? 

Enter  Trusty. 

L,  Ccv.  Yes,  have  you  it? 

Fruit,  Tis  here :  here's  Mr  Trusty  too, 
Your  steward,  madam ;  he  and  I  shall  be 
Enough  for  witnesses. 

X.  Cav,  Tis  true  :  give  me 
The  seal.    So,  now  dispose  of  it  as  I 
Intended,  Mr  Fruitful.  [Seals  and  delivers. 

Fruit,  I  will,  madam. 

X.  Cov,  Trusty,  come  you  along  with  me. 

[Exeunt, 

Manet  Fruitful. 


Fruit.  Now  all  our  ends  are  wrought ;  this  is 
the  thing 
Which  I  so  long  have  labour*d  to  effect. 
Old  covetous  lady,  I  will  purge  your  mind 
Of  all  this  wealth,  that  lay  so  heavy  there  ! 
And,  by  evacuation,  make  a  cure 
Of  tliat  your  golden  dropsy,  whose  strange  thirst 
Could  ne'er  be  satisty'd  with  taking  in. 
You  once  had  wealthr — But  soil,  let  me  consider ! 
If  she  should  marry  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
We  could  not  keep  it ;  for  his  money  then 
Would  make  a  suit  against  us,  and  perchance 
Recover  her's  again :  Which  tu  prevent, 
I  will  go  spoil  the  marriage  presently. 
The  sight  of  this  will  soon  forbid  the  banns, 
And  stop  his  love.    Then  she  wants  means  to 

sue  us. 
Be  sure  to  keep  thine  adversary  poor. 
If  thou  would  St  thrive  in  suits.    The  way  to 

'scape 
Revenge  for  one  wrong,  is  to  do  another : 
The  second  injury  secures  the  former. 
I'll  presently  to  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
And  tell  him  this;  he's  m«iitating  now 
What  strange  additions  to  his  large  revenue 
Are  coming  at  one  happy  clap  ;  what  heaps 
Of  wealth,  tfvmorrow,  he  shall  be  possessed  of: 
What  purchases  to  make ;  how  to  dispose 
Of  her  and  her*s.    But  soft,  the  cards  must  turn : 
The  man  must  be  deceived;   and  she,  much 

more: 
To  coaen  the  deceitful  is  no  fvaod.  [Exit, 


shower 
see; 


Enter  Sir  Argekt  Scrape. 

Sir  Arg.  Methinks  a  youthful  vigour  doth 
possess 
My  late  stiff  limbs ;  and,  like  a  snake,  I  feel 
A  second  spring  succeed  my  age  of  winter. 
Oh  gold  1  how  cordial,  how  restorative 
Art  thou  1    What  though  thou  can'st  not  pre 

me  legs, 
Nor  active  hands ;  alas,  I  need  them  not ; 
Posseet  of  thee,  I  can  command  the  legs. 
The  hands,  the  tongues,  the  brains,  of  other  men, 
To  move  for  me.   What  need  he  hands  or  brains, 
That  may  command  the  lawyer's  snbtilty, 
The  soldier's  valour,  the  best  poet's  wit. 
Or  any  writer's  skill?   Oh  gold  !  to  thee 
The  sciences  are  servants  :  the  best  trades 
Are  but  thy  slaves,  indeed,  thy  creatures  rather: 
For  thee  they  were  invented,  nnd  by  thee 
Are  still  maintained.     'Tis  thou  alone  that  ait 
The  nerves  of  war ;  the  cement  of  the  state ; 
And  guide  of  human  actions.     Tis  for  thee 
Old  Ardent  lives.    Oh,  what  a  golden 
Will  ram  on  me  to-morrow  !    Let  me 
Her  personal  estate  alone  will  buy 
Upon  good  rates  a  thousand  pound  a  year. 
Where  must  that  lie  ?  Not  in  our  country  here. 
Not  altogether ;  no,  then  my  revenue 
Will  have  too  great  a  notice  taken  of  it ; 
I  shall  be  rais'd  in  subsidies,  and  sess'd 
More  to  the  poor :  No,  no,  thnt  most  not  bet 
I'll  purchase  all  in  parcels,  far  from  home, 
And  closely  as  I  can ;  a  piece  in  Cornwall ; 
In  Hampshire  some ;  some  in  Northumberland, 
I'll  have  my  factors  forth  in  all  those  parts. 
To  know  what  prodigals  there  be  abroad. 
What  pennyworths  may  be  had :  so  it  shall  be. 

Enter  Fruitful. 

Sir  Arg.  Ha  !  Mr  Fruitful !  welcome.    Hem 
go  squares  ? 
What  do  you  think  of  me  to  make  a  bridegroom? 
Do  I  look  young  enough  ? 

Fruit.  Sir,  1  am  come 
To  tell  yon  news,  such  news  as  will,  perfaaps, 
A  little  trouble  you  ;  but  if  your  worship 
Should  not  have  known  it,  'twould  have  va'd 
you  more. 

Sir  Arg  Vex'd  me  !  What's  that  can  vexiP« 
now?  speak  man. 

Fruit,  I  thought  that  I  was  bound  in  con- 
science, sir. 
To  tell  it  you ;  'tis  conscience  and  the  lore 
I  bear  to  truth,  makes  me  reveal  it  now. 

Sir  Arg.  What  is  the  business  ?  speak. 

Fruit.  Do  not  suppose 
That  I  am  treacherous  to  my  Lady  Covet, 
To  whom  I  do  belong,  in  uttering  this. 
In  such  a  case,  I  serve  not  her,  but  Truth; 
And  hate  dishonest  dealing. 

Sir  Arg.  Come  to  th'  purpote. 

Fruit.  Then  thus  it  is :  My  Lady  Covet,  5*^1 
Merely  to  cozen  you,  has  post  away 
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le  estate ;  ^oa  shall  not  get  a  penny 

jring  her. 

rg.  How  man  ?  is  *t  possible  ? 

Tis  very  certain,  sir ;  I,  for  a  need, 
ew  jou  the  conveyance ;  for  my  hand 
itness  there ;  so  is  her  steward's. 
'g.  Oh  horrible  deceit ! 

Ask  her,  herself; 
ny  it,  I  can  justify  it; 
er  steward  too. 
g.  You  make  roe  road. 

I  keep  you  from  being  so,  by  a  roature 
3n  of  your  cozening. 
g.  O  wliat  hopes 

*n  from  ?  Who  would  believe  these  false 
1  creatures? 

Sir,  I  could  but  wonder 

would  cheat  so  honest  a  gentleman^ 
le  a  suitor  to  her  for  pure  love, 
g.  Love!  Mischief  of  love! 

Alas,  I  know 

It  her  estate  that  you  sought  after, 
e  was  honester ;  and  then  that  slie 
oxen  you ! 

g.  She  shall  not  cozen  roe : 
my  horse-litter  made  ready  straight, 
'e  her  house. 

But  when  you  see  her,  sir, 
e,  your  affection  will  return, 
ould  leave  her  only  upon  this, 
d  would  think  that  you  were  covetous; 
etousness  is  such  a  sin,  you  know. 
g.  You  do  not  mock  me,  do  vou? 

Who  I,  sir  ? 
^our  worship  does  abhor  the  sin 
3asness ;  but  I  confess  indeed 
vex  a  man  to  have  been  cozen*d  so. 
g.  Have  I  liv'd  all  this  while,  to  be  o'ei^ 

reach*d 

ated  by  a  woman  ?  IMl  forsake  her 
itely. 

Sir,  'tis  a  happy  thing 
en  can  love  with  such  discretion, 
-sake,  when  they  shall  see  just  cause. 
i  so  fond  in  their  affections, 
>ugh  provoked  by  all  the  injuries 
I  be  offer'd,  they  can  never  leave 
ress  of  their  hearts. 
'g,  I  warrant  her, 
such  affection  in  old  Argent. 

I  do  believe  it,  sir;  you  are  too  wise. 

Enter  Lady  Covet. 

0,  How  do  you,  sir  ? 

*g*  E'en  as  I  may : 

lot  mean  I  shall  be  e*er  the  better 

V.  How's  this?  I  do  not  understand 
u  should  mean. 
'g.  You  may,  if  you  consider : 
•u  do  not,  I'll  explain  it  to  you. 
eserv'd  such  dealing  at  your  bands? 
p.  As  what  ? 


Sir  Arg,  As  that  you  should  speak  one  thin^. 
to  me, 
And  mean  another.     But  I'll  make  it  plainer; 
You  seeui'd  to  love  me,  and  for  love  it  seems, 
Thinking  to  marry  me,  have  made  away 
All  your  estate. 

L.  Cov.  How's  this  ? 

Sir  Arg,  Nay,  'tis  too  true. 
Or  else  your  chaplain  does  you  wrong. 

L.  Cov.  Oh  villain  ! 

Sir  Arg,  Nay,  villain  him  no  villains;  is  it  so, 
Or  not  ? 

Fruit,  If  she  deny  it  to  you,  sir, 
I  can  produce  her  hand,  and  have  the  deed. 

L,  Cov.  Oh  monstrous  villainy !  Ohhnpudence ! 
Can*st  thou  abu^  me  thus,  that  first  of  all 
Did'st  counsel  me  to  do  it  ? 

Fruit.  I  confess 
I  gave  you  way,  and  for  the  time  did  wink 
At  your  false  dealing ;  but  at  last  my  conscience 
Would  npt  permit  me  to  conceal  ic  longer. 
I  have  discharg'd  it  now,  and  told  the  truth. 

Sir  Arg,  'Twas  well  done  of  you,  sir;  well, 
ril  away. 
Madam,  seek  out  some  other  man  to  clieat,' 
For  me  you  shall  not. 

L,  Cov,  Stay,  sir,  my  estate 
Shall  still  be  good  ;  the  feoffees  will  be  honest. 

'Fruit,  Ay,  that  they  will,  to  keep  what  is 
their  own. 

L.  Cov,  Oh  monstrous  wickedness !  was  e*er 
the  like 
Heard  of  before  ? 

Fruit,  I  know  the  feoffees  minds. 

Enter  Freeman,  Euphues,  Barnet,    Dot- 
terel, Lady  Whimsey. 

Free,  How  fare  you,  madam  ?  Wherefore  look 
you  sadly 
At  such  a  joyful  tune? 

L.  Cov.  Oh  Mr  Freeman, 
I  am  undone,  and  ruin'd. 

Fruit,  No,  good  madam. 
We'll  see  you  shall  not  want. 

Free,  IIow*s  this  ? 

Fruit,    Vou  shall  have  a  fair  competence 
allow'd  you. 

Euph,  What  riddle  have  we  here  ? 

L,  Cov.   Out,  tliou  ungrucious,  dissembling 
villain ! 

Fruit,  An  indifferent  means 
Will  keep  your  ladyship;  for  vou  are  past 
Those  vanities  which  younger  ladies  use ; 
You  need  no  gaudy  clothes,  no  change  of  fashions^ 
No  paintings  nor  perfumes. 

Euph,  I  would  fain  know  the  bottom  of  this. 

L,  Whim,  Servant,  can  you  discover 
What  this  should  mean  ? 

Dot,  No,  mistress,  I  protest,  with  all  the  wit 
I  have. 

Fruit,  And  for  your  house, 
You  shall  have  leave  to  stay  here,  till  we  have 
Provided  for  you. 
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L.  Cov.  Oh,  my  heart  will  break  ! 

Euph.  Here  is  the  6 nest  turn  that  e*er  I  saw. 

Sir  Arg,  I  will  resolve  you,  gentlemen  : — ^This 
lady, 
To  cozen  me  in  marriage,  had,  it  seems. 
Past  her  estate  away ;  mto  what  hands 
Tin  tUlleu,  I  know  not;  nor  I  care  not,  I. 

Fruit.  Tis  fallen  into  the  hands  of  wise  men, 
sir. 
That  know  hoiv  to  make  use  of  what  is  theirs. 

X.  Cov.  This  hypocrite  persuaded  me  to  do*t, 
And  then  discover*d  uU,  as  if  on  purpose 
He  sought  my  ruin. 

Fruit.  No,  not  I,  good  madam ; 
'Twas  for  your  soufs  health  t  I  have  done  you 

good, 
And  eas'd  you  of  a  burden,  and  a  great  one. 
S')  iiuicli  estate  would  have  been  still  a  cause 
Of  <Mres  unto  you ;  and  those  cares  have  hinder'd 
Your  quifi  passage  to  a  better  life. 

Euph.  Excellent  devil !  how  I  love  him  now ! 
NevtT  did  knavery  piay  a  juster  part. 

Fruit.  And  why  should  you,  at  such  an  age 
as  this. 
Dream  of  a  marriage?     A  thing  so  far 
Untit,  nay  mor»t  unnatural  and  prophane; 
To  stum  thtit  holy  ordinance,  and  make  it 
But  a  mere  baruaiu  !  For  two  clods  of  earth 
Might  have  been  join'd  as  well  in  matrimony ! 
ri  is  for  your  souPs  health,  madam,  I  do  thi^. 


Euph,  How  much  was  I  mistaken  in  this 
chaplain ! 
I  see  h*  has  brains. 

Free.  Though  't  be  dishonesty 
In  him,  yet  justly  was  it  placed  on  her ! 
And  I  could  even  applaud  it. 

X.  Whim.  I  protest,  I  love  this  chaplain. 

Dot.   So  do  I,  sweet  mistress,  or  I  aio  an 
errant  fool. 

L,  Cov.  But  yet  I  hope, 
The  feoifees  may  prove  honest :  1*11  try  them. 

Fruit,  ril  go  and  bring  tliem  to  your  ladyship. 

[Exit  Fruitful. 

Sir  Arg.  I'll  stay  no  longer ;  make  my  litter 
ready. 
Lady,  farewcl ;  and  to  you  all ! 

Free.  Nay,  sir. 
Then  let  me  interpose ;  let  roe  intreat  you 
By  all  the  rites  of  neighbourhood.  Sir  Argent, 
IVlake  not  so  sudden  a  departure  now. 
What  though  the  business  have  gone  so  cross, 
You  may  part  fairly  yet.    Stay  till  to-morrow; 
Let  not  the  country  take  too  great  a  notice 
Of  these  proceedings  and  strange  breach ;  'twill  be 
Nothing  but  a  dishonour  to  yon  both. 
Pray  sir,  consent;  give  roe  your  hand.  Sir  Aigent 

Sir  Arg.  At  your  intreaty,  sir,  1*11  stay  till 
rooming. 

Free,   Before  that  time,  you  may  consider 
better,  [Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 


Matilda,  Theodore. 

ATat,  ril  not  refuse  my  uncle*s  courtesy. 
But  go  and  see  his  house,     I  should  before 
Have  done  that  duty  to  him ;  but  I  thought 
My  visits  were  not  welcome;  since  he  liv*d 
So  cIo^e  and  privately. 

Theod.  Sweet  cousin,  you'll  find 
A  happy  alteration  in  my  father ; 
And  that  there  dwells  a  kind  and  hortest  soul 
"Withiii  his  breast.     Though  wretched  avarice, 
The  usual  fault  of  age,  has  heretofore 
Too  nmch  kept  back  the  good  exprt* ssions 
Of  such-like  thoughts,  he  now  will  make  amends 
To  all  the  world  ;  and  has  begun  already 
With  his  poor  neighbours. 

Mat.  Cousin,  I  shull  be 
Too  bad  a  guest  at  this  sad  time ;  and  bring 
Nothing  but  sorrow  to  my  uncle's  house. 

Theod.  You'll  be  yours^elf  a  welcome  guest  to 
him ; 
And  I  shall  think  our  roof  exceeding  happy. 
If  it  may  mitigate  that  killing  grief 
W'liich  your  so  solitary  life  too  much 
His  noiirish'd  in  you.     Cousin,  feed  it  not; 
Tis  a  diseise  that  will,  in  time,  consume  you. 
I  have  already  given  the  best  advice, 
That  my  poor  knowledge  will  afford,  to  ease    - 


Your  troubled  thoughts.    If  time,  which  Heaven 

allows 
To  cure  all  grief,  should  not  have  power  to  do  it; 
If  death  of  father,  mother,  husband,  wife. 
Should  be  lamented  still,  the  world  would  wear 
Nothing  but  black ;  sorrow  alone  would  reiga 
Tn  every  family  that  lives,  and  brins 
Upon  poor  mortals  a  perpetual  night. 
You  must  forget  it,  cousin. 

Mat.  Never  can  I 
Forget  my  love  to  him, 

Theod.  Nor  do  I  strive 
To  teach  you  to  forget  that  love  you  bear 
To  his  dear  memory ;  but  that  grief  which  lies 
Wrapt  in  amongst  it,  and  turns  all  to  poison, 
Makmg  it  mortal  to  that  soul  that  tastes  it; 
Tis  that,  sweet  cousin,  which  I  hope  that  time 
May,  by  degrees,  extinguish.     Will  you  please 
To  walk  along?    My  father,  long  ere  this, 
Expects  us,  I  am  sure,  and  longs  to  see  yoo. 

EuGEKY  tn  the  Officert  hands. 

Eug.  I  blame  you  not  at  all,  that  by  the  law 
And  virtue  of  your  places,  are  requir'd 
To  apprehend  me. 

Off.  We  are  sorry,  sir,  we  were  enforc'd  to 
seize  you. 
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.  But  I  wonder 

curious  eye  it  was  that  search*d  so  far 

ly  secret  walks,  that  did  discover 

ark  abode  of  mine,  and  envy*d  me 

itary  sorrow ;  such  a  life 

njoy'd,  a  man  might  well  afford 

most  great  and  mortal  enemy. 

Twas  a  plain  fellow,  sir,  that  brought  us 

hither, 
King's  name,  and  left  us  when  we  had  you. 
ir,  we  wish  you  all  the  good  we  may. 
'.  I  thank  you,  friends ;  I  cannot  tell  at  all 

to  suspect ;  nor  will  I  further  vex 
loghts  in  search  of  such  a  needless  thing. 
;o  mind  what  once  my  Theodore 
le  by  way  of  a  surmise :  but  sure 
lot  be  so  foul.    Shall  I  entreat  you 
ry  me  to  old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
ibman  ?  I  would  only  speak  with  him 

I  go  to  prison :  and  lei  one, 
can  spare  a  man,  go  run  for  me 

Earthworm's  house,  and  bid  his  son 
ne  with  old  Sir  Argent ;  he  lies  now 

Lady  Covet's  house:  I  have  about  me 
will  reward  your  pains,  and  highly  too. 

It  shall  be  done,  as  you  would  have  it,  sir. 
^  I  dare  not  send  to  fair  Artemia : 
;ht  of  her,  and  of  so  dear  a  sorrow 

would  shew,  would  but  afflict  me  more, 
ince  I  may  come  safely  off;  till  then 
(1  conceal  this  accident  from  her. 
me  is  swiftest  still,  when  she  goes  laden 
lews  of  mischief:  she  too  soon  will  hear ; 
I  her  sorrow  I  shall  doubly  suffer, 
ire  we  Fortune's  pastimes;  one  day  live 
c'd  to  heaven  by  the  people's  breath ; 
^xt,  hurl'd  down  into  th'  abyss  of  death. 

Enter  Euhhues,  Artemia. 

A.  But  are  you  sure  'tis  hereabouts  he  lives? 

rho  is  that  f    Tis  he,  and  in  the  hands 

:;ers !   Cousin,  the  mischiefs  done 

;  we  come. 

.  O  my  dear  Euseny ! 

:•   Artemia  too!    Ah  me!   she  swoons: 

Help,  help ! 
ip,  my  love  !  There  is  no  fear  at  all 
e ;  no  danger ;  all  is  safe,  and  full 
»e  and  comfort 
'A.  She  begins  to  come 
lerself  again. 
:.  But  pray,  sir,  tell, 
ame  you  hither,  noble  Euphues  ? 
>A.  I  never  knew  the  place ;  but  now,  by 

her 
nions,  found  it  out :  I  came  to  bear 
»mpany ;  and  her  intent  of  coming 
>  inform  you  of  a  danger  near; 
h  a  monstrous  mischief,  as  perchance 
:arce  can  credit.    Old  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
,  and  by  another  gentleman, 
ver-heard  to  say,  that  he  had  scouts, 
ad  laid  certain  plots  to  apprehend 


His  kinsman  Eugeny,  just  before  th*  assizes : 
Besides,  what  further  means  he  did  intend, 
Closely  to  work  your  death,  he  then  declar'd. 
To  the  old  covetous  lady,  whom  be  came 
A  suitor  to. 

Eug,   Prophetic  Theodore,   how  right  thou 
wert ! 

Euph.  This  thing,  when  I  had  heard, 
I  told  it  her;  and  we  with  speed  made  hither; 
But  ere  we  came,  the  mischief  was  fulfill'd. 

Eug.  1  thank  you,  sir,  for  this  discovery  : 
Howe'er  I  speed,  pray  pardon  loe,  if  I 
Shall,  by  the  hand  of  justice,  die  your  debtor. 
How  soon  from  virtue,  and  an  houour'd  spirit, 
Man  may  receive  what  he  can  never  merit  1 
Be  not  thou  cruel,  my  Artemia ; 
Do  not  tonnent  me  with  thy  grief,  and  make 
Me  die  before  my  time ;  let  hope  a  while 
Suspend  thy  sorrow ;  if  the  worst  should  fall. 
Thy  sorrow  would  but  more  enfeeble  ine ; 
And  make  me  8u6fer  faintly,  lor  thy  sake. 

Art,  If  worst  should  tall,  my  love  (which 
Heaven  forefend) 
How  could  X  chuse  but  sutfer? 

Euph.  I  will  hope 
Your  safety  yet  may  well  be  wrought;    and 

knowing 
Sir  Argent's  mind,  you  know  what  ways  to  trust. 

Art,  Good  cousin,  help  us  with  thy  counsel 
now. 
If  thou  dost  love  my  life. 

Euph,  Fear  it  not,  cousin ; 
If  I  may  aid  you,  sir,  in  any  thing. 
You  shall  command  it. 

Eug.  Sir,  I  cannot  thank  you 
So  much  as  it  deserves ;  this  timely  favottr. 
If  not  in  life,  yet  shall  at  least  in  death 
Endear  me  to  you. 

Art,  Do  not  name  that  word,  my  dearest  love ! 

Euph,  You  must  be  speedy,  sir,  in  all  your 
courses  now. 

Eug,  Then  let  me  beg 
That  you  would  meet  me  at  my  Lady  Covet's. 
I'll  rins  Sir  Argent  Scrape  so  loud  a  peal. 
As  shall,  perchance,  awake  his  bed-rid  soul ; 
And  rouze  it,  though  so  deeply  sunk  in  dross ; 
Drown'd,  and  o'erwhelin'd  with  muck.    Go  you 

together. 
And  leave  me  to  my  way. 

Art,  Farewel,  dear  love !  [Exeuut, 

Enter  Barnet,  Lad^  Wuimsey. 

Bar.  Madam,  'tis  sure ;  I  know  your  ladyship 
is  so  possess'd. 

L.  Whim,  I  think  he  loves  me  well, 
And  will  not  now  start  back  from  marrying  me« 

Bar.  I'hat  is  tlie  happy  hour  be  only  longs  for. 
But  if  so  strange  a  thing  should  come  to  pass, 
(Which  yet  I  think  impossible,)  that  this 
Your  marriage  should  break  off,  I  will  give  back 
Into  your  hand  this  bund,  which  I  receiv'd ; 
And  'tis  worth  nothing,  madam,  as  you  know 
By  the  condition. 
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JL  Whim.  True,  I  fear  it  not ; 
But  I  durst  trust  you,  if  'twere  otherwise. 

Bar,  He  waits  the  hour  when  you  will  please 
to  tie 
The  happy  knot  with  him. 

L,  ]^him.  He  shall  no  longer 
Wait  for  it  now  ;  Til  go  connrm  him. 

Bar,  But  think  not,  gentle  madam,  '^that  I 
shark, 
Or  cheat  him  in  it ;  I  have  to  a  sum, 
Greater  than  this,  from  him,  as  good  a  title 
As  right  can  give ;  though  my  unhappy  fortunes 
Made  me  forbear  the  trial  of  my  title, 
While  his  old  crafty  father  was  alive : 
He  held  from  me  a  farm  of  greater  value, 
As  all  the  neighbours  know;  I  then  forbore  it; 
And  will  do  still,  since  by  an  easier  way 
I  may  have  satisfaction.     But  here  comes 
One  that  has  lost  a  marriage. 

Enter  Trusty,  Ladt/  CovfT. 

X.  Cav,  Tell  me.  Trusty,  what  sny  ^he  feoffees? 

Trus.  They'll  say  uothnig,  madand ; 
Make  me  no  answer;  but^  that  they  know  how 
To  manage  their  own  fortunes. 

L,  Cov,  All  the  world 
Conspires  against  me;  I  am  quite  undone. 

Trus,  I  promise  you  truly,  madam,  1  believe 
They  mean  little  better  than  plain  knavery. 

L,  Cov.  Ay,  'tis  too  true. 

X.  Whim.  How  does  your  ladyship  ? 
I  was  in  hope  to-day  we  should  have  seen  you 
A  joyful  bride. 

X.  Cov,  Ah,  madam,  'twas  my  folly 
To  dream  of  such  a  thing;  'tis  that  has  brought  me 
To  all  this  sorrow,  and  undone  me  quite. 

X.  Whim.    I  hope  not  so.     But,  madam,  I 
confess. 
The  marriage  could  have  done  you  little  good ; 
One  of  your  years,  and  then  a  man  so  old  ! 

X.  Cov.  Oh,  do  not  mention  it ;  I  am  justly 
punish'd. 

X.  Whim.  Pardon  roe,  madam ;  I  must  make 
so  bold 
As  leave  you  for  a  while.    Come,  Mr  Bamet, 
Shall  we  go  see  the  purty  ? 

Bar.  I  wait  you,  madam.  [Exeunt. 

X.  Cov.  My  sorrow  will  not  leave  roe.    But, 
alas ! 
rris  a  deserved  punishment  I  suffer 
For  my  unjust  oppressions :  I  detain'd 
Scudmore's  estate  injuriously,  and  had 
No  conscience  to  restore  what  was  not  mine : 
And  now  all's  ta'en  away  !    What  then  I  would 

not, 
I  cannot  now  perform,  though  I  desire. 


Enter  Freeh  an,  Artemia. 

Free.  Fear  not,  Artemia,  there  shall  no  means 
Be  left  untry'd  to  save  the  gentleman. 
I  did  approve  thy  clioice,  and  still  will  do. 
If  fortune  will  consent.    My  Lady  Covet, 
Are  you  sad  still  ? 

X.  Cov.  Never  had  any  woman 
A  greater  cause  of  sorrow,  Mr  Freeman ; 
For  I  protest,  it  does  not  trouble  me 
So  much,  that  by  this  cheat  I  lose  the  power 
Of  my  estate,  as  that  I  lose  all  means 
Of  charity,  or  restitution. 
To  any  person  whom  I  wrong'd  before. 

Free.  Why  then,  you  make  a  true  and  per* 
feet  use 
Of  such  a  cross,  and  may  hereafter  take 
True  comfort  fronj  it. 

X.  Cov,  If  my  conscience 
Were  satisfy'd,  I  could  forsake  the  rest. 

Enter  Euphues. 

Euph.  My  cousin,  I  perceive,  has  maderoore 
haste 
Hither  than  I :  but  I  have  seen  a  pageant 
That,  in  the  saddest  time,  would  make  one  laugh. 

Free.  What,  pr*ythee? 

Euph.  I  have  seen  your  neighbour  Earthwono 
In  such  a  mood,  as  you  would  wonder  at, 
And  all  that  ever  knew  him  heretofore. 
He  is  inveighing  'gainst  Sir  Argent  Scrape, 
For  being  so  basely  covetous,  as  thus, 
For  hope  of  lucre,  to  betray  his  kinsman : 
A  thing  that  he  himself  would  scorn  as  mucb, 
He  does  protest,  as  can  be. 

Free.  I  have  known 
It  otlierwise ;  what  may  not  come  to  pass. 
When  Earthworm  is  a  foe  to  avarice  ? 

Euph.  But  he,  they  say,  has  made  it  good  ia 
deeds. 

Free.  He  has  been  so  exceeding  bountiful 
Now  to  our  poor,  and  vows  to  be  so  still, 
That  we  may  well  believe  he  is  quite  chang'd, 
And  strives  to  make  amends  for  what  is  past. 
He  has,  they  say,  a  brave  and  virtuoos  son, 
Lately  come  home,  that  has  been  cause  of  all. 

Euph.  It  well  may  be :  I  know  youog  Theo- 
dore. 
Uncle,  he  is  of  strange  abilities; 
And  to  convert  his  father  was  an  act 
Worthy  of  him. 

Enter  Servant,  and  Sir  Argent  in  his  Chair. 

Serv,  Madam,  Sir  Argent  Scrape  would  take 
his  leave 
Of  you. 

X.  Cov.  When  it  pleases  him. 


'^  That  I  skark—i.  e,  collect  my  prey  like  the  shark-fish.    So,  in  HamUt: 
**  Shark'd  up  a  troop  of  landless  resolutes."      S. 
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Sir  Arg.  Get  me  my  litter 
Ready  presently :  I  will  be  gone,  madam, 
1  now  am  come  to  give  yoa  loving  thanks 
For  my  good  chear ;  and  so  bid  you  farewel. 
But  let  me  tell  you  this  before  we  part : 
Things  might  have  been  carried  another  way, 
For  your  own  good ;  buf  you  may  thank  yourself 
For  what  has  happened  now. 

X.  Cov,  If  you  suppose 
It  bad  been  for  my  good  to  marry  you. 
You  are  deceiv*d ;  for  that,  in  my  esteem, 
(Though  once  I  was  so  foolish  to  give  way 
To  that  ridiculous  motion)  had  brought  with  it 
As  great  a  misery,  as  that  which  now 
Is  rairn  upon  me. 

Sir  Arg,  How  !   as  great  a  misery  as  to  be 
beggar'd? 

Jl  Cov.  Yes,  sir,  I'll  assure  you, 
I  am  of  that  opinion,  and  still  shall  be: 
But  know,  Sir  Argent,  though  I  now  want  power 
To  give  you  that  which  you  still  gap*d  for,  wealth, 
I  can  be  charitable,  and  bestow 
Sonaewbat  upon  you  that  is  better  far. 

Sir  Arg,  Better  than  wealth!  what's  that? 

X.  Cov,  Honest  counsel. 
Let  my  calamity  admonish  you 
To  make  a  better  use  of  your  large  wealth, 
While  you  may  call  it  yours.    Things  may  be 

chang*d : 
For  know,  that  hand  that  has  afflicted  me. 
Can  find  out  you.     You  do  not  stand  above  it. 

Sir  Arg.  I  hope,  I  shall  know  how  to  keep 
mine  own. 

Eupk.  I  do  begin  to  pity  the  poor  lad^. 

Free.  This  has   wrought  goodness  m    her. 
Who  are  these? 

Enfer  Earthworm  and  Theodore. 

^y  neighbour  Earthworm  ?   Lord  !   how  he  is 
chang*d ! 
Earth,  Twas  basely  done,  and  like  a  covet- 
ous wretch, 
IMI  tell  him  to  his  face :  What  care  I  for  him  ? 
I  have  a  purse  as  well  as  he. 
Euph.  How*8  this  ? 

Earth.  Betray  a  kinsman's  life  to  purchase 
wealth ! 
Oh  detestable  I 

Euph.  Oh  miraculous  change ! 
Do  you  not  hear  him,  uncle  ? 

Earth.  Mr  Freeman,  happily  met. 
Free.  Sir,  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 
Earth,  I  have  been  long  your  ueighboar,  sir ; 
but  liv'd 
In  such  a  fashion,  as  I  must  endeavour 
To  make  amends  hereafter  for,  and  strive 
To  reconipence  with  better  neighbourhood. 
Free.  It  joys  me  much  to  see  this  change  in 

you. 
Earth.  Pardon  my  boldness,  madam,  that  I 
make 
This  intrusion. 
L.  On,  Y'are  welcome,  Mr  Earthworm. 


Euph.  Let  me  be  bold  then,  noble  Theodore, 
To  claim  our  old  acquaintance* 

Theod,  I  shall  think  it 
My  honour,  worthy  sir,  to  hold  that  name. 

Earth.  Is  that  sir  Argent  Scrape  in  the  chair 
yonder  ? 

Free,  Yes,  sir. 

Earth,  Oh,  fie  upon  him  !    But  soft. 
He  will  be  told  on't  now.  [Euoeny  brought  in. 

Sir  Arg.    Ha !    Eugeny !     Why   have  they 
brought  him  hither? 

Eug.  I  am  come. 
Methinks  these  looks  of  mine,  inhuman  wretch ! 
Though  I  were  silent,  should  have  power  to  pierce 
That  treacherous  breast,  and  wound  thy  con- 
science. 
Though  it  be  hard  and  senseless  as  the  idol 
Which  thou  ador'st,  thy  gold. 

Sir  Arg.  Is  this  to  me,  kinsman,  you  speak? 

Eug.  Kinsman  !  Do  not  wrong 
That  lionest  name  with  thy  unhaflowed  lips. 
To  find  a  name  for  thee,  and  thy  fool  guilt. 
Has  so  far  pos*d  me,  as  I  cannot  make 
Choice  of  a  language  fit  to  tell  thee  of  it. 
Treacherous,  bloody  man  !  that  has  betray'd 
And  sold  my  life  to  thy  base  avarice ! 

Sir  Arg.  Who,  I  betray  you  ? 

Eug,  Yes,  can  you  deny  it  ? 

L.  Cov,  I'll  witness  it  against  him,  if  he  do. 
'Twas  his  intent,  I  know. 

Euph.  And  so  do  I ;  I  overheard  his  counsels. 

Earth,  Out  upon  him,  unworthy  man  ! 

Euph,  I  could  e'en  laugh  to  hear  old  Earth- 
worm chide. 

Eug,  But  think  upon  the  deed ; 
Think  on  your  own  decrepid  age ;  and  know. 
That  day,  by  nature's  possibility. 
Cannot  be  far  from  hence,  when  you  must  leave 
Those  wealthy  hoards  that  you  so  basely  lov'd. 
And  carry  nothing  with  thee,  but  the  guilt 
Of  impious  getting;  then  if  you  would  give 
To  pious  uses  what  you  cannot  keep. 
Think  what  a  wretched  charity  it  is ; 
And  know,  this  act  shall  leave  a  greater  stain 
On  your  detested  memory,  than  all 
Those  seeming  deeds  of  charity  can  have 
A  power  to  wash  away ;  when  men  shall  say. 
In  the  next  age,  This  goodly  hospital, 
This  house  of  alms,  this  school,  though  seeming 

fair. 
Was  the  foul  issue  of  a  cursed  murder ; 
And  took  foundation  in  a  kinsman's  blood. 
The  privilege  that  rich  men  have  in  evil. 
Is,  that  they  go  unpunished  to  the  devil. 

Sir  Arg.  Oh  !  I  could  wish  the  deed  undone 
again : 
Ah  me !  What  means  are  left  to  help  it  now  ? 

Free,  Sure  the  old  man  begins  to  melt  indeed. 

Eug,  Now  let  me  turn  to  you,  my  truer  firiends. 
And  take  my  last  farewell. 

Enter  Fruitful  and  Trusty. 

Euph,  My  noble  chaplain ! 
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What  pranks  comes  he  to  play  now?    I  had 

thought 
His  business  hud  been  done. 
Fruit.  Health  to  you,  madam  ! 
X.  Cov.  How  can  you  wish  me  health,  that  have 
80  laboured 
To  ruin  me  ni  all  things? 

Fruit,  No,  good  madam; 
Twas  not  your  rum,  but  your  good  I  sought : 
Nor  \v:is  it  to  deprive  you  of  your  meaus, 
But  only  rectify  your  conscieuce. 
Free.  How's  this? 
Euph,  Another  fetch !  this  may  be  worth  the 

hearing. 
Fruit.  Madam,  you  convey'd  away, 
To  three  good  honest  men,  your  whole  estate. 
X.  Cov.  They  have  not  prov*d  so  honest;  I 
had  thought 
I  might  have  trusted  them. 

Fruit.  Then  give  me  hearing : 
They  by  the  virtue  of  that  deed  possess'd, 
Have  back  again  conveyM  it  all  to  you. 
X.  Cov,  Ha ! 

Fruit.  Madam,  'twas  done  before  good  wit- 
nesses. 
Of  which  your  steward,  here,  was  one. 
Trus,  Most  true. 

Fruit.  A  nd  all  the  other  are  well  known  to  you ; 
Here  is  the  deed. 

Free.  Let  me  peruse  it,  madam. 
X.  Cov.  Good  Mr  Freeman,  do. 

[Fkeeman  reads  it  to  himself. 
Euph.  What  plot  is  this  ? 
Fruit,   One  manor  only  they  except  from 
hence. 
Which  they  suppose  you  did  unjustly  hold 
From  the  true  heir :   his  name  was  Scudmore, 
madam. 
X.  Cov.  I  do  confess  I  did  unjustly  hold  it; 
And  since  have  grieved  me  much,  tliat  while  I 

might, 
I  made  not  restitution. 
Fruit.  He  was  poor. 
And  by  the  law  could  not  recover  it ; 
Therefore  this  means  was  taken :  By  this  deed 
They  have  convey'd  it  hither,  where  it  ought 
Of  right  to  he :  Are  you  content  with  this  ? 
And  all  the  rest  of  your  estate  is  yours. 
X.  Cov.  With  all  my  heart. 
Free.  Madam,  the  deed  is  good. 
X.  Cov.  For  that  estate,  which  justly  ispass'd 
over 
To  Scudmore's  heir,  I  am  so  well  content, 
As  that,  before  these  gentlemen,  I  promise 
To  pay  him  back  all  the  arrearages 
Of  whatsoever  profits  I  have  made. 

Fruit.  I  thank  your  ladyship :  Now  know 
your  chaplain, 
Tliat  wanted  orders.  [Discovers  himself. 


X.  Cov.  Mr  Scudmore  living ! 
Euph,  My  friend,  bow  could'st  thou  keep  cod* 
ceal'd  so  long 
From  me? 

Scud.  Excuse  it,  noble  Euphues. 

Art.  Oh  happiness !   beyond  what  could  be 
hop'd  I 
My  Eugeny  is  safe,  and  all  his  griefs 
At  quiet  now. 

Eug.  Is  this  a  vision, 
•  A  mere  fautastick  shew  ?  or  do  I  see 
Scudmore  himself  alive  ?  then  let  me  beg 
Pardon  from  him. 

Scud.  Long  ago  'twas  granted ; 
Thy  love  I  uuw  shall  ateL  :  But  though  a  while, 
For  these  my  ends,  I  have  conceal'd  myself, 
I  ever  meant  to  secure  thee  from  danger. 

Eug.    Wlmt  strange  uulook'd-for  happiness 
this  day 
Has  brought  forth  with  it ! 

Scud.  To  tell  you  by  what  means 
I  was  most  strangely  cur'd,  and  found  a  way 
How  to  conceal  my  life,  will  be  too  long 
Now  to  discourse  of  here;  I  wiil  anon 
Relate  at  large.      But  one    thing  much  has 

griev'd  me. 
That  my  too  long  concealment,  has  been  cause 
Of  so  much  sorrow  to  my  constant  love, 
The  fair  Matilda.    Sir,  she  is  your  niece. 
Let  me  intreat  my  pardon,  next  to  her, 
From  you. 

Earth,  You  have  it :  Go,  good  Theodore, 
And  bring  her  hither,  but  prepare  her  first : 
Too  sudden  apprehension  of  a  joy 
Is  sometimes  fatal. 

Theod.  I'll  about  it  gladly.  [Exit 

Sir  Arg.  Dear  cousin,  Eugeny,  if  I  yet  ma^f  be 
Thought  worthy  of  that  name,  pardon  my  crime, 
And  my  whole  life,  how  short  soe'er  it  be. 
Shall  testify  my  love  to  be  uufeign'd. 

Eug,  I  do  forgive  you  freely.     Now  to  yoa, 
Grave  sir,  in  whose  rich  bounty  it  must  lie, 
To  make  me  happy,  in  conferring  on  me 
So  bright  a  jewel  as  Artemia, 
'Tis  your  consent  I  beg. 

Free.  You  have  it  freely  ; 
Her  heart,  I  know,  she  gave  you  long  ago, 
And  here  I  give  her  hand, 

Eug.  A  richer  gifl 
Than  anymonarch  of  the  world  can  give : 
Bless*d  happiiies  !    "  Gently,  my  j^^ys*  distil, 
Lest  you  do  break  the  vessel  you  should  fill. 

£n^er  Barn ET,  Dotterel,  Xadfy  Wuihset. 

Euph.  Here  comes  another  couple,  to  make  o|f 
The  day's  festivity.     Joy  to  you,  madam ! 
X.  Whim.  Thanks,  noble  Euphues. 
Dot.  We  have  ty'd  the  knot, 
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jinot  be  undone :  this  gentleman  is  wit- 
ness of  it. 

Yes,  I  saw  it  finish'd. 

^him,  Mrs  Artemia,  as  I  suppose, 

)ronounce  as  much  to  you  ? 

You  may,  as  much  as  I  shaii  wish  your 
ladyship. 

Enter  Theodore  and  Matilda. 

.  Here  comes  the  dearest  object  of  my 

soul, 
rn  too  much  I  see  mv  cruelty, 
ide  myself:  Oh  pardon  me,  dear  love, 
too  long  a  time  have  tyranniz*d 
y  constant  sorrow. 

Dearest  Scudroore, 
t  my  worthy  cousin  has  prepared 
rt  for  this,  I  should  not  have  believ'd 
tering  eyes. 
.  To  know  brave  Theodore, 


Next  to  enjoying  thee,  was  my  ambition ; 
Which  now  affinity  hath  blest  me  with. 

Eug,  His  friendship,  worthy  Scudmore,  is  a 
treasure. 

Theod,  1  shall  endeavour  to  deserve  your  loves. 

Eofth.  CoftiBf  leave  your  compliments,  at  aU 
hands,  now. 
And  hear  an  old  man  speak ;  I  must  intreat 
This  favour  from  all  this  noble  company. 
Especially  from  you,  good  Mr  Freeman, 
Although  this  be  your  daughter's  wedding-day. 
That  YOU  would  all  be  pleas'd  to  be  my  guests, 
Ap(^  ^ee|)  viih  qie  fO^  marriage  festiviUs. 
Grant  my  request. 

Free.  Tis  granted,  sir,  from  roe. 

Eug.  And  so,  I  think,  from  all  the  company. 

Earth.    Then  let's  be  merry,  Earthworm's 
jovial  now ; 
And  that's  as  much  as  he  desires  from  You. 

[To  the  Pit. 
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Lib  ACER,  her  Servant. 

Messenger, 

Captains  and  S(ddiers, 


SCENE— IBERIA. 


ANDROMANA; 


OR^  THE 


FATAL  AND  D£$£RV£D  END 


OF 


DISLOYALTY    AND   AMBITION. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Nicetes  and  Aramnes. 

I  have  observM  it  too ; 

^ase  is  as  unknown  to  me, 

IS  done  in  countries 

d  outlet. 

Some  wench,  ray  life  to  a  brass  farthing. 

As  like  as  may  be : 

ers  are  all  given  that  way  ;  especially 

r  blood  boils  high,  and  pulses  beat 

>  Cupid*s  battles;  we're  apter 

>n  a  young  flaming  girl, 

an  enemy  that  braves  it  before  our 
trenches. 
I  ask  it  not  to  know  his  privacies; 

freedom  doth  not  acquaint  me  with 
them, 

be  secret  still — yet  I  could  wish 

rtunity  I 

spection 


rtunity  to   tell 


I 


iim,  a  little  circum- 


^  liandsome,  and  set  a  gloss  upon  all. 
ght  be  chosen  of  less  public  notice : 
o  poorly  in  a  prince  to  be  thus  careless 
n  nfiairs  :  men  do  so  talk  on't — 
es  Inophilus ;  if  any  body  knows, 
e  he. 

Enter  Inophilus. 

our  servant,  captains.    Saw  yon  the 

prince  to-day  ? 

Not  we :    we  bop'd  to  bear  of  him 

from  you. 

Is  strange  a  man  adom'd  with  so  much 


Wisdom,  should  on  the  sudden  fall  off  from  the 
Care  of  his  own  fame  !  I  am  his  friend,  and  so 
I  know  are  you ;  but  to  speak  pb.inlv  to  you. 
He's  grown  my  wonder  now,  as  much  as  other 

mens. 
I,  that  have  found  a  sweetness  in  his  company. 
Beyond  whatever  lovers  dream  of  in  a  mistress, 
That  as  he  spoke,  methought  have  smell'd  the  air 
Perfum'd ;  nor  could  have  wishM  a  joy  greater 
Than  living  with  him,  next  those  of  heav*ii ; 
And  those  preferred  the  more,  because  I  knew 
Plangus  would  be  there. 
I  say,  even  I,  of  late,  am  grown  out  of  love 
With  any  tiling  that's  mortal ;  «ince  I  have  found 
Plangus  so  far  beneath  (I  will  not  say 
My  expectations)  but  the  assurances 
All  good  men  had  of  future  gallantry. 
He's  melancholy  now,  and  hath  thrown  off 
The  spirit  which  so  well  became  him ;  and  all 

that 
Sweetness  which  bewitch'd  men's  hearts, 
Is  grown  so  rugged,  so  incomposed  to  all  com- 
merce, 
Men  fear  he*ll  shortly  quarrel  with  himself. 
Nay  more,  he  doth  not  answer  the  fondness 
Of  his  father's  love  with  half  that  joy 
He  U8*d  to  do. 

Aram,  Tis  now  about  a  week  I  have  observed 
This  alteration ;  it  shakes  him  like  an  ague 
Once  in  two'days ;  but  holds  hiiu  longer 
Than  a  fit  o'  th'  gout.    They  whisper  about  t)ie 

court 
As  if  the  king  had  chid  him  for  it, 
And  now  at  length  found  his  haiuits. 
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Ino,  A  poor  discovery !  Who  might  not  find 

'em  out, 
That  would  he  so  uncivil  ?  I  was  ahout 
To  follow  him,  but  thought  it  an  ignoble  way, 
Beneath  the  name  of  friendship,  and  so  desisted. 
About  four  days  ago,  meeting  him  i'  th'  long 

gallery, 
I  askM  him  how  he  did  ?  Taking  me  by  the  hand. 
He  wrung  it,  and  after  a  Sigh  or  two,  told  nie, 
"  Not  very  well '*    But  he  had  business, 

and  so  we  parted. 
I  saw  him  not  again  in  twenty  hours  after ; 
And  then  I  ask'd  him  where  ne'd  been  so  long  ? 
He  told  me  (ns  if  he  was  ashamed 
To  deny  me  such  a  poor  request)  I  must  nbt 

know : 
And  when  I  told  him,  his  often  absence  was 

observM ; 
Is  it  ?  (saith  he)  I  cannot  help  it ;  but  it  shall 
No  more  be  so ;  and  at  the  lillt  he  stole  away  : 
Since  when  I  saw  him  not. 

Nice,  O  this  wicked  peace !    Inophilus, 
Is  there  no  hopes  of  war  ? 
To  lye  at  home  to  see  our  armours  rust ; 
AVe  could  keep  the  prince  sober  and  merry  too, 
If  he  would  but  ezcnunge  his  court  for  a  camp. 
Ino,  The  kin^  is  old,  and  doats  upon  his  son ; 
Is  loth  to  venture  him  to  danger : 
Yet  at  this  time  there  is  occasion. 
The  Argives  have  refiisM  to  pay  their  tribute, 
And  are,  for  certain,  preparing  for  invasion  : 
Sc^me  say  they  have  got  into  Iberia  already. 

J  ram.  Nay,  then  tiiere's  hopes ; 
If  we  could  but  find  the  prince  with  a  buff  coat 

again, 
I  should  be  once  more  merry.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  il. 

Enter  Ephorbas  theKingyRtVATUif  Eubulus, 
and  ABAMNBSy  tkree  Lordt. 

Eph,  See  the  ambassadors  entertain*d 
Witn  such  an  evenness  as  should  be  us*d  to  men 
We  neither  fear  nor  love ;  let  neither 
Too  much  obsequiousness  teach  them  insolency. 
Nor  any  ill  usage  brand  us  with  incivility : 
Stay  you,  Rinatus.  [Heiighs, 

[Exeunt  Eubulos  and  Aramn  es. 

r Open  thy  bosom,  and  receive  torrents  of 

sorrow, 
That  lie  like  rocks  of  lead  upon  my  soul ; 
Honest  Rinatus,  experience  bids  me  trust  thee 
With  a  mighty  secTet.     Thou  canst  not  chuse 
But  know,  my  son,  of  late,  is  much  retir*d. 
I  do  not  like  that  youth  should  be  thus  melan- 
choly : 
Let  them  enjoy  themselves ;  for  age  will  come, 
Whose  im potency  will  deny  all  pleasures. 
I  do  believe  he  loves  me.     Hah  r 
Rin,    Yes,  dOttbUesSy  better  than  sick  men 
health; 


Or  those  who  are  pen'd  up  in  darkness 
Love  the  sun. 

Eph,  I  speak  not  as  if  I  thought  he  did  not ; 
For  thou  know'st  I  humour  him,  afibrd  him 
Liberty  enough ;  I  never  chide  him,  nor  express 
The  least  dislike  of  any  action.    Am  not  I  a 

gentle  father? 
Methinks  ^ere  I  a  Son  a^in  to  such  a  fiitber, 
I  should  not  think  he  liv'd  too  long;  sbouki'st 
thou,  Rinatus  ? 

Rin,  No  more  doth  he,  upon  my  soul : 
One  command  of  yours  would  make  him  ventoie 

upon 
Lightening,  nay  almost  make  him  act  a  sin; 
A  thing  he  fears  to  name. 

Eph,  I  do  believe  thee : 
But  yet,  methinks,  should  he  be  grown  so  impioas, 
There  might  be  found  excuses. 
A  crown  is  a  temptation ;  especially  so  nearone: 
Tis  not  with  prince^  as  with  other  sons; 
And  I  am  told  too  ■ 
Hath  not  my  hand  the  palsy  ? 
Doth  a  crown  become  grey  hairs  ?    To  be  a  kiog 
Might  make  some  men  forswear  all  conscience. 
But  I  know  Plangus  hath  far  nobler  thoughts— 
And  yet  an  empire  might  excuse  a  parricide. 

Rin,  Sir!  sure  you  are  a  stranger  to  your  ion; 
For,  give  me  leave  to  say,  your  fears  are  vain: 
80  great  a  virtue  as  the  pnnce's. 
Cannot  anticipate  his  hopes  by  any  sin. 
Honour  and  duty  have  been  acquainted  with  him 
Now  too  long  to  be  divorcM. 
Some  sycophants  there  are 
(Such  creatures  still  will  haunt  the  court)  I  koov 
Love  not  the  prince,  because  he  loves  not  tliem. 
Sir,  shut  your  ears  to  them,  they  will  betray  yoa 
To  your  ruin.    Jealousy's  a  disease 
Should  be  below  a  king,  as  that  which  seizeth 
On  the  basest  spirits.   Oh,  shut  it  from  your  Mol ! 
One  may  read  m  story  what  dire  effects 
The  fury  hath  brought  forth.    Kings  make  awaj 
Their  only  sons,  and  princes  their  fathers; 
And  when  they  have  done,  they  may  despair  st 
leisure. 

Eph,  I  do  not  think  Plangus 
Hath  plots,  or  00  my  crown,  or  me ; 
He  was  virtuous  always,  and  is  still,  I  hope : 
But  why  is  he  so  much  from  court  then,  ssi 

alone  too  ? 
I  do  but  ask  the  question. 

Kilt.  It  can  be  no  design,  believe  me,  sir; 
For  crowns  are  won  by  other  courses. 
Aspirers  must  grow  popular,  be  hedg*d  about 
With  their  confederates ;  then  would  he  flttter 

you. 
Be  jolly  still,  as  if  no  melancholy  thought  wttt 

in  him. 
A  guilty  conscience  wouM  thep  teach  him  policyt 
And  lie  would  seek  to  take  suapidoa  from  all  bis 

carriages ; 
Innocence  makes  Inm  careless  now. 

Eph,  Thou  hast  almost  resolv*d  me. 
The  tempest  in  my  soul  if  almost  laid. 
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vants  bat  time  to  calm  it. 

I  hath  its  whimsies,  uor  are  we 

amine  all  their  paths  too  strictly. 

ent  awry  ourselves  when  we  were  young. 

t.  Sir! 

A.  Thoo  may*st  be  gooe^  Rinatus. 

[Exit  Rinatus. 

SCENE  III. 
Ephorbas  «o/tf«, 

blessing  of  an  honest  servant ! 
Rinatus  is  truer  unto  roe. 
ves  the  king  as  well  as  I  Ephorbas ; 
may  I  live  but  to  reward  him  ! 
le's  too  honest  for  a  court. 

Enter  Artesio. 

now,  Artesio?    thy  looks  speak  strong 

amazement ; 
with  child  to  hear  the  news:  Pr'ythee 
jick  in  the  delivery. 

t.  The  prince,  an*t  please  your  majesty — 
k.  What  of  him,  Artesio  ? 
/.  1  have  observ'd  is  much  retired  of  late. 
tk.  So  have  I  too ;  this  is  no  news. 
i.  And  I  can  whisper  in  your  ear  the  cause, 
s  cliance,  no  policy  of  mine,  betray *d  his 

privacies : 
&ces  are  not  the  engines  I  desire  to  rise  by ; 
love  to  the  young  prince  makes  me  reveal 

them. 
:>A.  Nay,  nay,  without  apology ; 
were  treason,  it  should  not  go  down 
sooner  for  all  the  gilded  preparation, 
am  I  of  so  feminine  a  humour, 
>  mistrust  a£fection  delivered  bluntly  : 

I  meaning  should  be  plainly  told ; 

wares  may  have  false  lights,  good  can  abide 

the  day. 
't.  But  I  know 
nature  of  my  office ; 

igh  kings  still  hug  suspicion  in  their  bosoms, 
hate  the  causers ;  love  to  hear  secrets  too, 
he  revealers  still  fare  the  worse, 
g  either  thought  guilty  of  ends  or  weakness; 
so  esteemed  by  those  they  tell  them  to, 
;r  unfit  or  dangerous  to  be  trusted, 
aps,  sir,  when  the  prince  and  you  are  friends 

again, 

II  tell  me,  that  had  my  love  been  real, 
>uld  have  whisper*d  the  priuce's  errors  to 

himself — 
9k,  Without  a  syllable  of  prologue  more, 
shall  verify  your  fears. 
rt.  In  this  brave  city  (take  it  as  brief  as 

may  be) 
'e  lives  a  beauty,  fit  to  cororoand 
n  that  command  the  worlds 
might  he  Alexander's  mistress,  were  he  yet 

alive, 
had  added  empires  as  large  as  his  desires : 


She's  but  a  private  merchant's  wife ; 

Yet  the  prince  is  so  fiur  gravelFd  in  her  afifectioa 

I  fear — 

Eph.  Then  there  is  hopes  I  may  recall  him : 
Love  is  a  childish  evil,  though  the  etfects 
Are  dan}i;erous.  A  prince's  errors  grown  publick, 
Wdl  be  scaiidaluus.     Poor  boy  !  perhaps 
Thejeal  us  husband  may  comiiiit  a  murder; 
I  would  not  have  hiin  cut  off  so  young : 
Love  should  be  princes  recreation,  not  their 

business. 
What  physick  must  we  give  him  for  his  cure  ? 

Art.  I  dare  not  counsel  you  ; 
But  in  my  poor  judgment  some  gentle 
Fatherly  persuasions  will  work  upon  so  good  a 
nature. 

Eph.  Could*bt  thou  but  possibly  effect 
lluw  I  might  take  him  napping  ? 

Art.  That  is  beyond  my  skill : 
But  I  can  shew  you  the  house,  and  time 
He  walks  from  hence  in,  which  will  be 
About  an  hour  hence ;  for  then  her  husband 
Conies  home  from  tue  Ryaito. 

Eph.  Time  will  not  tarry  for  a  king;  let's  go. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Ino,  What  is  become  of  this  young  prince  ? 
or  where 
Doti)  he  bestow  himself?  Doth  he  walk  invisible  ? 
Where  have  I  been  to  look  him  ?  the  horses 
Are  in  the  stables,  his  page  and  I  at  home  too. 
That  us*d  to  be  as  inseparable  companions.—^ 

Enter  Nicetes,  Aramnes. 

Aram.   Well  met,  gentlemen !    where  is  the 
hermit  Plangus? 

Nice.  We  cannot  tell,  nor  have  we  been  to 
seek  him. 
If  at  the  court,  we  shonld  hear  presently; 
If  not,  we  might  be  too  officious  in  his  search^ 
And  our  enquiry  might  make  his  absence 
But  so  much  the  more  notorious ; 
And  I'm  confident  he's  well : 
His  virtue  guards  him  still  from  all  mischances.. 

Ino.  Though  his  company's  the  dearest  thing 
I  love. 
Yet  for  his  good  I  could  digest  his  absence. 
But  that  I  doubt  a  mighty  mischief  might  spring 
From  this  small  grain  of  indiscretion. 
The  king  ir  old,  and  tliere  are  knaves  about  the 

court. 
That  (if  he  knew  it  not)  would  tell  him  so  : 
And  men  conscious  to  themselves  of  a  deficiency^ 
Are  still  most  jealous  of  a  crowing  worth. 
Perhaps  a  tliiuking  father  (tor  plodding 
Is  old  age's  sickness)  may  take  notice  of 
His  son's  retirement,  and  misconstrue  it  so: 
Nothing  is  impossible — Heaven  send  itocherwise! 

Arum.  This  cure  becomes  you,  sir; 
But  I  dare  swear  'tis  needless :  tlie  king 
Is  but  an  ill  dissembler ;  and  had  be 
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But  the  least  thought  of  such  a  thing,  he'd  hide  it 
Less  than  the  sun  conceals  his  brightness : 
Besides,  a  man  as  great  as  Ephorbas  is. 
Whose  rule  of  living  hathbeen  directed  by 
The  line  of  virtue,  cannot  mistrust  that  vice 
In  his  own  son,  of  which  himself  was  never  guilty ; 
Had  his  younger  years  been  tainted  with 
Inordinate  desires,  or  had  his  crown  been 
The  effect  of  some  audacious  crime,  perhaps 
His  guilty  conscience  might  have  mistrusted ; 
But  'tis  impossible  where  there  is  no  guilt. 
To  fear  a  punishment. 

Ino.  You  speak  my  hopes : 
But  this  for  certain,  gentlemen,  the  king. 
Who  was  admired  for  his  matchless  sleeping. 
Whose  night  no  noise  disturbed,  and  it   was 

difficult 
To  wake  before  liis  hour,  sleeps  but  unquietly  of 

late, 
Will  sta^  at  mid-night,  and  cry  Plangus : 
Is  gr.  edy  after  news,  and  walks  unevenly, 
And  sometimes  on  the  sudden  looks  behind  him ; 
And  when  one  speaks  to  him,  scarcely  marks 

one  syllable. 
Surely  the  mind  of  some  distemper  shakes 
His  soul  into  his  looseness. 

Enter  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  the  prince  desires 
To  meet  you  half  an  hour  hence  i*  th*  gallery. 
Ino,  Me? 

Mess,  Yes,  my  lord. 
Ino.  I  shall.    Your  servant,  captains. 
AIL  Yours,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  at  several  doors. 


SCENE  V. 

Plangus,  Andromana. 

Plan,  It  cannot  be  so  late. 
And.  Believe  't,  the  sun  is  set,  my  dear. 
And  candles  have  usurped  the  office  of  the  day. 

Plan,  Indeed,  methniks  a  certain  mist, 
Like  darkness,  hangs  on  my  eye-lids. 
But  too  great  lustre  may  undo  the  sight : 
A  man  may  stare  so  long  upon  the  sun,  that  he 
May  look  his  eyes  out ;  and  certainly  'tis  so  with 

me; 
I  have  80  greedily  swallow'd  thy  light, 
That  I  have  spoii'd  my  own. 
And,  Whyshouldst  thou  tempt  me  to  my  ruin 
thus.' 
As  if  thy  presence  were  less  welcome  to  me, 
Than  day  to  one,  who  ('tis  so  long  ago 
He  saw  the  sun)  hath  forgot  what  li^ht  is. 
Love  of  thy  presence  makes  me  wish  this  ab- 
sence. 
Phcebus  himself  must  suffer  an  eclipse, 
And  clouds  are  still  foils  to  the  brightest  splen- 
dor: 
Some  short  departure  will  (like  a  river  stopt)      | 


Make  the  current  of  our  pleasures  mo 
The  higher  at  our  next  meeting. 

Plan,  Alas,  my  dearest !  tell  those  so, 
That  know  not  what  it  is  to  part  from  blessing; 
Bid  not  him  surfeit  to  taste  health's  sweetness, 
That  knows  what  'tis  to  groan  under  a  disease. 
And,  Then  let  us  stand  and  out-face  danger, 
Since  you  will  have  it  so ;  despise  report. 
And  contemn  scandals  into  nothing. 
Which  vanish  with  the  breath  that  utters  'em; 
Love  is  above  these  vanities.    Should 
The  innocent  thing  my  husband  take  thee  here. 
He  could  not  spite  me  but  by  growingje:dous; 
And  jealousy's  black  effect  would  be  a  cloister 
Perhaps  to  kill  me  too :  But  that's  impa<(sible, 
I  cannot  die  so  long  as  Plangus  loves  me. 
Yet  say  this  piece  of  earth  should  play  the  coward, 
And  fall  at  some  unlucky  stroke. 
Love  would  transport  my  better  half  to  its  center, 
I  langus'  heart,  and  I  should  live  in  him. 
But,  sir,  you  have  a  fame  to  lose,  which  sliould  be 
A  prince's  only  care  and  darling. 
Which  should  have  an  eternity  beyond  his  life: 
If  he  should  Uike  that  from  you,  I  should 
Be  kiird  indeed. 

Plan.  Why  dost  thou  use 
These  arguments  to  bid  me  go. 
Yet  chain  me  to  thy  tongue,  while  the  angel-like 
Musick  of  thy  voice  entring  my  thirsty  ears, 
Charms  up  my  fears  to  immobility? 
'TIS  more  impossible  for  me  to  leave  thee. 
Than  for  this  carcase  to  quait  away  its  grare* 

stone. 
When  it  lies  destitute  of  a  soul  to  inform  it. 
Mariners  might  witli  far  greater  ease 
Hear  whole  shoals  of  Sirens  singing. 
And  not  leap  out  to  their  destruction. 
Than  I  forsake  so  dangerous  a  sweetness. 
And.  I  will  be  dumb  then. 
Plan.  I  will  be  deat  first.   I've  thought  a  way 
now, 
I'll  run  from  hence,  and  leave  my  soul  behind  me. 
It  shall  be  so— and  yet  it  shall  not  neither : 
What !  shall  a  husband  banish  a  prince  his  liouse 
For  fear?   A  husband  !  'tis  but  an  airy  title ; 
I  will  command  there  shall  be  no  such  thing. 
And  then  Andromana  is  mine,  or  his,  or  anj 

man's 
She  will  herself.    These  ceremonies 
Fetter  the  world,  and  I  was  born  to  free  it. 
Shall  man,  that  noble  creature,  be  afraid 
Of  words,  things  himself  made? 
Shall  sounds,  a  thing  of  seven-small  letters,  give 
Check  to  a  prince's  will  ? 

And.  Did  you  not  promise  me,  dear  sir? 
Have  you  not  sworn  too,  you  would  not  stay 

beyond  the  time  ? 
Have  oaths  no  more  validity  with  princes? 
Let  me  not  think  so. 

Plan,  Come,  1  will  go,  thou  shalt  not  ask  in 


vain; 


But  let  us  kiss  at  parting,  it  may  be  our  last, 
perhaps. 
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not  DOW  move  one  foot,  though  all  the 

furies 
Bvhip  me  forward  with  tlieir  snakes, 
y  thou  stol*iit  my  heart,  just  now  thou 

stol'st  it. 
OD  bullet  might  have  kiss'd  my  lips 
I  me  as  much  life. 

Vhe  King  having  listeh'df  comes  in  softly^ 
we  betray*d  ? 

rt  ?   speak,  or  resolve  to  die. 
.  A  well-wisher  of  the  prince's, 
.  The  kin^? — It  cannot  be !   [He  ttartt, 
.  Though  thou  hast  thrown  all  nature  off, 
t  what's  mv  duty.    Ungracious  boy  ! 
been  the  o&pring  of  a  sinful  bed, 
light'st  have  claim'd  adultery  as  inherit- 
ance; 
ould  have  been  thy  kinsman,  and  what 

enormity 
iser  life  could  have  been  guilty  of, 
ind  excuse  in  an  unnatural  conception, 
e  hereafter  seek  another  father : 
OS  cannot  call  him  son,  that  makes  lust 

his  deity, 
sat  known — (but  we  are  hoodwink'd  sdll 
nischances)  I  should  have  had  a  son, 
ould  make  it  his  study  to  embrace  cor- 
ruption, . 
ke  deliaht  in  unlawful  sheets, 
1  have  hugg'd  a  monster  in  mine  arms 
thy  mother. — Good  o  heavens ! 
Mrili  this  world  come  to  at  last  ? 
princes,  that  should  be  the  patterns 
virtue,  lead  up  tlie  dance  to  vice ! 
shall  we  call  our  own,  when  our  own  wives 
I  their  faith,  and  prove  false  to  us  ? 
I  with  so  much  care  promi&'d  myself 
Gifting  a  spring  of  comfort,  and  are  all 
blossoms  nipt,  and  buds  bm'nt  up  by  the 

fire 
:  and  sin  ? — 

[  thus  long  laboured  against 
illowB,  that  did  oppose  my  growing  hopes, 
lust  I  perish  in  the  haven^s  mouth  ? 
Iph  but  this  to  be  devoured  in  ? 
not  youth's  inclination  find  out 
ler  rock  to  split  itself  upon  ? 
t  thou  hugg'd  drunkenness,  the  wit 
rtb  of  company  mi^ht  have  excus'd  it. 
^ity  had  been  a  sm  a  prince 
'.  have  been  proud  in,  compar'd  to  this, 
d  thy  greener  years  incited  thee  to  treason 
ittempt  a  doubting  father's  crown, 
i  been  a  noble  vice, 
ition  runs  through  the  veins  of  princes ; 
ngs  forth  acts  great  as  themselves  and  it ; 
i  on  to  honour,  and  resolves  great  things, 
his,  this  leachery  is  such  a  thini(, 
I  too  brave  a  name  for't.    A  prmce 
ght  say  my  son,  but  let  that  pass) 
dare  to  show  himself  to  nought 
iarkness,  and  black  chambers,  whose  mo- 
tions 


Like  some  planet  are  all  excentric. 
Not  two  hours  together  in  his  own  sphere. 
The  court  ? — but  I  am  tame  to  talk  thus  ; 
Begone  with  as  much  speed  as  a  coward  would 
Avoid  his  death ;  and  never  more  presume 
To  look  upon  this  woman,  this  whore. 
Thou  losest  both  thy  eyes  and  me  else. 

[Plancus  is  going  out,  but  comes  again. 
Plan.  Sir,  the  reverence  that  I  owe  my  fiither, 
And  the  injury  I  have  done  this  gentlewoman,  . 
Had  charm'd  me  up  to  silence;  but  I  must 
Speak  something  for  her  honour : 
When  I  have  done,  command  me  to  the  altar. 
Whilst  (I  confess)  you  tainted  me  with  sin, 
I  did  applaud  you,  and  condemn  myself. 
It  look'd  like  a  father's  care. — But  when 
You  us'd  that  term  of  whore  to  her  that  stands 

there, 
I  would  have  given  ten  thousand  kingdoms 
You  had  had  no  more  relation  to  me. 
Than  hath  the  northern  to  the  southern  pole. 
I  should  have  flown  to  my  revenge  swifter  than 

hghtning. 
But  I  forbare,  and  pray  imagine  not  what  I  had 
done. 
King,  Upon  my  life,  she  is  very  handsome. 

[Aside, 
Plan.  To  be  a  whore  is  more  unknown  to  her. 
Than  what  is  done  in  the  Antipodes ; 
She  is  so  pure  she  cannot  think  a  sin. 
Nor  ever  heard  the  name  to  understand  it. 
King,  No  doubt,  these  private  meetings 
Were  to  read  her  moral  lectures,  and  teacb  her 
Chastity. 

i'lan.  Nay,  give  me  leave,  sir, 
I  do  not  say  my  addresses  have  been  all  so  vir- 
tuous ; 
For  whatsoever  base  desires  a  flaming  beauty 
Could  kindle  in  a  heart,  were  all  alive  in  me. 
And  prompted  me  to  seek  some  ease,  by  quench- 
ing 
Burnings  hotter  than  £tna. 
Imagine  but  a  man  that  had  drunk  mercury, 
And  had  a  fire  within  his  bones. 
Whose  blood  was  hotter  than  the  melted  ore  ^ 
If  he  should  wish  for  drink,  nay  steal  it  too. 
Could  you  condemn  him  ? 

Eph,  Marry'd,  do  they  say  ?  [Aside. 

Plan.  1  did  endure  a  heat  seas  could  not  cool; 
It  would  have  kill'd  a  salamander. 
Then,  taught  both  impudence  and  wit, 
I  singled  out  my  foe,  us'd  all  the  arts 
That  love  could  think  upon,  and  in  the  end 
Found  a  most  absolute  repulse. 

King.  Well,  Plangus,  youth  excuses  the  first 
fault, 
I  But  a  relapse  exceeds  all  pardon. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Pla»cu8: 


SCENE  IV, 

And,  Curst  be  old   age,  and   he  that  first 
numbered  fourscore! 


us 
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What  devil  has  hetrayM  us  to  a  doating  fool  ? 
Did  I  but  now  promise  myself  what  hopes 
Ambitious  thoughts  could  reach ;  and  shall  I  sink 
Down  to  my  fir^t  foundation  without  the  plea- 
sure of 
A  tasted  greatness  ?  Death  and  disgrace ! 
I  dare  provoke  the  utmost  of  your  malice, 
After  the  sweetness  of  some  sharp  revenge. 

Enter  Libacer  in  haste. 

Lib,  Madam,  my  master. 

And,  You  may  both  hang  together. 

Lib,  Why,  this  it  is,  if  a  man  should  kill  his 
father 
For  you,  he  should  be  thus  rewarded ;  as  soon  as 
Your  turn's  served,  I  may  be  hang*d  that  did  it. 

And,  Since  he  is  dead ;  how  was  it  done  ? 

Lib.   Why,  nothing;  only  as  he  was  taking 
water 
At  the  Ryalto,  his  foot  slip'd  a  little, 
And  he  came  tumbling  in  the  sea; 
Whence  he  was  taken  up,  but  not  alive. 

And.  Heav*n  prospers  not  these  courses, 
I  see  it  plainly ;  let  them  be  acted  with  as  much 

closeness, 
Or  to  what  eqd  soever,  they  never  thrive.     Li- 
bacer, 
We  are  undone,  undone;  the  king  hath  found 
His  son  here,  and  I  have  lost  him  to  eternity. 

Lib.  You  women  are  the  shallowest  creatures; 
You  never  look  beyond  the  present. 
Rome  was  not  built  iu  one  day,  madam ; 
Greatness  is  never  sweet  that  comes  too  easily. 
Should  Plangus  be  a  fool  now,  and  obey  his 

father — 
Pox  o'  this  virtue,  it  spoils  most  men  living. 
We  have  hopes  yet ;  revenge  is  something ; 
And  if  my  old  trade  fail  not, 
Princes  are  mortal  as  well  as  other  men  ; 
Yet  my  soul  inspires  me  with  half  a  confidence 
That  lleon  hath  not  dy'd  in  vain.     I  use  to  see 
As  far  into  mischief  as  another :  Fll  go  to  him, 
And  if  I  bring  him  not  within  this  half  hour, 


As  hot  and  eager  on  the  scent  as  e'er  he  was, 
Take  me  and  hang  me  at  ray  comnig  home. 
— Mudam,  here  is  a  messenger  from  court. 

{^At  he  is  going  out  he  meets  Abtcsio. 

And.  If  from  thence,  I  may  be  bold  to  ask, 
How  Plnngus,  the  noblest  prince  alive,  doth? 

Art.  Madam,  as  well  as  soldiers  can 
That  are  sick  for  honour ;  I  suppose  by  this  time 
H'ath  left  the  court,  and  is  gone  iu  quest  for  glory, 
Which  he  intends  to  ravish  from  young  Argo'i 

brow. 
The  valiant  leader  of  the  Argives'  army. 

And.  I'm  confident  then,  sir. 
Your  business  is  not  to  me ;  if  any  body  e1« 
Hath  sent  you,  sir,  be  pleased  to  spare  the  mes- 
sage. 
And  tell  them,  I  neither  have  leam'd  the  tricks 
O'  th'  court,  nor  yet  intend  it :  I  want  no  new 

gowns. 
And  have  heard  men  forswear  themselves 
In  better  language,  and  to  better  purpose 
Than  gaining  of  a  lady's  honour. 

Art,  Madam,  my  business  is  from  the  kinf, 
Who  doth  intreat  you  would  be  pleas'd  to  bles 
The  court  this  afternoon  with  your  fair  presence^ 
And  bring  an  answer ;  I  must  not  stay  for  one. 

(EjU  Am. 

And.  Now  we  do  see  an  end  of  all  our  mis- 
chiefs ; 
The  prince  is  gone  from  court,  and  the  king 
Hath  sent  for  us ;  Doth  not  the  name 
Strike  terror  to  thy  curdling  blood  ? 

Lib.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  at  all : 
As  far  as  I  See,  you're  better  than  you  were. 
1*11  lay  my  life  the  old  man  would  turn  gamester. 
Take  my  counsel,  play  deep  or  not  at  all : 
Not  an  ace  under  a  kingdom.    Your  grace, 
I  hope,  will  remember  your  poor  friends. 

And,  If  I  do  find  any  such  thing. 
Let  me  alone  to  melt  his  ice. 
Go,  get  me  mourning  with  all  haste.  [Exit  Iji< 
Let  froward  fortune  do  her  worst ;  I  shall 
Create  my  greatness,  or,  attempting,  fall ; 
And  when  I  fall,  I  will  deserve  my  ruin.  [Ent- 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 
Dn^er  Plangus,  Nicetbs,  Arammes. 

Nice,   What,  sir,  and  are  you  melancholy, 

when  fate 
Hath  shower'd  a  happiness  so  unexpected  on  us? 
This  ugly  sneaking  peace  is  the  soldier's  rock 
He  splits  his  fortunes  on.     Bawdry's  a  virtue  to't. 
Pox  o'  these  beaver-hats,  they  make  one's  head 

ake  [knock 

Worse  than  a  cap  of  steel ;  and  bear  not  off  a 
The  tenth  part  so  well. 
Flan.  You're  mad  for  fighting,  gentlemen. 


And  we  shall  have  enough  of  it 

The  Argives^  fifty  thomand  strong. 

Have  like  a  whiriwind  borne  down  all  before'eiD; 

And  I,  with  thirteen  thousand,  that  remain 

Yet  undisbanded  of  the  last  expedition, 

Have  command  to  fight  that  multitude 

Of  old  tough  soldiers:  while  ours. 

In  a  month  or  two,  won't  have  pick'd  up  tfait 

valour 
That  in  this  idle  time  hath  slipt  from  'em. 
They  have  forgot  what  noise  a  musket  makes; 
And  start  if  they  but  hear  a  drum : 
Are  these  fellows  either  enow,  or  fil^ 
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On  whom  a  kingdom's  safety  should  be  built  ? 
Indeed  were  they  to  encounter  some  mistress, 
Or  storm  a  brothel-house,  perliaps  theyM  venture ; 
But  for  my  part,  I  yield ;  nor  would  1  oppose  my 

iiither : 
If  he  sees  good  we  perish,  I  am  already  sacrific*d ; 
Yet  our  enemies  shall  dearly  purchase   their 

victory. 
Pray  look  to  your  charge,  Nicetes,  and  you 
Aramnes,  with  all  care  and  speed;  and  when 

you  come 
Into  the  netd,  then  let  me  see  this  countenance, 
That  frowning  smile,  and  I  shall  like  it. 
I  love  a  man  runs  laughing  upon  death — 
But  we  lose  time  in  talk.         [Ex.  Nic.  Aram. 


SCENE  II. 
Enter  Inophilus. 

Ino.  Your  servant,  captains.   Sir,  pray  a  word 
with  you. 

Plan,    Pr'ythee  be    short,    Inophilus,   thou 
know*st  my  business. 

Ino,  Sir,  I  am  mad  to  see  your  tameness : 
A  man  bound  up  by  magic  is  not  so  still  as  you ; 
Nuthtog  was  ever  precipitated  thus, 
And  yet  refused  to  see  it's  ruin. 

Plan.  Thou  art  tedious,  I  shall  not  tarry. 

Ino.  You  are  made  general. 

Plan.  I  know  it. 

Ino.  Against  the  Argives. 

Plan.  So. 

Ino.  With  thirteen  thousand  men,  no  more,  sir. 

Plan.  I  am  glad  on't,the  honour  is  the  greater. 

Ino.  The  danger  is  the  greater ;  you  will  be 
kiird,  sir. 
And  lose  your  army. 

Plan.  Is  this  all  ?  I  care  not. 

Ino,  But  so  do  I,  and  so  do  all  your  friends. 
I  smell  a  rat,  sir;  there's ju^ling  in  this  business; 
I  am  as  confident  of  it  as  lam  alive. 
The  king  might  within  this  twenty-four  hours 
Have  made  a  peace  on  fair  conditions. 

Plan.  But  aishonourable. 

Ino.  And  would  not. 
On  a  svdden  useth  the  ambassadors  scurvily. 
And  provokes  the  Argives,  yet  himself 
In  no  posture  of  defence. 

Plan.  But 

Ino.  Pray  give  me  leave,  sir. 
After  this,  you  are  on  a  sudden  created  general. 
And  pack'd  away  with  a  crowd  of  unhewn  fellows^ 
Whose  courage  hangs  as  loose  about  them 
As  a  slut's  petticoats.    Sir,  he  had  other  spirits 
In  the  court,  created  for  such  perils. 
Excuse  me,  I  know  you  fear  not  to  meet  destruc- 
tion; 
But  where  men  are  sure  to  perish, 
Twere  well  the  persons  were  of  less  concern- 
ment. 
He  might*  have  let  you  staid  till  you  had  gather'd 

VOL.  III. 


An  array  fit  for  your  command,  and  sent 
Some  petty  things  upon  this  expedition, 
Whose  loss  would  have  been  nothing,  and  of 

whom 
It  might  have  been  recorded  in  our  story 
As  an  honour,  that  they  died  monuments 
Of  the  king's  folly.     But  let  that  pass; 
You'll  say  perhaps,  you  only  have  a  spirit 

Fit  for  such  undertakings 1  wish  you  had 

not ; 
Your  want  then  would  not  be  half  so  grievous. 
But  here's  the  prodigy !   you  must  fight  them 

presently. 
Come,  'tis  a  project  put  into  the  kind's  head 
By  some  who  have  a  plot  on  you  and  him. 

Plan.  It  may  be  so,  Inophilus,  and  I  believe 
All  this  is  true  you  tell  nie,  and  it  might  startle 
A  man  were  less  resolv'd  than  I. 
But  danger  and  I  have  been  too  long  acquainted 
To  shun  a  meeting  now ;  I  am  engaged, 
And  cannot  any  ways  come  off  with  reputation. 
Hadst  told  me  this  before,  perhaps  I  might 
Have  thought  on*t — and  yet  I  should  not  neither. 
If  the  king  thinks  I  am  grown  dangerous, 
Tis  all  one  to  mc  which  way  he  takes  me  from 

his  fears. 
He  could  not  do  it  handsomer  than  thus ; 
It  makes  less  noise  now — 
But  come,  I  must  not  fear  such  things,  Inophilus : 
The  king  hath  more  virtue  and  honour  than 
To  do  these  actions,  fit  only  for  guilty  souls; 
Nor  must  I  fear  when  my  Inophilus  fights  by  me. 

Ino,  Troth,  sir,  for  all  your  compliment. 
If  you  have  no'  valour  hut  what  owes  itself  to 

my  company, 
You're  like  to  make  cold  breakfast  of  your  ene- 
mies : 
I  have  other  business  than  to  throw  away 
My  life,  when  there  is  so  much  odds  against  it : 
I'll  stay  at  home,  and  pray  for  you,  that's  all,  sir. 
Plan.  How  !  wilt  not  go  then,  Inophilus? 
Ino.  The  time  hath  been,  I  thought  it  better 
sport 
To  bustle  through  a  bristly  grove  of  pikes; 
When  I  have  courted  rugged  danger  with 
Hotter  desires  than  handsome  faces. 
And  thought  no  woman  half  so  beautiful 
As  bloody  gaping  wounds : 
But,  sir,  to  go  and  cast  away  myself  now. 
Would  not  be  gallant,  nor  an  action  worth  mj 

envy : 
Tis  weakness  to  make  those  that  seek 
My  ruin,  laugh  at  my  folly,  with  jaws  stretch'd 
Wider  than  the  gulph  that  swallows  us. 
I  know  when  honour  calls  me,  and  when  treason 
Counterfeits  her  voice. 

Plan.  Well,  stay  at  home  and  freeze. 
And  lose  all  sense  of  glory  in  a  mistress'  arms. 
Go,  perish  tamely,  drunk  with  sin  and  peace; 
And  may'st  thou,  since  thou  dar'si  not  die  with 

them, 
Outlive  thy  noble  friends. 

Ino.  I  thank  you,'  sir,  but  I  cannot  be  angry. 

Si 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Nicetes  and  Aramnes,  with  some 
Captains  and  Soldiers, 

Nice.  YonHcr's  the  bones  o*  th'  army  rail  jM  up 
Together,  but  they  look*d  rather  as  if 
They  came  home  from  being  soundly  beaten. 
Methinks  such  tatter'd  rogues  should  never  con- 
quer, 
Victory  would  look  so  scurvily  among  'em, 
They'ci  so  bedaub  her,  if  she  wore  clean  linen. 

Cap,  Sir,  we  wear  as  sound  hearts  in  these  torn 
Breeches,  as  e'er  a  courtier  of  them  all. 
We  are  not  afraid  of  spoiling  our  hands  for  want 
Of  gloves,  Dor  need  we  almond-butter  when 
We  go  to  bed.    And  though  my  lieutenant 
Is  pleased  to  be  a  little  merry,  you  shall  see  us  die 
As  handsomely  in  these  old  cloaths  as  those  wear 

better. 
And  become  our  wounds  as  well,  and  perhaps 
Smell  as  sweet  when  we  are  rotten. 

Plan.  We  hope  it.— — Captains  and  fellow- 
soldiers. 
We  are  proud  of  this  occasion  to  try  your  valours; 
You  shall  go  no  farther  than  your  prince  doth, 
1*11  be  no  bringer  up  of  rears. 
Let  not  the  number  of  the  foe  affright  you. 
The  more  they  are,  the  more  will  the  honour  be. 
Tlie  lion  scorns  to  prey  upon  a  hare, 
Nor  is  the  blinking  taper  fit  to  try  eagles  eyes. 
The  weight  of  glory  makes  our  danger  light; 
When  victory  comes  easily,  'tis  half  a  shame 
To  conquer.  [Soldiers  shout,  and  exeunt. 

Ino,  I'll  stay  at  home,  and  grieve,  that  so  many 
Daring  souls  should  die  on  such  advantage. 

[Exit  Inophilus. 


SCENE  IV. 

JEnter  the  King  solus. 

King*  Her  husband  dead  too !—— Fates,  let 
me  die, 

I  am  too  happy  to  remain  long  thus 

Without  a  rum,  great  as  the  height  I  fell  from. 

Plangus  was  my  only  obstacle,  but  him  I  have 

Remov'd But  love  commanded. 

His  presence  would  have  countermanded  all  at- 
tempts; 

I  need  not  fear  his  magick  at  this  distance. 

His  looks  and  actions  were  one  entire  enchant- 
ment, 

And  powerful  over  a  lady's  heart* 

I  sent  for  her,  but  she's  not  come  yet. 

Who  waits  without? 

JEtUer  Artesio. 

Art,  There's  a  mourning  lady,  sir, 
Would  speak  with  the  king. 
King.  Admit  her,  and  begone. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Andromana  m  mournings  with  a  hood 
over  her  face,  which  she  throws  up  when  she 
sees  the  ICing. 

King.   So  riseth  Phoebus  from  the  gloomy 

night, 
(While  pale-fac'd  Dian  maketh  haste  to  hide 
Her  borrow*d  glory  in  some  neighboring  cloud, 
Envying  the  beauty  of  the  new-born  day) 
When  darkness  crowds  into  the  other  world. 
Madam,  why  kneel  you  ?  You,  at  whose  name 

[She  kneels. 
Monarchs  themselves  might  tremble,  and  mortals 
Bow  with  rev'rence  great  as  they  pay  to  altars: 
Scepters  should  break  in  pieces  and  adore  voa; 
At  whose  sight  the  sun  and  moon  should  blush 
Themselves  to  blood  and  darkness,  and  falling 
From  their  sphere,  crush  the  audacious  world  to 

atoms, 
For  daring  to  behold  a  lustre  so  much  greater 
Than  their  own. 

And.  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  wonder 
Wluit  sin  I  have  committed,  which  caUing 
Down  the  vengeance  of  the  gods. 
Hath  made  me  author  of  all  this  blasphemy. 
Sir,  I  beseech  your  majesty,  if  you  are  angry 
With  your  creature,  speak  some  cruel  wond  and 

blast  me. 
Scorn  me  not  into  the  other  world,  where  I  have 
Sins  enough  of  my  own  to  blush  for,  and  shall 

not  need 
To  d^e  his  cheeks  for  other  mens  offences. 
King.  Lady,  though  Parthian  darts  are  not  so 

sharp 
As  are  those  killing  words,  yet  that  breath  which 
Utters  them,  is  sweeter  than  the  morning  dew. 
I'll  be  dumb,  for  praises  cannot  add,  but  rather 
Diminish  Andromana's  worth. 

And.  I  wonder  now  no  longer  at  this  langoagfi 
Tii  such  as  kings  are  bred  in. 
But  I  beseech  you,  sir,  if  there  be  aught 
You  will  command  your  servant;  if  Andromans 
Must  do  or  suffer  any  thing,  for  great  Epiiorbas, 
Lay  by  yourself  a  minute,  and  remember 
A  merchant's  wife  must  hear  you. 

King.   Your  husband  Leon's  dead,  I  bear, 

lady [She  weepu 

Nay,  spare  those  pearls,  madam,  cast  not  awaj 
Such  treasure  upon  the  memory  of  one, 
Who,  if  the  best  of  men,  deserves  them  not. 
Come,  come,  forget  these  sorrows,  lady. 
And  wear  not  mourning  weeds  before  the  woridV 
Destruction;  hide  not  those  fair  eyes,  whoM 

splendour 
Would  enrich  our  court. 
Madam,  though  none  there  be  in  court 
Can  merit  such  a  beauty,  yet  I  myself 
Have  taken  pains  to  search  a  husband  for  yoo ; 
What  think  you  of  myself  ? 

And.  Great  sir,  your  care  is  .like  youfself, 
All  noble,  but  suits  with  me  no  better 
Than  Phoebus*  horses  did  with  Pbaeton, 
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1  the  world  and  him.    First,  sir, 

0  debase  yourself  to  honour  her, 

;  worth  is  less  considerable  than  lovers* 

oaths : 
isband's  ashes  are  scarce  cold  yet, 
rould  your  majesty  have  me  forsake 
inour,  and  his  memory,  so  soon  ? 
not  paid  oblations  due  to  his  ashes  yet 
g.  You  compliment  away  the  worth  we 

know 
ave,  Andromana :  what  say  you  to  the 

prince  ? 

f.  I  say  he  is  the  prince,  and  great  Ephor- 

bas*son; 
langus :  and  if  you  think  there  yet  remains 
•that  can  be  either  better  or  greater, 
:  him  worthy  of  it. 

g.  But  dost  think  him  worthy,  Andro- 
mana? 

J.  O  heavens  !   Is  Jove  worth  'beav'n  ? 

h  the  sun  deserve  to  be  a  Hght 

the  world  ?   Can  virtue  deserve  honour  ? 

our,  richefl  ?  Can  gods  merit  altars  ? 

lit  have  been  a  puzzling  question 

m  whose  ears  have  not  been  bless*d 

Plangus'  worth.    But  this,  'tis  so  below 

him — 
^.  But  say  he  loves  thee. 
.  I  dare  not  say  so  :  [things 

»en  I  think  a  prince  pretends  to  such  poor 
m,  I  feel  an  ice  runs  through  my  veins, 
y  blood  curdles  into  flakes  of  snow, 
ids  me  fear  him;  not  with  an  awe,  or 

reverence, 
a  spotted  sinful  thing,  which  is  the  worse 
iug  great.     Tis  such  a  fear,  as  I 
conceive  against  an  armed  ravisher. 
>^.  These  things  may  be  expected,  lady,  I 

confess, 
ilood  that  boib  in  flames  hot  as  the  suo 
ching  Libra,  or  sturdy  Hercules, 
be  unmaiden'd  fifty  in  one  night ; 
m  a  man  whose  years  have  tam*d  those 

vices, 
love  is  dotage  and  not  lust, 
oth  adore  a  handsome  virtue,  and  pays 
v8  to  't,  yon  should  have  other  hopes. 

1  is  young,  a  soldier,  and  by  consequence 
ing  which  youth  excuses.  But  £pl>orbas 
a  those  toys  behind  him,  when  he  snook  off 
ith. 

Sir,  now  my  fears  are  out. 
le  h  are  there  just  Powers  which  men 

adore, 
row  away  their  prayers  upon,  that  lend 
jes  to  human  actions?  or  was  the  name 
'en  invented  to  Qtill  petty  sinners  ? 
«  I  am  mbtaken, 

e  not  ereat  Ephorbas,  sir,  whose  virtue 
fme  of  wonder  to  all  neighbour  nations ; 
*lp  me  to  him,  I  would  see  that  angel; 
Dgdom's  honour,  aod  good  m^u*9  sanc- 
tuary. 


But  if  yon  are  the  man,  whom  X  have  pray*d  for 
Oftner  than  I  have  slept ;  pray,  sir,  belie  not 
A  virtue  which  I  have  hitherto  admired. 

King.  I  see  you  are  a  stranger,  lady,  give  me 
leave  to  say  so 
To  Ephorbas;  but  if'^a  lady  of  thy  melting  years 
Can  love  this  grayness,  I  vow,  my  scepter. 
Throne,  kingdom,  and  myself  are  thine ; 
ThouVt  fit  to  be  a  queen.  [She  starts  back. 

And.  A  queen !  sir,  have  your  subjects  aii- 
ger*d  you  ? 
Have  they  rebelled,  or  done  some  sin  that  wants 

a  name? 
I'll  cleave  to*  th'  pavement  till  I  have  begg'd  a 
I  vengeance 

Great  as  their  crime ;  but  this  you  mention 
Is  a  punishment,  which  your  subjects  must 
Study  years  to  curse  you  for ;  no  sin  deserves  it. 
You  would  blind  my  eyes  with  throwing  gold  be- 
fore 'em. 
Or  set  me  up  so  high  on  the  steep  pinnacle 
Of  honour's  temple,  that  you  would  have  me 
Not  be  able  to  look  down  on  my  own  simplicity. 
You  can  create  me  great,  I  know,  sir,  but  good 

you  cannot ; 
You  might  compel,  entice  me  too  perhaps  to  sin : 
But  can  you  allay  a  gnawing  conscience, 
Or  bind  up  bleeding  reputation  ? 
I  did  never  hear  that  physick  could  afford 
A  remedy  for  a  wounded  honour. 

Eph.  Th^'art  a  fool,  Andromana. 
You  must  be  mine,  consider  on*t. 

And.  Sir,  you  may  command  your  vassal. 

King.  That's  kindly  said. 

And.  But — I  humbly  take  my  leave; 
Goodness  protect  you  !  [Exit, 


SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Rinatus,  Eubulus,  and  Abaicnes. 

Eph.  Wait  on  that  lady  forth. 

Rin,  Would  there  were  not  a  woman  in  the 
world, 
So  we  had  our  prince  again !  Sir,  are  yoU  mad  ? 
Or  have  forgot  yuu  are  a  father  ?  You  have  un- 
done us  all. 

Eph.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Jim.  O  sir,  the  prince 

Eph.  He  is  not  dead,  Rinatus,  is  he  ? 

Rin.  Sir,  if  he  be,  'tis  you  have  murder'd  him : 
Was  It  for  this  you  were  so  jealous  t'other  day  ? 
May  my  Inophilus  never  pretend  to  virtue, 
rU  teach  him  a  more  thriving  art. 
Come  to  the  window  a  little,  sir,  aod  hear 
How  the  good  people  curse  you ;  as  cold  weather 
As  it  is,  some  are  so  hard  at  it  they  sweat  again. 

Eph,    Pr'ythee  unriddle;    bast  thou  drank 
hemlock 
Since  I  saw  thee  last  ? 

Rin.  I  would  not  be  in  my  i^its  for  any  thin§ 
r  th'  world,  my  grief  would  kill  me,  if  I  were* 
He's  mad  that  wUl  speak  sense  or  reason, 
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Now  you  have  thrown  away  our  prince  thus: 
Wiiuse  innocence  was  clearer  tlian  bis  own  eyes: 
Can  you  think  how  you  have  murdered  so  much 

virtue, 
And  not  hlush  yourself  to  death? 

Epfi.  I  think  indeed  1  sent  hiro  general 
i^Kvuiist  the  Arrives;  but,  'twas  his  own  desire. 

Kin,  *Twas  not  his  own  desire,  sir,  to  have 
But  thirteen  tliousund  men,  sir,  was  it  ? 
Was  that  niiny  fit  to  oppose  great  Argo  ? 
There  came  a  messenger  just  now^  tliat  saw  the 

priiice 
Not  sixteen  miles  from  hence  (for  thither  is  the 

foe  march'd) 
Draw  up  his  men  to  engage  the  enemy. 

Eph,  For  Heav*n'9  sake,  llinatus,  post  him 
back  again. 
Bid  hnn  retreat ;  command  my  son  from  me, 
Not  to  go  on  till  greater  forces  follow  him. 
If  It  be  possible  redeem  the  error; 
I*d  give  my  kingdom,  life,  or  any  thing. 
It  were  to  do  again. 

Rin,  Vm  glad  to  see  this  now ;  Heav*n  send 
It  ben't  too  late  ! 

Eph.  Nay,  stand  not  prating.  [A  horn  within, 
liin.  'Tis  from  the  army,  sir,     O  Heaven,  I 

fear! 
Eph,  If  from   the  army,    pr'ythee   put   on 
better  looks. 

Enter  Messenger, 

Mes,  Your  son,  nay  more,  your  dying  son. 
Commanded  me  to  brmg  you  word. 
He  dyM  true  to  his  honour,  king,  and  country- 
men; 
Nor  let  me  stay  to  see  the  brightest  lamp  go  out, 
That  ever  grac'd  this  orb.         [The  king  faints. 

Rin.  O  heaven,  the  king !  why  this  is  worse, 
sir. 
Than  the  otlier ;  let  us  not  lose  you  both. 

Eph.  Let  me  but  bear  how  'twas  he  made  his 
exit, 
And  then  my  glass  is  run,  I  will  not  live 
One  minute  longer. 

Mess.  Sir,  thus  it  was— — 
Tis  scarce  three  hours  ago  since  the  brave 
Flangus  march'd  from  Lixa  with  an  army. 
Whose  souls  were  richer  than  their  cloaths  by  far. 
Though  their  valour  had  put  on  all  the  bravery 
That  soldiers  ever  wore.     The  prince,  whose 

presence 
Breath*d  new  fire  into  these  flaming  spirits, 
Kesolv'd  to  meet  the  enemy  with  hib  nandful. 
And  with  a  winged  speed  fell  down  to  th'  £lean 

streights. 
Determining  there  to  try.it  with  him. 
His  soldiers  also,  true  sons  of  war,  contemning 
80  great  odds,  when  victory  and  their  country 
Wms  10  crown  tl  e  conquerors,  whetted 
Their  eager  valours  with  impatient  expectation 
Of  the  ent-my ;   who  trusting  to  his  multitude 
came  on 


Wing*d  both  with  scorn  and  anger,  to  see  that 

paucity 
Should  dare  dispute  victory  against  tbeir  odds. 
Plangus,  who  though  he  saw,  yet  could  not  tear 
Destruction,  and  scorned  to  avoid  it. 
When  xhe  king  commanded  bim  to  meet  it, 
Marshal'd  his  army  to  the  best  advantage. 
And  having  given  Zopiro  the  lefl  wing. 
The  body  to  Evarnes,  himself  chose  out  the  right; 
Because  he  would  be  opposite  to  Argo. 
And  keeping  a  reserve,  as  great  as  could  be 

hop*d  for 
From  so  small  a  company,  not  above  five  hun- 
dred men, 
He  gave  the  command  of  them  to  Zenon, 
Who  witl)  his  fellows  took  it  ill  they  should  be  so 

long  idle, 
And  had  not  the  honour  to  be  thought  worthy 
To  die  with  the  most  forward,  and  would,  00 

question,  have 
Refused  the  charge ;  but  that  the  smiling  priape 
Promised  them  they  should  have  time  to  die. 
Words  here  were  needless,  nor  had  be  time  to 
use  them. 
Rin.  What,  was  Inophilus  idle  all  this  while? 
Mess.  1  only  heard  the  prince  wish,  just  as 
He  spurr*d  his  horse  against  the  valiant  Argo, 
He  had  fewer  by  a  thousand  men : 
So  he  had  Inophilus. 
Rin.  O  traiterous  boy  ! 
Mess.  The  prince  and  Argo  met ; 
And  like  two  mighty  tides  encountered.    Here 

death 
Put  on  her  sable  livery,  and  the  two  gallants, 
Whose  valour  animated  each  army,  bandyed  a 

long  time 
With  equal  force,  till  at  last  great  Argo  fell; 
And  on  a  sudden,  multitudes  of  men 
Accompany*d  him,  so  that  the  win^ 
Went  presently  to  rout  and  execution. 
Zopiro  also,  and  Evarnes,  having  slain 
Their  opposite  leaders,  breathe  death  and  de- 
struction 
To  their  reeling  foes. 

Thus  flushed  with  victory  and  blood,  the  Iberians 
Reveird  through  the  flying  field,  till  there  cameoB 
The  enemy's  reserve  of  twenty  thousand  men, 
Who  fresh  and  lusty,  grinded  their  teeth  for  anger 
At  their  fellows*  overthrow,  and  pouriug  on 
Our  weary  soldiers,  turned  the  stream  of  victoiy* 
But  the  prince's  valour,  and  good  fortune,  sooD 
Overcame  this  opposition,  and  having  rallied 
His  broken  troops,  went  to  relieve  his^friendi 
Who  had  far'd  worse,  when  presently  be  saw 
Evarnes,  who  had  pil'd  up  enemies  about  hini| 
As  an  obelisk  of  his  own  death  and  victory. 
Fall  bleeding  at  his  foot,  and  having  kiss*a  it 
With  his  dying  lips,  intreated  bim  lo  sav€ 
Himself  for  a  more  happy  day,  and  died. 
^Twas  not  long  aft«r  the  gallant  ]^eiion 
(Who  had  performed  that  day  deeds  of  eteraal 
fame,  [cbaifVl 

And  with  his  few,  spight  of  opposition,  thnce 
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i  some  thousands  of  the  eoemy) 
rhicb  wheu  the  prince  beheld, 
JT  anger,  he  flew  amongst  his  enemies, 
inly  by  tlie  greatness  oi  his  cutrrage, 
and  strength  had  both  forsook  him  ; 
hat  spark  of  lite  was  left  in  hint, 
*r  and  revenge,  when  leaning  on 
n*s  point,  that  droppM  with  blood  as 

hen  conjur'd  me  with  all  speed 
1  the  king  I  saw  him  die 
his  father  and  himself. 

[A  horn  without.  A  shout. 
1  heaven  !  what  mean  these  acciama- 
ions  ?  [A  shout  again. 

he  Iberians  welcome  their  bloody 
5  with  so  much  joy  ? 


SCENE  VII. 

LANGUS,  Inopuilus,  and  Zopiro, 
Captains. 

i!  oh !  [HefatJits. 

cowardly  boy !   (for  that  base  word 
iciudes 

ss)  doth  not  shame  kill  thee, 
U  thy  dastard  blood  to  an  ice, 
that  most  noble  injured  ghost? 
ear  Plangus  (if  thy  divinity  deserve  not 
iting  name)  that  thcu  art  come 
Fenge  on  that  most  traiterous  son, 
s  presence,  who  detests  his  baseness 

thyself  can  do 

•xcase  us,  dear  Rinatus, 

er  froze  to  such  a  silence, 

i  expected  such  a  welcome 

t  lioman  son,  whose  mother 

iy  to  see  him,  we  found  so  cold 

linment,  something  made  us  iook*d 

ipon 

mconvenience,  that  we  could  not 

I  some  small  amazement. 

ad  do  I  hear  tliee  speak  again, 
lee,  or  only  dream  a  happiness, 
lity  stars  and  my  genius  deny  mfi? 

II  Plangus*  angel,  come  to  rouse 
iespair  ? 

ir,  pray  believe  it ;  and  be  not 

in  th'  entertainment  of  these  soldiers, 

■em  it  a  happinesji ; 

you  are  a  conqueror : 
jdacious  iVrgives  have  paid  their 
acrifices  to  your  offended  sword. 

messenger  of  comfort  to  a  despairing 
over, 

ceptable  thing,  than  this  thy  presence; 
n  ^Uow  told  me  were  untruth, 
>me  sight  hath  amply  made  amends 
toi:BiMenting  fiears  he  pu)t  me  to, 
rere  not,  let  m/s  know  what  chance 


Plan.  If  you  have  heard  how  things  then  went 
When  I  sent  away  that  messenger 

Eph.  Yes,  I  have  heard  it. 

l*iun.  Then  know,  when  death  and  our  own 
fates 
Had  sworn  our  ruin,  and  we  like  some  strong 

wall  that 
Long  resists  the  iron  vomits  of  the  flaming  cannon, 
At  last  shakes  itseU  nito  a  dreadml  rum 
To  those  who  throw  it  down ;  so  had  liie  Iberians, 
With  valour  great  as  tlie  cause  tljcy  tought  for. 
Strove  with  a  noble  envy,  who  should  at  first 
Out-go  his  fellow  in  slaughtering  the  Argives: 
At  last  oppress*d  with  multitude  and  toii, 
We  sunk  under  the  unequal  burden; 
Then  was?  our  envulation  chang'd,  and  who  be- 
fore 
Strove  to  outdo  each  other,  now  eagerly  con- 
tended 
To  run  the  race  of  death  first. 
Sir,   there  it   wa3  I  (and   many  other  braver 

captains) 
Fell,  behig  one  wound  from  head  to  foot. 
O  then  it  was  Inophilas  came  in, 
With   about  twenty  ofJier  gallants,  and  with 

what  speed 
The  nimble  light'nm<;  flies  from  east  to  west. 
Redeemed  this  bleeding  trunk,  which 
The  insulting  Argive  Imd  enconipuss'd. 
Blown  up  with  victory  and  pride; 
He  with  a  gallantry  like  none  but  great  Inophilus, 
Being  bravely  backed  by  his  own  soldiers. 
Whose  actions  spoke  them  more  than  men. 
Had  not  Inophilus  been  by,  redeemed  the  honour 
Of  a  bleeding  day.     And  thus  were  our  troops, 
As  little  now  as  their  valour  great. 
Enriched  with  victory,  blood,  and  jewels, 
Of  which  the  opposite  army  wanted  no  store, 
Returned  with  the  renown  of  an  atchievement. 
As  full  of  glory  aud  honour  to  the  conquerors, 
As  ruin  to  the  Argives. 

Ino.  My  liege, 
Had  this  action  and  my  merit  been  so  great 
As  our  prince  would  make  it,  I  then  might 
Own  it,  and  expect  reward. — ; — 
But  it  was  so  small,  so  much  below  my  duty, 
That  I  must,  upon  my  knees,  beg  pardoo 
That  I  came  no  sooner. 

Eph.  This  is  a  prodigy 
Beyond  whatever  yet  was  wrote  in  story. 
Inophilus,  we  have  been  too  backward 
In  cherishing  thy  growing  virtue,  we  will 
Hereafter  mend  it. 

And,  dear  Riuatus,  be  proud  of  thy  brave  son, 
And  let  the  people  honour  the  remaining  aimy ; 
We  shall  esteem  it  as  a  favour  done  to  us ; 
We  have  a  lari^ess  fiar  your  valorous  captains^ 
You  have  not  fought  in  vain. 
This  day,  let  our  court  put  on  its  greatest  jollity^ 
And  let  none  wear  a  discontented  brow ; 
,  For  where  a  frown  is  writ,  we'll  think  it  reason 
To  say,  that  face  Imlh  chaFftctecs  of  treasoUk 

[Excunf. 
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ACT  ni.  . 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Plakgus,  and  Inophilus. 

Ino.    But,  sir,  when  you  consider  she's  a 

woman 

Plan,  O  dear  Inophilus ! 
Let  earth  and  heay*n  forget  there  are  such  things; 
Or  if  they  ever  name  them,  let  it  be  witli  a  curse 
Heavy  as  are  the  ills  they  act.    A  mandrake's 

note 
Would  ring  a  better  peal  of  music  in  my  ears, 
Timn  those  two  syllables  pronounced  again. 

Ino.  Pray,  sir,  put  off  this  humour, 
This  peevish  pet,  and  reason  tamely.    Sir,  you 
Have  lost  a  wench,  and  will  you  therefore  lose 
Yourself  too  ?     Hear  me  but  patiently  a  word 
or  two. 
Plan,  Pr'ythee  go  teach  the  galley-slaves  that 
word. 
Things  that  dare  own  no  thought  beyond  their 

chains, 
And  stand  in  fear  of  whipping,  and  wanting  bread. 
Bid  them  be  tame  and  patient  tliat  fry  in  sulphur: 
Tis  a  word  I  have  forsworn  to  know  the  mean- 
ing of; 
Or  if  I  must,  'tis  but  to  shun  it,  and  hate  it  more. 
Oh !  were  thy  wrongs  as  great  as  mine,  Inophilus, 
Or  didst  thou  love  but  half  so  well  as  Plangus, 
Thou  would'st  instil  into  me  the  poison  of  revenge. 
And  puff  me  up  with  thought  of  vengeance, 
Till  I  did  burst,  and,  like  a  breaking  cloud, 
Spread  a  contagion  on  those  have  injur'd  me. 
Ino.  Why,  this  were  handsome  in  some  coun- 
try-fellow. 
Whose  soul  is  dirty  as  the  thing  he's  mad  for: 
Twere  pretty  in  a  lady  that  had  lost  her  dog ; 

But 

Plan,  I  know  what  thou  would'st  sav. 
But  for  Plangus :  Oh  !  'tis  for  none  but  him  to 

be  so. 
Those  that  have  injur'd  me  are  persons 
I  once  held  dearer  than  my  eyes ;  but  how  much 
Greater  was  my  love,  so  much  more  is  the  offence; 
Wounds  from  our  friends  are  deepest. 
Had  any  bat  my  father — And  yet  methinks 
That  name  should  have  protected  me ; 
Or  was  it  made  only  to  secure  offenders  ? 
My  life  was  his,  he  gave  it  me :  my  honour  too 
I  could  have  parted  with ;  but  'las,  my  love 
Was  none  of  mine,  no  more  than  vows  made  to 

a  deity, 
And  not  perform'd — And  for  that  creature, 
Who  must  be  lost  for  ills  through  which 
I  must  make  way  to  my  revenge, 
Hud  she  betrnyM  my  honour  to  any  thing 
But  him  that  gave  me  being, 
She  had  made  me  half  amends,  in  that  my  way 
To  vengeance  had  been  open.    Now  I  am  spurr'd 


Forward  to  revenge  by  fury,  and  yet 
Held  in  by  the  rem  of  a  foolish  piety, 
That  doth  no  man  good  but  them  that  use  it 
^is  like  the  miser's  idol,  it  yielded  him 
No  gold  till  he  had  broke  the  head  off. 
Nay,  Inophilus,  one  secret  more, 
And  the  horror  of  it  blow  thee  from  ean 

heaven. 
Where  there  are  no  such  things  as  women : 
'Twill  turn  thy  soul  the  inside  outward. 
I  cannot  get  it  out.  Pr'ythee  what  is't,  Inoph 

Ino,  Alas  !  I  know  not,  sir. 

Plan,  Do  but  imagine  the  worst  of  ills 
Earth  ever  groan'd  under;  a  sin  nothini 


woman, 


Nay,  such  a  woman  as  Andromana  durst  thia 
And  it  is  that. 

Ino.  How  revenge  transports  you ! 
Princes  have  lost  their  mistresses  before, 
Nay,  and  to  those  have  not  such  right  to  tin 
As  hath  Ephorbas  to  what  Plangus  hath. 
Who  could  command  her,  if  not  Ephorbas? 
Plan.  But  1  have — ^Oh  Inophilus ! — I  bur 
Yet  it  will  out — dost  thou  not  see  it  here? 

[Unbuttons  hit  doui 
Oh  !  I  have  known  Andromana  as 

Ephorbas  did  Ihst  night. 

Ino.  Why,  sir. 
The  sin  done  by  your  father  is  not  yours. 

If  you  could  not  help  it. 

Plan,  Why,  there  it  is:  'Tis  that  which  gn 
me  here. 
But  I  swore  by  all  the  gods,  that  she  was 
As  innocent  from  my  unclean  embraces,  as  is 
The  new-fall'n  snow,  or  ermines  that  will  meet 
Ten  deaths  before  one  spot :  I  made  my  &tber 

think 
The  thoughts  of  angels  were  less  innocent  than  sbe. 
No,  it  was  I  betray 'd  him ;  his  virtue  was  too  aeat 
Not  to  have  suspected  it.     How  do  I  look,  Ino- 
philus ? 
Ino,  Like  some  blest  roan  that  griev'd  for 
other's  sins, 
And  could,  out  of  a  good  nature,  part  with  half 
His  own  whiteness,  to  purge  the  other's  staios. 
Plan,  Now  thou  sooth'st,  and  like  some  fls^ 
tering  glass, 
Present'st  me  to  advantage.    I  am,  in  shorty 
One  bom  to  make  Iberia  unhappy. 
Had  I  as  black  a  face  as  is  my  soul, 
You'd  find  in  respect  of  it  .Egyptians  were  soow- 

white. 
Methinks  I  hear  Heaven  tell  me  I  am  slow, 
And  it  is  time  I  had  begun  revenge. 
Ephorbas  has  done  him  wron^  who  loved  him 
More  than  lieaven  or  his  happiness,  and  would 
Have  run  out  of  the  world  to  have  left  him  tree, 
Whatever  he  would  lay  claim  to,  but  AndiomaiM; 
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also  had  been  his,  so 't  could  have  been 
without  a  sin. 

new  the  sin  she  acted,  and  yet  did  it ; 
free  from  the  stroke  of  thunder, 
uch  a  tiling  as  heaven,  or  such  a  one 
:e  dwells  there?    and  can  I  ask  the 
question  ? 

leness  of  a  conscience  loaded  with  sin ! 
asons  and  talks  when  it  should  do. 
I  be  reveng'd,  and  thus  I  begin, — Ino- 
philus,  [He  draws, 

when  I  am  dead,  to  meet  my  ghost, 
s  that  instructs  thee.  'Twill  teU  all  the 
particulars 

fenge,  who  must  die  first,  who  last,  and 
y  too.    I  have  my  lesson  perfect, 
ins  the  pummel  on  the  ground  to  fall  on 
Inophilus  kicks  it  b^  with  his  foot. 
I  this  the  revenge  behts  great  Plangus  ? 
Had  this  been  done  two  days  ago— 
"St  as  well  have  met  the  lightning 
IS  have  oppos*d  my  will  thus, 
[ear  me ;  [He  draws. 

0  questions,  nor  answer  me;  or  if  you  do, 
n  1*11  never  speak  more. 

nge  you*d  have,  and  'tis  a  great  one, 
oble  one,  to  kill  yourself.  [more, 

lent,  your  greatest  foes  wish  nothing 
er-ages  come  to  hear  your  story, 

1  they  say  ?    Just  as  they  did  of  Cato, 
not  look  great  Cssar  in  the  face : 

us  was  afraid,  and  died, 
etty  story,  and  much  to  a  man's  credit : 
le,  dear  Plangus  (let  friendship  use  that 
title) 

ir  great  soul  the  world  believes  you're 
master  of 

are  swear  you  are)  in  this  action. 
ly  up  yourself,  and  iight  it  stoutly. 
»m  your  mind  revenge,  and  having  laid 
ftion  by,  put  on  that  virtue 
d  admires  in  you ;  'tis  now  the  time  to 
shew  it. 
broke  from  a  cloud,  doubles  his  light ; 

the  more  resisted,  flames  more  brighL 
inahas  injur'd  you ;  scorn  her  therefore, 
w  she  had  done  nothing ;  I*d  not  do  her 
the  favour 

one  thought  for  her,  or  be  troubled 
she  did — As  for  your  father,  sir, 
he  tie  of  nature,  he  knows  not 
wrong'd  you :  or  if  he  doth, 
that  caus'd  him ;  a  word  that  once 
excuse  with  Plangus  for  what  offence 
soever. 

Thou  liast  wrought  upon  me, 
n  resolved  to  live  a  day  or  two  more: 
ike  it  not— 

ivili  go  try  to  sleep  a  little — perhaps 
that  may  "  [by  me, 

igely  melancholy pr'ythee  he  down 

I,  I'm  safe  while  in  thy  company. 

[iUeunt* 


SCENE  II. 
£n/er  Plangus,  as  from  sleep. 

Plan,  Lord !  how  this  spirit  of  revenge  still 

haunts  me. 
And  tempts  me  with  such  promis*d  opportunity, 
And  magnifies  my  injuries  ! 
Sometimes  it  calls  me  coward,  and  tells  me 
Conscience,    in   princes  who  are  injur'd  like 

myself. 
Is  but  an  excuse  they  find,  for  what  is  in  truth 
Poorness  of  spirit,  or  something  baser. 
It  tells  rae,  'tis  a  sin  to  be  good  when  all  the 

world  is  bad. 
It  makes  me  look  upon  myself,  whilst  wearing 
This  garb  of  virtue,  like  some  old  antiquary 
In  cloaths  that  are  out  of  fiishion  in  Iberia. 
But  I  will  not  yield  to  it :  I  know  it  is  a  greater 

glory 
To  a  man's  self  (and  he  that  courts  opinion 
Is  of  a  vulgar  spirit)  to  disobejwtlian  satisfy 
An  appetite  which  I  know  is  sinful. 
Good  Heaven  guard  me,  how  am  I  tempted 

Enter  Audrom ana. 

To  put  on  my  former  temper !  but  thus 

I  fling  it  from  me.         [Ihrows  awai^  his  sword. 

SCENE  ni. 

And,  Why  how  now,  prince  ? 
If  you  part  with  your  darling  so  easily, 
There  is  small  hopes  but  you  have  thrown 
All  love  behind  yon. 

Plan,  Heaven,  how  she's  alter'd  ! 
I   that  once  swore  Jove  from  the  well-tun'd 

sphere 
Ne'er  heard  such  harmony  as  I  did,  when  slie 

spake ; 
Methinks  I  can  now,  in  comparison  of  her  voice. 
Count  scritch-owls'  musick,  or  the  croaking  toad. 
And,  WIk)  is't  you  speak  of,  sir? 
Plan,  Tempt  me  not,  madam,  with  another 

word; 
For  by  Heaven,  you  know  I  am  apt,  being  in- 

cens'd 

Wake  not  those  wrongs  that  bellow  louder  in  my 

soul 
Than  wretches  in  the  brazen  bull,  or  Jove 
Who  speaks  in  thunder;  those  wrongs  my  good- 
ness 
Had  half  laid  aside ;  or  if  you  do, 
I  have  a  soul  dares  what  you  dare  tempt  me  to. 

And.  Sir,  I  must  speak. 
Though  Jove  forbad  me  with  a  flash  of  lightning. 
You  think  perhaps,  sir,  I  have  forgot  my  Plangus? 
But,  sir,  I  have  infinitely  injur'd  you. 
And  could  not  satisfy  my  conscience. 
(If  I  should  say  my  love  too,  I  should  not  lie) 
Till  I  had  ask'd  your  pardon. 
Plan,  Madam,  the  fault's  forgiven  and  fo> 

gotten, 
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Without  you  move  me  to  reroember't  with 
A  worse  apology.     Live  and  enjoy  your  sins, 
And  the  angry  gods :  Nay,  the  severest  plague 
I  wish  you,  is,  that  you  may  die 
Without   one  cross    (for  afflictions  commonly 

teach 
Virtues  to  them  that  knovr  them  not  while  pro- 
sperous) 
Secure,  without  one  thought  or  sense  of  a  re- 
pentance. 
And,  Methinks  you  have  a  steely  temper  on, 

to  that 
Which  the  other  day  you  wore,  when  you  were 
More  sofb  than  down  of  hees.     But,  sir,    . 
If  you  but  knew  the  reason  why  I  have  dons 
The  action,  which  you  perhaps  call  treason 
To  our  loves,  you  would  forbear  such  language. 
Plan,  Reason  !  no  doubt  the  man  that  robs  a 

church, 
Or  profanes  altars,  hnth  reason  for  what  he  doth; 
To  satisfy  your  Iibt,you  have  that  reason,  madam. 

And.  That  I  have  loved  you  once, 
I  call  Ueav'n,my  own  heart,  and  you  to  witness; 
Now,  by  that  love,  by  all  those  vows  have  pass'd 
Betwixt  us,  hear  me. 

Plan,  O  Heaven  !  is  that  a  conjuration  ! 
Things  you  have  broke  with  as  much  ease 
As  politicians  do  maxims  of  religion. 
But  I  will  hear,  to  know  you  and  to  hate  you 

more. 
Speak  on. 
And.  You  know  whilst  Leon  liv*d,  whose  due 

they  were, 
I  out  of  love  resign*d  my  love  and  honour  unto 

you. 
Plan.  Lust,  madam. 
And.  I  know  not,  sir : 
Your  eloquence  gave  it  that  title  then. 
How  many  dangers  walked  I  fearless  through 
To  satisfy  your  pleasures?    Your  very  will ; 
Nay  more,  your  word ;    nay,  if  I  thought  by 

sympathy 
A  thought  of  yours,  that  I  imagin'd  you 
Might  blush  to  speak,  I  made  it  straight  my  own. 
And  wak'd  and  studied  as  much  to  put  it  into  act. 
As  doth  a  gamester  upon  loss  to  compass  money. 
At  last  we  were  betray'd,  sir,  to  your  fathei^s 

spies. 
Who  deny*d  us  afterwards  those  opportunities 
We  stole  before,  befriended  by  my  hnsband*8 

ignorance. 
Now  was  I  brought  to  that  which  is  the  worst 

of  ills, 
A  seeing,  but  not  enjoying  of  that  which  I  held 

dearest. 
To  see  you  daily,  and  to  live  without  you, 
Was  a  death  many  degrees  beyond  my  own. 
I  knew  the  love  was  great,  so  great  I  durst  not 

own  it. 
Nay  more,  I  knew  it  was  noble  too,  so  noble, 
I  knew  my  husband  being  dead,  you  would  not 

stick 
To  ask  your  father's  leave  for  public  marriage. 


Plan,  Heaven  and  the  gods  can  witaess 

tended  it. 
And,  Nay,  farther  yet,  I  knew  your  fat'   ^ 
love. 
Which  would  not  have  deny'd  you  any  thio] 
Would  also  have  granted  that. 
Plan,  Madam,  you  riddle  strangely. 
And,  When  I  had  forecast  these  easy  p 
bihties, 
I  yet  foresaw  one  thing  that  cross'd  our  desi 
That  was  a  sense  of  honour  I  had  in  me. 
Methought  in  honour  I  could  not  condescei 
You  should  deba.se  yourself  so  low. 

It  plea&'d  me  better  to  be  your  mistress,  I 
your  queen ; 
And  stoPn  embraces,  without  the  scandal 
Of  a  public  eye,  were  sweeter  than  those 
,  Which  might  bring  upon  me  (for  rising ereat 
Is  still  envy'd)  the  rancour  of  the  people,  ai 
Consequently  distates  against  their  piince. 
Sir,  now  we  may  act  safely  what  might  have  i 
Less  vecure.    Your  father's  name  gives  a  pro 

tion; 
Or  if  that  startle  you,  weMl  call  him  husband. 
Plan.  Are  you  in  earnest  ? 
And.  As  serious  as  love  can  be. 
Plan,  Then  I  want  words  to  tell  you  bo 
hate  you : 
I  would  sooner  meet  Megara  'tween  a  paii 

sheets. 
And  can  you  think  I  should  have  so  small  pietti 
As  to  be  false  unto  my  father's  bed  ? 
That  I  lov'd  you  once,  I  confess  with  shame; 
And  that  I  should  have  done  so  still,  had  jroa 
Preserved  those  flames  I  think  of  now  with  horror. 
But  for  those  sins,  and  what.v>ever  else 
I  must  repent,  I  shall  no  doubt  have  great  oc- 
casion, 
When  I  shall  see  the  kingdom  envelop'd 
In  those  swarms  of  plagues  your  sins  call  down, 
And  feel  a  share  of  them  myself. 

For  Heaven's  sake,  madam  !   for  my. father's 
sake. 
Nay,  for  my  own  too,  if  tbat  have  any  interest, 
Learn  now  at  last  a  virtue,  that  may  make  ut 
As  happy  as  much  as  hitherto  anfortunate, 
And  render  your  story  to  posterity  so  burnish'^ 
With  your  shining  goodness,  that  tbeW  eyes  toaj 

not 
Perceive  the  error  of  your  former  years. 
Perhaps  I  then  shall  have  a  reverence  for  yoa, 
As  great  as  any  son  hath  for  a  father's  wife. 
You  wonder,  lady,  to  see  me  talk  thus  differeDt 
From  what  you  saw  me  half  an  hour  ago. 
I  look'd  upon  myself  as  one  that  had  lost 
A  blessing — But  Heaven  hath  been  l»ppie 

me; 
For  I  am  now  so  far  from  thinking  you  one| 
That  I  lock  upon  you  as  a  plague. 
No  sin  of  good  Ephorbas  could  deserve. 
But  love  to  YOU— 
And.  Sir! 
Plan.  Answer  me  not  in  words,  but  deeds; 
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«r  jou  always  talk'd  '  unhappily, 
f  your  heart  dare  do  what's  ill, 
w  it  can  well  teach  your  tongue  excuses. 

[Exit  Planous. 

SCENE  IV. 

tL  And  is  my  love  then  scom'd  ? 
:haos  of  eternal  night  possess  my  breast, 
it  may  not  see  to  startle  at  any 
rtakings,  though  they  would  make 
isa's  snakes  curl  into  rings  for  fear, 
atness  have  inspired  roe  with  thoughts 
nore  brave  revenge,  they  shall  be  acted, 
(band's  murder  was  such  a  puny  sin, 
h  to  speak  it ;  but  it  was  great  enough 
merchant's  wife :  a  queen  mnst  be  more 
ig  in  her  revenge,  nor  must  her  wrath 
\c\ffd  under  a  whole  kingdom's  ruin. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Libacer. 

d.  My  better  genius,  thou  art  welcome  as 

lught  of  water  to  a  thirsty  man : 

it  had  need  of  thee  till  now. 

er  those  devils  dwell  within  thy  breast, 

let  them  counsel  me  to  a  revenge  as  great, 

my  will  to  act  it. 

^.  Madam,  leave  words. 

est  you  take  in  breathing  makes  your  anger 

cool.  , 

rith  it,  and  if  I  do  it  not;  if  I  startle 
y  ill  to  do  you  service,  though  it  be 
11  my  mother,  let  me  be  troubled  with 
>lagae  of  a  tender  conscience,  and  lie  sick 
pentance  a  half  year  after. 
d.  What  need  I  tell  thee  more  ?    Plangus 

most  die ; 
ifter  him  Ephorbas,  because  he  is  his  father. 
^.  Madam,  he  shall.    But  give  me  leave  to 

ask  you, 
be,  for  whom  alone  of  all  the  world 
lad  a  passion,  is  now  become 
»ject  of  your  hatre<l,  so  great,  as  others 
die  because  they  have  relation  to  him  ? 
d.  The  air  is  hot  yet  with  those  words 
ffer'd  him  in  satismction, 
he  refus'd  it :  What  need  I  speak } 
lie  that  he  should  live  knows  so  much  by  as? 
k  He  had  been  happy,  had  he  never  known 
;  virtue  meant    I  wonder  that  paltry  thing 
i  banish'd  earth,  it  ne'er  did  any  good  yet. 


Beggary's  a  blessing  to't ;  who  e'er  grew  rich  by 

virtue  ? 
Madam,  we  are  not  troubled  with  it. — -^ 
But  to  our  business,  I  have  thought  u  way. 
You  know  his  father  loves  him.    'Tis  he  shall 

rum  him, 
And  let's  alone  for  htm. 
And,  Pish  !  pish !  that  cannot  be. 
Lib,    These  women  are  always  with  their 

cannots. 
What  cannot  be?  *  Have  you  but  read  the  Sophy  ? 
You  will  find  that  Haly  (0  how  I  hug  that  fellow's 

name !) 
Ruin'd  great  Mirza  by  his  fiuher,  and  his  father 

by  his  son. 
That  great  politician,  while  all  the  court 
Flam'd  round  about  him,  sat  secure,  and  laugh'd. 
Like  those  throw  fireworks  among  the  wavmg 

people, 
That  have  nothing  but  fire  and  smoke  about  them. 
And  yet  not  singe  one  hair.  Indeed  he  fell  at  last, 
'TIS  true,  but  he  was  shallow  in  that  part  o'  th' 

plot. 
What  have  we  his  example,  bot  to  learn  by  it  ? 
Praise  Plangus  to  Ephorbas  then  so  far. 
That  first  he  may  fear  for  his  kingdom  ; 
And  if  you  do  proceed  till  he  grew  jealous 
Of  his  bed,  'twill  do  the  better. 
The  king  is  coming,  I  must  be  gone. 

[Exit  LiBACEB, 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Ephorbas. 

Eph,  How  fares  Andromana  ? 
I'm  glad  this  greatness  sits  so  well  about  thee; 
My  court  was  blest  that  hour  I  knew  thee  first. 
We'll  live  and  still  grow  happy ;  we  shall  flourish 
Like  some  spreading  tree,  that  shall  ne'er  cease 
Till  its  proud  height  o'erlook  the  skies. 
I  hope  I  bade  fair  for  a  boy  to-night. 
How  happy  should  I  count  myself,  could  I 
But  leave  my  kingdom  something  that  had 
Thy  image  iu't ! 

And,  Sir,  never  think 
Iberia  can  be  happy  in  another  son, 
When  such  a  prince  as  Plangus  lives  the  heir; 
Who  is  the  subject  of  all  men's  prayers,  nay. 
The  deserver  too.    There's  not  a  man  or  woman 
In  the  kingdom  hath  one  good  wish  within  their 

breast. 
But  they  straight  bestow  it  upon  Plangus  ;  ft 
prince. 


hktifpay^Mi»ekief)auMlif,  or  wickedXy.-^,  in  AWs  WeUthai  endi  fVM,  A.  4.  S.  5  : 

"  A  shrewd  knave  and  an  wiAi^py." 

Iso  Mr.  Steevens's  Note  on  Hemjf  VIIL  A.  1.  S.  i.  .       « 

—  Have  wm  Imt  read  the  Sophy  ?— A  Tnf^y  by  Sir  Jolm  Deohaiii,  acted  tt  Black  Frym, 
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Whom  mothers  shew  their  little  children,  ns  some- 
thing 
They  should  learn  betime  to  worship  and  admire. 

Eph,  I  know,  Audromana,  but" 

And,  Sir,  virtue's  perfection  [bear, 

Is  at  the  height  in  him.     Whatever  after^ages 
Or  give  the  name  of  worth  to,  must,  if  compared 

to  him, 
Be  but  as  foils  to  set  his  glory  off  the  brighter. 
Nor  are  the  men  only  thus  tal&en  wijth  him ; 
There's  not  a  lady  in  the  land  but  sighs 
With  passion  for  him,  and  dreams  on  him  a- 

nights. 
Husbands  grow  jealous  of  him,  yet  with  joy 
That  they  are  Plangus'  rivals. 
.   Eph,  All  this  is  nothing.  Men  talkM  as  loud  of 
Me  when  I  was  young. 

And.  Yea,  but  they  say,  sir. 
You  were  not  half  so  mincing  in  your  carriage. 
Nor  so  maiestic.    Besides 

Eph,  I  hope  they  do  not  make  comparisons. 

[Starts. 

And,   Sir,  I  thought  we  could  not  have  dis- 
coursed on  a  more 
Welcome  theme  than  what  is  full  of  Plangus. 

.  Eph,  No  more  you  cannot. 
Let  him  as  a  less  star  enjoy  his  splendor. 
But  it  must  not  be  so  great  to  darken  me. 
But  pr*ythee  do  they  compare  us  then  ? 

And,  You're  discomposM,  sir,  I  have  done. 

Eph,  Nay,  nothing  out  the  remembrance  of 
a  foolish  dream. 
What  say  they  ? 

And.  Why,  sir,  some  went  so  far 
To  say,  they  wondVed  a  lady  of  my  years 
Could  marry  the  father,  though  a  king, 
When  I  might  have  had  Plangus  himself. 

Eph,  They  did  nol 


And,  Then  I  confess  I  blusliM,  and  had  been  oat 
Of  temper,  but  that  I  thought  it  might  be 
The  court  fashion  to  talk  boldly. 
.  Eph,  This  story  jump'd  just  with  my  dream 

to-night ;  ^ 
Methought  I  saw  him  threatening  to  kill  me, 

'Cause  thou  hadst  married  me 

But  the  young  saucy  boy  shall  know,  I  hold 
M^  scepter  strong  enough  to  crush  him  into  atoms. 
Did  they  not  name  Inophilus  ? 

And,  I  think  they  did. 
He  had  some  share  of  praises  too,  bat  it  was  so, 
As  gleanings  to  a  loading;  cart, 
Thev  sometimes  fell  beside. 

Eph,  Then  I  am  satisfied.    Tis  an  aspiring 
youth ; 
Tis  something  that  unites  Plangus  and  him  so. 
I  must  be  spc^y  in  resolves.  [Exit  £phorba$. 


SCENE  vn. 

And.  Who  waits  without  there  ? 

Enter  Libacer. 

Oh !  art  thou  come  ?    Stay,  let  me  breatlie,  or 
else 

Lib,  Nay,  spare  your  pains,  I  know  it  all ; 
I  saw  him  drink  it  with  as  great  greediness, 
As  usurers  do  unthrifts  lands,  or  jealous  husbsiids 
Confirm  their  cuckoldships  by  ocular  testimooy. 

And,  It  took  most  rarely. 
Beyond  our  hopes.    I'll  leave  the  rest  to  thee, 
Thou  art  so  fortunate  in  all  designs. 
Go  on  and  prosper. 

Lib,  And  I'll  attend  for  an  opportunity  to  meet 
With  Plangus,  and  betray  him  to  rain 
As  great  as  unavoidable.  [ExcumL 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Ephorbas,  iolus, 

Eph.  For  aught  I  know,  my  bed  may  be  the 
neit ; 
Men  are  not  Irad  by  halves,  nor  doth 
One  mischief  stop  a  man  in  his  career  of  sin. 
There's  as  much  reason  i'  th'  one,  as  the  other. 
Doth  he  affect  my  kingdom,  'cause  I'm  old  ? 
No,  that's  not  it ;  he  knows  I  must  die  shortly. 
rris  not  a  desire  of  rule,  and  glory  of  their  bend- 
ing knees. 
Makes  him  ibiget  his  duty- 
He  may  as  well  covet  Andromana,  'cause  she's 
handsome. 


He  satisfies  a  lust  alike  in  both — Well,  let  him  be 
My  rival  in  the  kingdom  ;  'tis  but  what 
He  was  bom  to,  and  I  must  leave  it  him ; 
But  for  my  wife,  he  must  excuse  me, 

Nay  he  shall [He  pnuMttk. 

Yet  now  I  think  on't  better,  the  grounds  are 

slender, 
And  my  suspicions  slight ;  no  evidence  against 

him 
But  the  people's  love,  and  that's  no  fault  of  bis? 
Unless  deserving  be  a  crime. — Who's  wilhost 

there  ? 

Enter  Libacer. 

Go  call  in  Plangus,  and  bid  him  not  sta^,    [ 
For  I  must  speak  with  him.  [£jri(  Kini- 


^  See  Note  17  to  Alexander  and  Campaspe,  A.  1.  S.  3.  Vol.  I.  p.  139. 
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SCENE  II. 

b.  Nay,  then  all's  dash'd  if  once  he  comes 

to  parly, 
it  not  have  them  talk.    But  here  he  is. 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  Plangus. 

'.  All  health  and  happinessattend  the  prince. 
m.  Pray  tell  me  it'  you  saw  the  king  ? 
lort,  for  I  am  very  melancholy. 
^.  He  parted  hence  just  now,  but 
such  a  fury  revelling  in  his  looks, 
*  had  been  less  diuiger  in  a  basilisk, 
ifi.  Went  he  this  way  ? 
^.  Yes,  sir. 

[He  is  going  out,  but  tunu  short, 
ifi.  But  dust  not  thou  know  what  mov'd  him  ? 
K  I  heard  some  such  words  as  these : 
ival  in  the  kingdom There's  evidence 

against  him 

►eople's  love Deserving  is  a  crime 

iomewhat  else  my  fear  made  nie  forget. 

m.  Who  was  there  with  him  lately  ? 

'.  I  cannot  tell :  but  about  a  quarter  of  an 

hour  ago 
k'd  for  you ;  and  every  time  he  nam*d  you 
em*d  angry. 

in.  Named  me !    Thoo  art  mistaken. 
'.  I  had  almost  forgot,  sir, 
?  a  meuage  to  you  from  Andromana. 
III.  I  will  not  hear  one  syllable. 
.  No ;  so  she  told  me ;  but  charg'd  me  to 

spieak  it, 
i ;  for  it  concerned  your  life,  which  she  held 

dearer 
her  own. 

en.  I  value  it  not ;  but  speak  the  mystery. 
.  When  first  her  lips  began  to  move,  a  blush 
>w'd  her  face,  as  if  her  heart  had  sent 
linted  blood  to  seek  a  passage  out. 
with  a  show'r  of  tears,  she  told  me  how 
nate  desires  had  made  her  but  this  morning 
t  you  to  th'  acting  of  a  sin  she  would  not 

name; 
lat  your  virtue  had  so  wrought  upon  her, 
id  not  left  one  thought  unchang'd. 
res  you  still,  but  with  affection 
airries  honour,  and  converted  thoughts, 
ext,  she  bade  me  whisper  in  your  ear, 
iroe  was  short)  that  if  you  loved  her 
irself,  or  intended  to  cherish 
sople's  growing  hopes,  you  should  not  come 
the  king  sent  for  you. 
mething  had  inoensM  him  so  highly 
tt  yoo,  that  there  was  mighty  danger  in  it. 
de  me  haste,  for  time  would  not  permit  lier 
'  more.    I  was  scarce  out  o*  th'  chamber, 
your  father  came  and  ask'd  for  you, 
ade  me  seek  you  out  with  speed, 
ibould  be  most  prou(j  to  serve  you. 


Plan,  I  thank  thee,  friend ;  but  pr*ythee  tell 
thy  mistress, 
Innocence  knows  no  fear  :  *tis  for  guilty  souls 
To  doubt  their  safety.    If  she  would  have  me 

safe. 
My  only  way  is  by  present  appearance 
To  clear  myself;  tor  I  believe,  ray  false  accusers 
Wish  nothing  more,  than  that  I  should  be  absent. 
Lib,  The  devil's  in  him  sure,  he  guesseth  so 
.     right.  {Aside^ 

'  She  told  me  so,  sir,  and  would  have  wish  d  yod 
to  it ; 
But  that  there  was  a  way  to  serve  you  better  by. 
She  saith  Ephorbas  told  her,  a  few  minutes  hence 
He'd  call  a  council,  where  they'd  consult  about 

you. 
The  place  is  hang'd  so,  that  behind  the  wall,  sir. 
You  may  stand  secure,  and  hear  what  passeth ; 
And  according  to  what  they  determine,  you  may 
Provide  for  your  safety ;  only  for  more  security 

She  wisheth  yon  would  arm  yourself 

Sir,  pray  resolve,  she'll  pacity  the  king, 
That  you  appear  not  presently. 

Plan.  Well  I  will  be  persuaded  s 
Tell  her,  I'm  resolv'd,  I  will  not  come. 

Lib.  Happiness  attend  you !   Half  an  hoitf 
hence 
ril  wait  upon  you.  [Exit  Libaceb. 

Plan.  We  shall  reward  thee. 


SCENE  IV. 

Plan.  Whence  should  this  kindness  coroef 
and  on  a  sudden  too  ? 
A  strange  alteration  ! — She  who  a  day  ago 
Foreot  the  vows  her  soul  was  fetter'd  m. 
And  but  this  morning  tempted  me  to  a  sin 
I  can  scarce  think  on  without  fear,  should  on 
An  instant  be  careful  for  my  safety, 
And  that  from  a  principle  of  virtue  too. 


SCENE  V. 
Enter  Inophilus. 

Ino.  Who  was  that  with  you,  sir,  just  now  ? 

Plan.  An  honest  fellow  certainly ;  but  one  I 
know  not. 

Ino.  An  honest  fellow  call  you  him  ? 
If  he  have  not  rogue  writ  in  great  letters  in's 

face, 
I  have  no  physnomy.    Pray,  sir,  what  was 
His  business  to  you  ? 

Plan.  A  message  from  Andromana ; 
W1k>,  out  of  love,  desires  me  not  to  go  to    - 
My  fkther,  because  something  hath  put  him 
In  a  fume  against  me. 

Ino.  Did  the  king  send  for  you? 

Plan,  He  did  so. 

Ino.  But  upon  her  intreaty,  you  forbore  to  go  ^ 

Plan.  What  then  ? 

Ino.  Then  you  are  mad,  sir^ 
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And  tacitly  conspire  to  your  owti  ruin. 

Do,  take  an  enemy's  advice,  and  die  the  object 

Both  oi  tbeir  joy  and  scorn. 

Where  are  your  senses,  sir?   Or  pray,  whence 

sprnigs 
This  friendship  of  Andromana's  ?    Alas !   you 

should  not 
Measure  her  mahce  by  the  smallness  of  your 

own. 
She  has  injured  you,  she  knows  it,  sir ; 
And  though  at  present  she  enjoys  her  treachery, ' 
Siie  may  soon  tail  beside  it ;  Ephorbas  is  not 
Iminortal,  nor  can  she  promise  to  herself 
Security,  when  you  ha\re  power  to  call  her  ills  in 

question. 
'Wer't  notliing  else,  her  safety  would  make  her 
To  plot  your  death.     1  hinder  you  in  talking ;  . 
But  pray  begone,  and  when  you  see  your  father. 
Speak  boldly  to  him,  or  you  are  gone  for  ever. 

Fltin,  1  tell  thee  once  again,  Inophilus, 
Since  I  have  said  I  would  not  go,  both  heav*n 

and  thee 
Shall  want  a  motive  to  make  me  stir  one  foot 
Were  danger  just  before  me,  running 
With  open  ja^s  upon  me;  and  had  my  word 

been  giv'n 
To  remain  here,  I  would  be  forc*d  from  life 
Before  my  place. 

Ino.  Here  is  a  bravery  now  would  make  a  man 
Forswear  ail  gallantry,  to  fool  away  your  life 

thus 

In  a  humour 1  met  the  court  just  now,  sir, 

As  full  of  whispers,  every  man's  eyes  spoke 

strong  amazement. 
My  father's  sent  for,  with  two  other  lords, 
Eubulus  and  Anamedes;  and  the  court  gates 

are  lock'd. 
Resolve,   sir,    and   command    me   sometliing, 

wherein 
I  may  have  an  occasion  to  serve  you. 

Flan.  Then  I  resolve  to  do  as  I  am  cantion'd. 
Walk  in ;  I'll  tell  thee  more.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Ephorbas  and  Libacer^ 

Eph,  What  was  his  answer  then  ? 
Li6.  Tell  him,  I  am  resolv'd  I  will  not  come. 
Those  were  the  very  words,  sir. 

Eph.  rfwas  very  pretty ;  resolute  methinks. 
If  he  be  grown  so  stubborn  already, 
The  next  we  must  expect  is  action. 

Lib.  But  yet  he  bids  me,  if  you  ask'd  why  he 
came  not, 
To  find  some  excuse  or  other. 

Eph.  He  could  find  none  himself  then. 
Call  in  the  lords,  we  must  be  sudden  in  our 

execution : 
But  ppythee  one  thing  more,  who  was  there 
with  him  ? 
Lib.  Nobody ;  bat  I  met  going  to  him  young 
Inophilus  ^ 


And  beard  one  servant  tell  another,  in  great 
haste. 

Their  lord  would  speak  with  some  o'  th'  cap- 
tains of  the  army.  [Extt, 


SCENE  VII. 
Enter  Rinatus,  Eubulus,  and  Anamedes. 

Eph.  Sit  d^wn,  my  lords ;  we  have  busiom 

with  you, 
Requires  your  hands  and  hearts,  both  speed  and 

counsel ; 
Our  danger's  such,  that  I  could  wish  *t  had  flown 
Upon  us  without  warning,  tor  so  cross  the  hia 

are. 
Our  safety  must  be  bought  at  such  a  price, 
That  we  must  lose  what  is  as  dear  to  us 
Almost  as  it.    'Tis  Piangus'  death  or  mine 
Must  secure  the  other's  fife — A  ay,  startle  not: 
if  I  nm  grown  as  wearisome  to  you 
As  to  him,  your  calling  is  in  vain,  my  lords; 
Nor  shall  I  labour  longer  to  preserve 
A  life  deny'd  me  by  the  gods  and  you. 
But  if  there's  any  here  who  hath  a  son 
Brought  to  these  years,  with  so  much  care  and 

love 
As  mine  hath  been,  think  what  a  grief  it  is 
To  lose  him,  and  shed  one  tear  with  me.        ^ 
But  for  that  son  to  plume  himself  with  feathers 
Pluck'd  from  his  father's  wings,  would  melt  one'f 

eye-bails. 
Yet  Plangus,  who  hath  vixarded  bis  ends 
With  virtue,  finding  it  useless  now,  hath  thrown 
It  from  him,  and  openly  attempts  my  crown  and 

life. 
When  mischiefs  wheel  once  runs,  bow  fiut  it 

speeds. 
Headlong  to  put  in  act  the  blackest  deeds ! 
Were  my  crown  bis,  had  he  my  life  to  give. 
Though  he  would  let  me,  I  would  scorn  to  live. 
Eub.  Sir,  we  are  called  upon  a  great  afihir, 
And  if  it  be  true,  tlie  speed  of  our  resolves 
Shall  be  as  great  as  it. 

Your  majesty  hath  reign'd  so  happily,  and  loogi 
We  will  not  think  a  time  beyond  it. 
And  such,  so  great  your  virtue  still  hath  been, 
Strangers  have  been  enamour'd,  and  admir*d  it* 
Our  enemies,  that  could  have  wish'd  it  less, 
Yet  have  sate  down  with  envy,  nor  attempted 
Aught  against  you,  knowing  (I'm  confident) 
By  such  unjust  attempts  the  gods  would  be  tbeir 

foes. 
Methinks  *tis  therefore  much  less  likely 
That  Plangus,  who  hath  hitherto  been  found 
A  miracle  of  filial  piety. 
And  one  that  we  may  say  was  born  the  beir 
To  all  your  virtues,  all  your  goodness, 
As  well  as  the  kingdom ;  who  counts  it  glory 
As  much  to  be  an  honest  man,  as  a  great  prince: 
I  say,  for  him,  who  as  he  is  your  son. 
And  as  we  hitherto  have  found  him  full 
Of  worth  and  honour,  we  cannot  but  behokl 
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in  whom  the  spreading  hopes  of  all 

row,  and  promise  to  themselves 

;reen  happiness,  ttiat  ne'er  shall  know 

utumn,  or  a  naked  winter  means. 

1,  that  hath  scarce  yet  put  off 

;loaths  which  still  wear  the  hadges 

^reat  danger  he  was  ill,  not  tor 

',  my  liege,  but  you  and  us ;  for  had 

I'd  the  ruin  of  his  father  and  his  country, 

j^ives  would  have  done  that  for  him, 

not  have  betrn  call'd  in  question, 
en  we  must  remember  with  what  wings 

to  meet  the  torrent,  both  against 
insel  of  his  friends,  and  his  own  hopes; 
ve  to  you  and  us  spurred  him  on  forward 
e  impossibilities,  which  nothing 
e  and  valour  duist  have  attempted, 
en,  metbinks,  'tis  strange,  yea  very  strange, 

a  moment  t'  have  flung  all  nature  off, 

religion;  and  that,  sir,  against  you, 
we  all  well  know  and  think,  with  fear, 
ir  fading  hopes  spring  fresh  from  Plangus) 
lortly  pay  your  tribute  to  the  grave. 
It  we  doubt  your  majesty  hath  cause 
rehend  a  danger;  only  'tis  wish'd, 
<vho  inform'd  you  were  examin'd  strictly, 
angus  sent  for  to  answer  for  himself, 
-s,  like  mists,  still  vanish  at  the  sight 
icents,  who  bring  their  lies  to  light. 

If  an  oratioi)<could  have  made  him  clear, 
ib^  mjr  fears  are  vain,  and  we  shall  lie 
eping  in  security,  as  great 
sting  as  Plangus  and  his  'complices 
s^  upon  us,  nor  wake  till  we  are  bound 
wcurest  chains,  death's  fetters, 
am  old  is  true,  and  Plangus  knows  it. 
id  havecatch'd  a  cannon-buUet  sooner  else 
n  his  naked  hands,  than  have  provok'd 
y :  but  age  hath  froze  me 
cy  numbness :  yet  shall  he  know 
ns  have  fire  as  well  as  his,  and  when 
d,  my  eyes  shoot  as  much  poison  too. 
you  alledge  about  his  battle  'gainst  the 

Argives 
»cuse,  it  is  a  proof  against  him. 
1  thieves  rob  others,  yet  they  fight  them- 
selves 
ne  that  rob,  when  strangers  set  on  them, 
1  unite  against  a  common  enemy, 
langus'  private  interests  not  held 
•  us,  no  doubt  he'd  left  us  naked 
iefence ;  but  an  intestine  fury, 

the  Argives  bear  away  the  fruits 
bis  labours,  all  his  treasons, 
im  into  despair,  and  made  him  play 
e  was  ahnost  lost,  rather  than  give  all  o'er. 
I,  that  action  hath  endear'd  him  to  the 
people ; 

him  the  soldiers  hearts  with  so  great  ease, 
lUger's  nothing  in  respect  o*ch'  rise 
:es  from  hence  to  climb  up  to  bis  ends, 
r  the  virtue  that  hath  gulrd  us  all, 
ah  to  speak  it;  that  a  son  of  mine 


Should  ever  be  so  base  to  seek  a  cloak 
For  what  he  doth,  but  that  I  have  disclaimed 
All  my  relations  to  liim,  and  would  adopt 
A  cannibal  sooner  fur  a  son  than  he. 
The  evidence  we  have  is  what  we  wish  were  lesSj, 
Then  might  I  hug  my  Plangus,  and  he  me ; 
But  since  the  fates  and  his  own  ills  deny 
That  intercourse,  what  can  remain, 
But  that  w.e  should  proceed  to  sentence 
Speedy  as  themselves,  and  stop  the  ill,  wliich  may 
Strike  when  'tis  night,  or  while  'tis  call'd  to-day. 
He  knows  his  guilt  too  well,  and  hath  deny'd 
To  come,  that  so  he  might  be  justify'd. 
Once  disobey'd  us  father,  the  next  thing 
Will  be  rebellion  to  me  as  his  king. 


SCENE  VIII. 

Enter  Libaceb. 

Rin.  As  sure  as  death,  this  is  one 
Of  the  rogues  that  hath  his  rogui  ry  to  act. 
And  comes  in  like  something  that  hath  brought 

news 
In  the  latter  end  of  a  play.    Now  shall  we  liave 

Some  strange  discovery How  the  rogue  stares! 

Lib.  No  sooner  had  we  shut  the  gates,  my 
liege. 
Than  an  uncertain  rumour  spread  among  the 

people 
That  Plangus  was  in  danger. 
When  if  you  ever  saw  a  hive  of  bees, 
How  if  you  stir  but  one  the  whole  swarm  moves^ 
And  testify  their  anger ;  so  strait  whole  crowds 
Of  people,  the  greatest  half  not  knowing  what 
They  came  for,  swarmed  to  the  gates,  and  with 
Confus'd  cries,  hindered  themselves  from  being 

understood ; 
Till  some  having  divers  times  cried  Plangus; 
Some  their  prince,  all  with  one  note. 
Made  up  a  common  voice,  and  so  continued. 
Till  some  captains  with  one  or  two  selected 

troous 
Made  up  to  them,  and  having  promised  them 
They  would  secure  the  prince,  desired  them 
To  withdraw. 

And  when  they  came  so  nigh  as  to  be  heard. 
They  did  in  earnest  what  the  other  had 
Attempted  with  so  much  noise  and  failed  in ; 
For  they  told  the  porter,  in  plain  soldiers  lan- 
guage. 
They  would  either  see  Plangus  safe,  or  force 
The  gates  upon  him.     He,  m  this  exigence, 
Hath  sent  to  know  your  pleasure. 

Eph,  How  say  you  now,  my  lords? 
Where  is  the  innocence,  the  love  to  you  and  us? 
For  my  part,  I  will  meet  the  danger; 
Tame  expectation  is  beneath  a  king. 
Only  let  me  intreat  you  to  see  my  queen  safe. 
Tis  pity  she  should  smart  who  hath  no  sin 
To  answer  tor,  but  calling  me  her  husband. 
Plangus— Iberia  sliall  be  thine— But 


S62 


ANDROMANA;  OR, 


[Shirlet; 


With  curses  of  the  nngry  gods,  and  a  kind 
Injar*d  dying  father. 

[He  goes  to  stab  himself, 
RiNATUS  states  him, 
Rin.  Heav'n  bless  you,  sir,  what  a  despair  is 
this? 
Because  you  hate  a  hangman,  you  will  be 
Your  executioner  yourself.     Believe  me, 
That  which  presents  so  great  danger  to  you 
I  look  upon  with  joy.    There  is  no  subject 
That  loves  you,  or  the  prince,  but  must  be  glad 
To -see  the  zeal  Iberians  bear  to  a  true  virtue, 
When  bending  under  an  unjust  oppression ; 
No  doubt  their  love  had  been  as  great  to  you, 
Had  you  been  in  like  danger — Besides,  my  lord, 
You  are  not  sure  'tis  with  the  prince's  conseut. 
The  soldiers  do  this.     My  life  for  yours 

You  will  be  safe,  let  the  worst  come 

Let  us  go  meet  your  fears. 
[They  begin  to  rise,  when  at  the  instant  Andro- 

MANA  enters  undressed,  and  in  a  fright. 
And.  Happy  am  I,  my  lord,  [She  weeps, 

Tliis  sudden  fright  hath  rescu'd  roe  from  being 

made 
The  subject  of  some  villain's  Inst,  who 
With  his  sword  drawn,  just  now  was  forcing  me 
Tb'  lewd  embraces ;  if  you  command  to  search 

the  court. 
He  cannot  be  far  hence,  for  he  ran  that  way. 

Kin,  O  impudence ! 
That  durst  attempt  a  sin  (darkness  and  woods 
Have  too  many  eyes  for)  in  the  open  court. 

[PLANGt7S  stirs  behind  the  hangings, 

I  shall  be  with  you The  devil  hath 

ilrmour  on 

[RiNATUS  draws,  and  runs  at  him, 

Eph.  Drag  him  to  torture 

[Thei/ fetch  him  out. 
My  son  !  why  have  I  liv'd  to  see  this  ? 
Away  with  him  to  death;    the  air  will  grow 

infectious. 
Why  stay  you  ? 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Zopiro  and  Inopuilus,  zcith  Soldiers, 

Ino,  Unhand  the  prince,  or  else  by  Heav'n  he 

treads 
Into  his  grave  that  moves  a  foot  to  touch  him. 
Madam,  though  Plangus'  noble  self  was  blind. 
And  could  not  see  the  deep  black  darkness  of 

your 
Hellish  actions;  his  friends  had  eyes  about  them. 
Was  this  your  love  ?  this  your  repentance  ? 
This  your  advice,  your  counsel  ?  I  must  confess, 

had  I, 
And  these  his  noble  friends  here,  been  rul'd  by 

him, 
Ere  this  he'd  been  a  sacrifice  to  your  revenge 

and  you. 
Why- stand  you  mute,  sir?  Want  you  a  tongue 

tojustify 


Your  innocence  our  swords  and  we  maintain  p 

And  now,  my  liege,  we  turn  to  you. 

Whom  we  have  serv'd  as  truly 

As  ever  subjects  did  any  prince  alive ; 

And  whilst  you're  worthy,  we  will  do  so  still ; 

But  we'll  be  no  man's  slaves  alive. 

Much  less  be  his  that  is  another's,  while  Uui 

base  witch 
(For  so  she  is)  constrains  you  to  do  actions 
Children  would  blush  at,  and  wise  men  laugh  at,* 
Which  will  after  leave  you  both  to  repentance 
And  despair.    This  beggar,  whom  t'other  day 
You  took  up  as  some  lost  thing. 
Gave  your  honour  to,  and  in  that  our  safety. 
That  knew  less  to  be  good  than  devils  do,  and  hadi 
Ills  lodg'd  in  her,  that  would  make  hell  beyond 

that 
The  furies  dwell  in :  Banish  her  hence. 
Send  her  to  some  place,  where  murders,  rapioei, 
Or  sins  yet  unheard  of,  do  inhabit. 
And  where  she  can  do  us  no  mischief. 
Do  you  betake  yourself 
To  your  former  virtue,  and  restore  the  prince 
To  those  affections  you  once  had  for  him, 
We  then  perhaps  may  live  to  see  Iberia  happj. 
Eph,   Why  am  I  forc'd  thus  to  declare  his 
shame, 
Which  at  the  bound  strikes  me,  and  is  made  my 

own? 
You  know  not  how  well  Pl^ngus  can  dissemble: 
He  is  an  hypocrite,  I  need  not  tell  you  more, 
Those  three  syllables  comprehend  ail  ill. 
My  queen,  just  now,  'scap'd   from  his  base 

attempt. 
Wherein   he  would  iiare  forc'd    her  to  hare 

damn'd 
Herself  and  him,  and  dishonour'd  me. 
What  meant  that  armour  on,  and  why  so  guarded? 
Where  was  a  danger  threat'ned  him  ? 
Or  doth  he  think  his  Conscience  could  not 
Sting  him  through  it  ? 

I  wish  he  might  live,  my  lords:  but  as  nafare, 
That  as  he  is  my  son,  bids  roe  preserve  him ; 
So  honour,  which  pleads  to  the  king  stronger 
Than  nature  can,  tells  me,  for  that  very  reason, 
I  can  less  pardon  hun  than  something  bom 

A  stranger  to  my  blood But  I  deserve 

To  die,  as  well  as  he;  if  he  be  grown 
A  burden  to  the  earth,  I  am  so  too. 
That  gave  the  monster  being. 
Wherefore,  let  me  be  drawn  to  execution  too. 
For  fathers  are  guilty  of  their  children's  ilk. 
Ino,  Would  Flangus  then  have  forc'd  Andro- 
mana  ? 
Yes,  so  would  Daphne  have  ravish'd  Phoebus : 

I'll  undertake  goats  are  less  salt  than  she 

But  for  his  armour — Can  any  man  that  breathes 
One  common  air  with  her  not  need  an  anoour? 
Brass  walls  cannot  be  security  enough. 
Why  speak  you  not,  sir?  are  yoo  dumb  loo? 
Flan,  It  IS  for  them  to  speak  are  sure  to  be 
believ'd. 
And  not  for  him  that  is  condemn'd  as  guilty ; 
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I  can  excuse  sligllfe  faults, 
e  are  esteem'd  sUch,  that  all  my  actions, 
aking  duty  of  one  and  twenty  years> 
not  enough  to  clear  me,  silence  shall, 
r  no  more  to  say,  therefore, 
»  bid  you  do  your  duty  to  the  king, 
sk  him  pardon  for  the  intemperate  zeal : 
n  knows  I  wish*t  it  not,  nor  would  I  buy 
fety  at  one  of  my  father's  angry  thoughts, 
less  his  fears,  for  those  I  fall  by. 
my  father,  and  if  ye  love  me,  gentlemen, 
lot  one  tear  for  Planj|^s : 
am  timely  taken  from  those  plagues 
roman's  crying  sins  riiust  bring 
Iberia,  and  make  you  wish, 
rou  had  dy'd  as  soon  and  innocent  as  I. 


And,  That  I  was  nothing  I  confess;  that  what 
I  am, 
I  owe  to  Ephorbas;  nay,  that  the  greatness 
I  am  now  in,  tells  me  it  is  too  high 
To  be  secure,  ny  fears  bear  witness. 
I  wish  my  life  would  excuse  Piangus  his, 
At  least  my  blood  wash  off  the  blackness  of  his 

guUt, 
Heav*n  knows  it  should  not  be  one  minute 
Ere  he  should  be  restor*d  to  his  former  virtues ; 
But  since  it  cannot  be,  I'll  in  and  weep. 
Not  for  my  self,  but  him.  [Exit. 

Ino.  Millions  of  plagues  go  with  thee. 
Sir,  you  shall  along  with  us,  we  will  not 
Trust  you,  or  to  the  king,  or  her.         [Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

LiBACEB    Solut. 

.  What  politician  was  there  ever  yet, 
iwimming  through  a  sea  of  plots  and  trea- 
sons, 
not  at  last  i'  th'  very  haven^s  mouth  ? 
hall  I  do  so  too  ?  No^  my  thoughts  prompt 

me, 
I  be  told  in  story,  as  the  first 
itood  secure  upon  the  dreadflil  ruins 
id  thrown  down  beneath  hiiti.    Yet  I  am 

nigh 
recipice  I  strive  to  shun  with  so  much  care. 
i  betray'd  Piangus,  His  true,  And  still 
found  a  growing  fortune ;  but  so  long 
ilousy  binds  up  Ephorbas'  thoughts 
searching  deeper,  'tis  not  well 
Piangus  lives  at  all :  though  he  be  disgrac'd. 
friends  enow  about  the  king,  and  they  will 

find 
e  to  pacify  him,  which  will  be  my  undoing : 
ust  not  therefore  live.    Andromana 
that  mind  too ;  but  how  to  compass  it — 
ten  perhaps  I  have,  what  will  become  of  me? 
ing  more  usual  than  for  those  folks 
have  by  sinister  means  reach'd  to  the  top 
mountain  of  their  hopes,  but  they  throw 

down 
Forget  the  power  that  rais'd  them  ; 
d  necessity  enforceth  them,  lest  others  climb 
e  same  steps  tliey  did,  and  ruin  them, 
kt  not  therefore  trust  her  womansliip. 
though  I  know  she  cannot  stand  without 

me  now, 
pben  she's  queen  alone, 
lue  may  alter  her,   and  make  her  look 

upon  roe 
le  wbose  life  whispers  unto  her  own  guilt. 
oot  safe  to  be  the  object  of  a  princess'  fear; 
she  will  find  others  will  be  as  apt 


To  keep  her  up,  as  I  to  raise  her; 

I  will  prevent  her  first. 

Time  is  not  ripe  yet,  but  when  it  is 

(For  I  must  walk  on  with  her  a  little  farther) 

I  will  unravel  all  this  labyrinth 

Ev'n  to  the  king  himself.    Then  let  her  accuse 


me. 


Though  she  should  damn  herself  to  hell, 

I  know  she'll  be  believ'd  no  more,  than 

Piangus  hath  been  hitherto. 

Thus  shall  I  still  grow  great,  though  all  the  world 

&e  to  a  dreadful  ruin  madly  hurl^.  [Exit 


SCENE  II. 
Plangus  wins. 

• 

Plan,  I  can  no  longer  hold,  'tis  not  i'  th'  power 
Of  fate  to  make  me  less ;  bid  me  out-stare 
The  sun,  out-run  a  falling  star. 
Feed  upon  flames,  or  pocket  up  the  clouds ; 
Or  if  tliere  be  a  task  mad  Juno  s  hate 
Could  not  invent  to  plague  poor  Ilercules, 
Impose  it  upon  me,  1*11  do't  without  a  grudge : 
Condemn  me  to  a  gaily,  load  me  with  chains, 
Whose  weight  may  so  keep  me  down,  I  can  scarce 
Swell  under  my  burden  to  let  out  a  sigh, 
I  would  o'ercoroe  all.     Wcfre  there  a  deity 
That  men  adore,  and  throw  their  prayers  upony 
That  would  lend  just  ears  to  human  wishes, 
I  would  grow  great  by  beins  punished,  and  be 
A  plague  myself,  so  that  when  people  curst 
Beyond  invention,  to  their  prooigious  rhetoric 
This  epiphonema  should  be  addea, 
*'  Become  as  miserable  as  wretched  PIangus.'V 
I  have  been  jaded,  basely  jaded,  by  those  tame 

fools  , 

Honour  and  piety,  and  now  am  wak'd  into  re- 

venge. 
Breathing  forth  ruin  to  those  first  spread 
This  drowsiness  upon  my  soul. 
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A  woman  !  O  heaven !  had  I  been  gull'd 
By  any  thing  tiad  borne  the  name  of  man; 
But  this  will  look  so  sordidly  in  story, 
I  shall  be  grown  discourse  for  grooms  and  foot- 
boys, 
Be  balladed,  and  sung  to  filthy  tunes 
But  do  I  talk  still  ?  well,  I  must  leave 
This  patience — And  now,  Epborbas, 
Since  thou  hast  wrought  me  to  this  temper, 
I'll  be  revengM  with  us  much  skill  as  thou 
Hast  injur'd  roe.     I'll  to  these  presently. 
For  my  liour-glass  shall  not  run  ten  minutes 

longer, 
And  having  kill'd  myself  before  thee, 
ni  pluck  my  heart  out,  tell  thee  all 
My  innocence,  and  leave  thee  hem'd  in  with 
A  despair  thicker  than  Egyptian  darkness. 
I  know  thou  canst  not  choose  but  die  for  grief. 
But  here  he  is.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 
Ephorbas  tolus, 

• 

Eph,  Riddle  upon  riddle !  I  have  dream'd  this 
night 
Plangus  was  cloathM  like  innocence,  al!  white; 
And  Andromana  then  methoughts  was  grown 
So  black,  nothing  but  all  one  guilt  was  shewn. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  Shall  I  believe  a  dream  ? 
Which  is  a  vapour  born  along  the  stream 
Of  fancy,  and  sprung  up  from  the  gross  fumes 
Of  a  full  stomacli,  sent  to  the  upper  rooms 
O*  th'  brain  by  our  ill  genius,  to  spoil  our  sight, 
And  cloud  our  judgments  like  a  misty  night. 
Why  do  I  doubt?  'tis  ominous  to  stay 
Demurnng,  when  the  way  is  plain :  Is  day 
Or  night  best  to  judge  colours?  shall  I  stand. 
Trying  the  water's  soundness,  when  the  laud 
Presents  firm  footing?  Truth  by  day  appears, 
And  I  from  tapers  hope  to  find  my  fears 
Oppos'd.    And  yet  methinks  'tis  very  strange, 
A  son  of  mine  should  suddenl}r  thus  change, 
And  throw  his  nature  off;  I  did  not  so 
When  I  was  young.     I  am  resolv'd  to  know 
The  truth,  and  clear  this  mist  from  fore  my  eyes. 
If 't  can  be  done  by  care,  by  gold,  or  spies. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Andromana  sola. 

And.  So  badgers  dig  the  holes, 
And  foxes  live  in  them:  Of  all  factors, 
State-factors  are  the  worst,  and  yet  least  to  them- 
selves 
Of  all  their  labour.    This  Libacer  is  wading 
To  the  throat  in  blood  to  do  me  service. 
Tame  fool !  can  he  imagine  I  remove 
A  husband  and  a  son,  to  suffer  him 
To  live  still  and  upbraid  my  ills  ? 


Enter  Libaccr. 

Lib.  It  is  resolvM. 
But  here  she  is,  I  must  speak  fiurly  for  a  while. 

And.  How  doth  it  succeed  now,  my  dariiog? 
Shall  we  be  great  ?  great  alone  ? 

Lib.  As  great  as  pride  and  fullness  of  revenge 
Can  swell  us. — Hark  in  your  ear,  madam, 
ril  tell  von  all  our  plot,  bat  softly, 
For  perhaps  the  jealous  walls  may  echo 
Back  the  treason.  [T^^  whiiper. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Plangus  with  his  sword  dramn. 

Plan,  1  bore  whilst  I  could,   but  now  'df 
grown 
Too  ^at  to  be  contain'd  in  human  breast, 
And  It  shall  out,  tho'  hoop'd  with  wdls  of  brass. 
Are  they  at  it  ?  I  stood  once  a  listening  at  their 

intreaty. 
This  time  at  my  own  1*11  stand  and  hearken. 

[Steps  ande. 
And.  It  is  impossible. 
Lib,  I  tell  you  no.   I'll  aggravate  the  injuries, 
And  tell  him  how  basely  poor  it  was 
For  a  father  to  betray  his  son  so. 

And.  His  piety  shall  never 

Lib.  But  his  fury  shall.     Til  stab  the  king 
himself,  and  bring 
Those  witnesses  shall  swear  'twas  Plangos. 

Plan.  Nay  then,  'tis  time  to  strike*- • 

There,  carry  thy  intents  to  hell. 

[He  stabs  Libacei. 
ilnd.  Help!  murder!  murder!  a  rape!  a  rape! 

Enter  Ephorbas. 

Eph,  What  dismal  note  was  that  ? 

And.  Sir,  there  you  see  your  martyr. 
Whose  force  being  too  weak  to  save  my  bononr; 
His  fidelity  was  greater,  and  dy*d  a  loyal  sacrifice, 
Offer'd  by  the  impious  hand  of  that  vile  man. 

Eph.  O  Heav'n !  doth  not  the  earth  yet  gape 
and  swallow  thee  ? 
Thy  life  shall  be  my  crime  no  longer;  I  gave  it 

thee. 
And  thus  resume  it  with  a  thousand  curses. 

[He  stabs  PlaNCUS. 

Plan.  Sir,  I  at  length  am  happy 
To  the  height  of  all  my  wishes. 
I  am  a  going  suddenly — from  all  [Fsintu 

My  troubles,  all  your  fears — 
But  I  will  tell  my  story  first — 
How  you  have  wrong'd,  and  been  wrong'd  yo«r^ 

self. 
This  woman — to  be  sliort— 
Hath  t\vin*d  like  ivy  with  mj  naked  limbs 
Before  she  marry*d  you — 
And  would — Oh — in  spite  of  death 
I  will  go  on — have  tempted  me  to  bed  her  since* 
Upon  refusal  she  turn'd  her  love  to  hate| 
Ajod  plots  my  ruin — ^And— 


SUIRLBT.] 


THE  MERCHANT'S  WIFE. 


S65 


Next  yoar  death— I  can  no  more- 
I  kiU'd  the  instroment — farewel — 

■Forgive  m< 


[Die$. 


Epk,  Can  this  be  trae,  Andromana  ? 
And.  Do  jrou  believe  it  ? 
Epk.  I  wish  I  had  not  caua^-^ 
And.  Sir, every sjUable  was  tmc  he  told  you; 
Whose  wonls  I  tnus  confirm. 

[She  takes  Plahgus*s  dagger^  flingi  it 
at  Efhobbas,  and  kilU  him. 
.EjpA.  I'm  slain  !  mercy,  Heaven. 
JmL  You  should  have  come  a  little  sooner. 

Enter  iNOPniLus. 

Ino,  Do  I  see  vrell  ?  or  is  the  prince  here  slain  ? 

And.  He  is,  and  'cause  you  love  him, 
Carry  that  token  of  my  love  to  him.  [Staht  Ino. 
I  know  he'll  take  it  kindly  that  you  uke 
So  long  a  journey  only  to  see  hmi. 

Ino,  It  was  the  devil  struck,  sure, 
A  woman  could  not  do  it. — Plangus,  oh !  [Dies. ' 


SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Rinatus,  Eubulus,  Anambdes, 

Hill.  Heaven  defend  us !  what  a  sight  is  here  ? 
The  Ling,  the  prince,  both  sUin  ?  wlMt,  and  my 

son  too? 
Only  thb  woman  living  ? — Speak  out, 
Scritch-owl,  witch,  £}w  came  they  by  their 
deaths? 
And.  By  me;  how  else? 
Hill.  Let's  torture  her. 
And.  I  can  prevent  you ;  I  would  not  live  A 
minute  longer, 
Unless  to  act  ray  ills  ag^in,  for  all  Iberia. 

[Stahs  herself, 
I  have  lived  long  enough  to  boast  an  act. 
After  which  no  mischief  shall  be  new^    [Dtet. 
Rin.  Let's  in,  and  weep  our  weary  lives  away ; 
When  this  is  told,  let  after-ages  say. 
But  Andromana  none  could  have  bi^n  it. 
And  none  but  Andromana  could  have  done  it. 

[Exeunt^ 
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seems  to  have  been  intirely  neglected ;  some  liberties  have  therefore  been  necessarily  taken  toreslcrt 
the  play  nearer  to  the  state  in  which  it  is  presumed  the  author  left  it. 


GeVTLEM£K| 

You  have  the  first  flight  of  him,  I  assure  vou.  This  Mayor  of  Quinborough,  whom  you  hm  til 
heard  of,  and  some  of  you  beheld  upon  the  stage,  now  begins  to  walk  abroad  in  print ;  be  hts 
been  known  sufficiently  by  the  reputation  of  bis  wit,  which  is  enough,  by  the  way,  to  distiogoish 
him  from  ordinary  Mayors ;  but  wit,  you  know,  has  skulk'd  in  comers  for  many  years  past,  and  he 
was  thought  to  have  most  of  it  that  could  best  hide  himself.  Now  whether  this  magistrate  fetr'd 
the  decimating  times,  or  kept  up  the  state  of  other  Mayors,  that  are  bound  not  to  go  out  of  ibeir 
liberties  during  the  time  of  their  mayoralty,  I  know  not ;  'tis  enough  for  me  to  put  him  into  yoor 
bands,  under  Uie  title  of  an  honest  man,  which  will  appear  plainly  to  you,  because  you  shall  fiod 
him  all  along  to  have  a  great  pique  to  the  rebel  Oliver.  I  am  told  his  drollery  yields  to  none  the 
English  drama  did  ever  produce ;  and  though  I  would  not  put  his  modesty  to  the  blnsli,  by  spetk* 
ing  too  much  in  his  commendation,  yet  I  know  you  will  areee  with  me,  upon  your  better  acqoaiot- 
ance  with  him,  that  there  is  some  difference  in  point  of  wit,  betwixt  the  Mayor  of  Quinhonmgh 
and  the  Mayor  o(* Huntingdon. 


*  Attempt  to  ascertain  the  onfer  of  Shakspeare's  Plays,  p.  383. 

*  Huntingdon,  the  place  where  Oliver  Cromwell  was  bom  and  resided  many  years  ofhisli^ 
Some  aUusion  here  seems  to  be  lost 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  'Raynulph. 

Ray.  Wliat  Raynulphy  mook  of  Chester,  can 
ise  from  bit  polycbronicon, 
at  raiseth  him,  as  works  do  men, 
see  long-parted  light  again, 
at  best  may  please  this  round  fair  ring, 
th  sparkling  diamonds  circled  in, 
ball  produce.     If  all  my  powers 
n  win  the  grace  of  two  poor  hours, 
;11  apaid  I  go  to  rest, 
dent  stories  have  been  best ; 
ibions,  that  are  now  call'd  new, 
ve  been  worn  by  more  than  you ; 
ler  times  have  us'd  the  same, 


Though  these  new  ones  get  the  name : 

So  in  story,  what's  now  told 

That  takes  not  part  with  days  of  old  ? 

Then  to  approve  time's  mutual  glory. 

Join  new  time's  love  to  old  time  s  story.  [Ejcit, 

Shouts  within  ;  then  enter  Vortioer. 

Vor,  Will  that  wide^^hroated  beast,  the  mul- 
titude. 
Never  leave  bellowing  ?    Courtiers  are  ill 
Advised  when  they  first  make  such  monsters. 
How  near  was  I  to  a  scepter  and  a  crown  ? 
Fair  power  was  even  upon  me,  my  desires 
Were  casting  glory,  till  this  forked  rabble, 
With  their  infectious  acclamations, 
Poison'd  my  fortunes  for  Constantine's  sons. 


Rnmaiph. — Raynolph  Hisden  was  the  compiler  of  the  Polychronicon.  as  far  as  the  3rear  1357, 
rty-first  of  Edvrard  III.    u  was  transjated  into  English  by  Trevisa,  and  compleated  and  printed 


Cfaxton  in  folio,  I482f 
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Well,  thooi^b  I  rise  not  king,  I'll  s^ek  the  means 
To  i^row  as  near  to  one  as  policy  can, 
And  choak   their   expectations. — ^Now^    good 
lords, 

Enter  Dbvovshiee  and  Stafford. 

Jn  whose  kind  loves  and  wbhes  I  am  bnilt 
Am  high  as  human  dignity  can  aspire. 
Are  yet  those  trunks,  that  liave  no  other  souls 
But  noise  and  ignoraivce,  something  more  quiet  ? 
Devon   Nor  are  they  like  to  be,  for  aught  we 
gather. 
Their  wills  are  up  still ;  nothing  can  appease 

t)  em, 
Good  speeches  are  but  cast  away  upon  them. 
Vor.  Then,  since  necessity  and  fate  with- 
stand me, 
ril  strive  to  enter  at  a  straighter  passage ; 
Your  sudden  aid  and  counsels,  good  my  lords. 
Sttf,  They  are  ours  no  longer  than  they  do 
you  service. 

Enter  Const avtius  (m  a  Monk^  attended  by 
other  Monks),  Vortigeb  iiayt  kirn. 

Vor.  Vessels  of  sanctity,  be  pleas'd  a  while 
To  give  attention  to  the  general  peace, 
Wherein  Heav'n  is  serv*d  too,  though  not  so 

purelv. 
Constantius,  eldest  son  of  Constantine, 
We  here  seize  on  thee  fur  tlie  general  good. 
And  in  thy  right  of  birth. 

Con.  On  me!  for  what,  lords? 

Vor,  The  kingdom's  government. 

Can.  Oh  Powers  of  blessedness, 
Keep  me  from  growing  downwards  into  earth 

again: 
I  hope  I  am  farther  on  my  way  than  so;  set 
forwards. 

Vor.  You  must  not. 

Con.  How! 

Vor.  I  know  your  wisdom 
Will  light  upon  a  way  to  pardon  us. 
When  you  shall  read  in  every  Briton*s  brow 
The  urg*d  necessity  of  the  times. 

Con.  What  necessity  can  there  be  in  the 
world, 
Bfit  prayer  and  repentance  ?  aiu)  diat  busiiiess 
I  am  about  now. 

Vor.  Hark,  afar  off  still — 
We  lose  and  haiafiSq^cb — Holy  Germanus, 
And  reverend  Lupus,  with  all  expedition 
Set  the  crown  on  him. 

Con.  No  such  mark  of  fortune 
Comes  near  my  head. 

Vor.  My  lorn,  we  are  forc'd  to  rule  you. 

Con.  Dare  you  receive  Heaven's  light  in  at 
your  eye-lids, 
And  offer  violeiice  to  religion  ? 


Take  heed,  the  very  beam  let  in  to  comfort  you 
May  be  the  fire  to  bum  you.    On  these  knees, 
Hard'ned  with  zealous  prayers,  I  entreat  you 
Brine  not  my  cares  into  the  world  again. 
Think  with  now  much  unwillingness  and  anguish 
A  glorified  soul  parted  from  tM  body 
Would  to  that  loathsome  gaol  again  return : 
With  such  great  pain  a  well-suMued  aflfection 
Re-enters  worldly  business. 

Vor.  Good  my  lord ; 
I  know  you  cannot  lodge  so  many  virtues, 
But  patience  must  be  one.    As  low  as  earth 
We  beg  the  freeness  of  your  own  consent. 
Which  else  must  be  constrain'd ;  and  time  it  wers 
Either  agreed  or  forc'd.    Speak,  good  my  lord, 
For  you  bind  up  more  sins  m  tliis  delay 
llian  thousand  prayers  can  absolve  ag^. 

Con.  Were't  but  my  death. 
You  should  not  kneel  so  long  for't. 

Vor.  Twill  be  the  death  of  millions  if  you  rise 
not, 
!  And  that  betimes  too — ^Lend  your  Help, my  lords, 
For  fear  all  come  too  late. 

Con.  This  is  a  cruelty 
That  peacefol  man  did  never  sufer  yet. 
To  make  me  die  again,  that  once  was  dead. 
And  begin  all  that  ended  long  before. 
Hold,  I^pus  and  Germanus^  you  are  lights 
Of  holiness  and  religion ;  can  you  offer 
The  thing  that  is  not  lawful  ?  Stand  not  I 
Clear  from  all  temporal  charge  by  my  profession? 

Ger.  Not  when  a  time  so  violent  calls  upoQ 
you. 
Who  is  bom  a  prince,  is  bom  a  geneml  peace, 
Not  his  own  only ;  Heaven  will  look  for  him 
in  others  actions,  and  will  require  him  there, 
What  is  in  you  religious,  must  be  shown 
In  saving  many  more  souls  than  your  own. 

Con.  Did  not  great  Constantine,  our  noble 
fiither, 
Deem  me  unfit  for  government  and  rale. 
And  therefore  ^prais'd  me  into  this  orofessioo? 
Which  I  have  held  strict,  and  love  k  above  glory. 
Nor  is  there  want  of  roe,  yourselves  can  witnai, 
Heaven  hath  provided  largely  for  your  peckr, 
And  bless'd  you  with  the  lives  of  my  two  brothers; 
Fix  your  obedience  there^  leave  me  a  servant. 

All.  Long  live  Constantius,  son  of  Constantme, 
King  of  Great  Britain  ! 

Om.  I  do  feel  a  want 
And  extream  poverty  of  jov  within ; 
Tlie  peace  I  had  is  parted 'mOnpt  rode  men: 
To  keep  them  quiet  I,  have  lost  it  all. 
What  can  the  kingdotn  gain  by  my  undoing? 
That  riches  is  not  best,  though  it  be  mighty, 
That*s  pnrchas'd'  by  the  ruin  of  another ; 
Nor  can  the  peace,  so  fifeh'd,  ever  tbnve  with 
them: 


^^^1"*^^  wM.-^h9b\y  me  Aovld  tend  pnt^d  me :  tbaX  u,  derired  me  to  gf  into  tkia  fr^e$tlm,  «r 
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t  be  worthily  held  sacrilege 
a  temple,  Hit  oo  lest  offence 
th  meoitatioot  frmn  the  soul 
»otecratecl  altar  ia  a  taaii.) 

their  hopet  will  be  b^uil*d  in  me ; 

no  more  the  way  to  temporal  rule, 

e  that't  bom  and  has  his  yeai s  come  to 

him 
Dg^  desart ;  well  mav  the  weight  kill  me, 
at's  the  Purest  gpod  1  look  for  from  it. 

Not  SO9  great  king;  here  stoops  a  faith- 
ful servant 
sooner  perish  under  it  with  cheerfulness^ 
our  meek  soul  should  feel  oppression 
er  cares;  such  conmion  coarse  employ- 
ments 
>on  me  your  servant,  upon  Vortiger ; 
i>o  are  not  made  for  noise  and  pains^ 
ITS  of  suitors,  iojuriesy  and  redresses, 
t  of  actions,  rising  with  the  sun, 
wsstiU  ending,  and  yet  never  dune, 
er  to  turn  a  great  man  to  the  state 
narble  monument,  with  over-watching. 
9ppre86*d  is  not  required  of  you,  my  lord, 
ly  to  be  king.     The  broken  fleeps  . 

take  firom  you,  sir;  the  toils  and  troubles, 
t  is  burthenous  in  authority, 
you  lay  it  on  me ;  and  what  is  glorious 
e  it  to  your  owu  brightness. 

Worthy  Vortiger, 

re  not  sm  to  gneve  another*s  patience 
rhat  we  cannot  tolerate  ourself, 
ippy  were  I  in  thee,  and  thy  love ! 
i  nothing  makes  man  feel  his  miseries 
owledge  only.    Reason,  that  is  plac*d 
in's  director,  is  his  chief  afflictor : 
>u£b  I  cannot  bear  the  weight  myself, 
>tnave  that  barrenness  of  remorse 
another  groan  under  my  hurthen. 

I  am  quite  blown  up  a  conscionable  wf^y : 
\  even  a  trick  of  murth*ring  in  some  pity. 
Ath  of  all  my  hopes  I  see  already. 
was  no  other  likelihood ;  for  religion 
ever  friend  of  mine  yet.  [Aside, 

Holy  partners  in  strictest  abstinence, 
lecestity  hath  forc'd  me  from  you. 
rt,  I  fear,  for  ever :  but  in  mind 
i«  always  here ;  here  let  me  stay. 
OH.  My  lord,  yon  know  the  times. 

Farewell,  blest  souls ;  I  fear  I  shall  offend : 

t  draws  tears  from  you,  takes  your  best 

friend.       [Exeunt  all  Imi  Voutiger. 

Can  the  gref^t  motion  of  ambition  stand, 
heels  false  wrought  by  an  unskilful  hand } 
rime,  sund  thou  too :  let  no  hopes  arrive 
Ir  sweet  wisbfiilness,  till  mine  set  forwards. 

I  could  stay  thy  existence  as  I  can 
assy  counterfeit  in  hours  of  sand, 
fp  thee  tum'd  down,  till  my  wishes  rose; 
ve'd  both  rise  together.^ 
leveral  inclinations  are7n  nature^ 
luch  it  he  dis^oiet^,  and  wears  royalty 
nfully  upon  him !  like  a  curs^: 


Calls  a  fair  crown  the  weight  of  his  afflictions! 
When  here's  a  S9ul  would  sink  under  the  burthen^ 
Yet  welt  recovered — I  will  use  all  means 
To  vex  authority  firom  him,  and  in  all 
Study  what  most  may  discontent  his  blood. 
Making  my  mask  my  zeal  to  th'  public  good. 
Not  possible  a  richer  policy 
Can  have  conception  m  the  thought  of  man. 

Enter  two  Graziers, 

Ist  Grax,   An  honourable  life  inclose  your 
lordship! 

For.  Now,  what  are  you  ? 

^d  Grag,  Graziers,  if 't  like  your  lordship. 

Vor.  So  it  should  seem  by  your  inciosures. 
What's  your  affair  with  me? 

Itt  Graz,  We  are  your  petitioners,  my  lord. 

Vor,  For  what  ?  Depart ;  petitioners  to  me ! 
You  have  well  deserv'd  my  grace  and  f  .vour. 
Have  you  not  a  ruler  after  your  owu  election  ? 
Hye  you  to  court. 
Get  near  and  close;  be  loud 
And  bold  enough :  you  cannot  chuse  but  speed. 

[Exit. 

2d  Graz.  If  that  will  do't. 
We  have  throats  wide  enough,  we'll  put  them 
to't.  [Exeunt, 

Dumb  show.  Fortune  discovered;  in  ker 
hand  a  round  ball  full  tf  lots :  then  enter 
Hengist  and  Horsvs,  with  others:  they 
draw  lots ;  and  having  opened  them,  all  de^ 
part  save  11  ek gist  and  iloasus,  who  kneel 
and  embrace :  then  enter  Roxena,  seeming 
to  take  leave  o^'Hemoist  ta  great  passion^ 
but  more  especially  and  wartfy  of  iloasus, 
her  loroer ;  she  departs  one  way.  Hen  gist 
and  HoasiJS  another. 

Enter  Ratnulph. 

Ray,  When  Germany  was  overgrown 
With  sons  of  peace,  too  thickly  sown, 
Several  guides  were  chosen  then 
By  destin'd  lots,  to  lead  out  men ; 
And  they  whom  fortune  here  withstands. 
Must  prove  their  fates  in  other  lands. 
On  these  two  captains  fell  the  lot ; 
But  that  which  must  not  be  foi^ol, 
Was  Roxena's  cunnine  grief; 
Who  from  her  father,  Tike  a  thie^ 
Hid  her  best  and  truest  tears. 
Which  h^r  lustful  lover  wears, 
In  many  a  stol'n  and  wary  kiss 
Unseen  of  father :  maids  do  this. 
Yet  highly  scorn  to  be  call'd  strumpets  too ; 
But  what  they  lack  oft  1*11  be judg'd  by  you. 

[Exit, 

Enter  Vortiger,  Felt-maker,  Bt^itois-^nakerf 
and  Grazier,  petitioners, 

Vor.  This  way  his  majesty  comes. 

All,  Thank  your  good  lordship. 

Vor.  When  you  hear  yon  door  open— 
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AIL  Very  good,  my  lord. 

Vor,   Be  ready  with  your  several  suits,  put 

forwarci. 
Graz.  That*s  a  thing  every  man  does  natumily, 
sir. 
That  is  a  suitor,  and  doth  mean  to  speed. 
Vor,  Tis  well  you  are  so  deep  leam*d ;  take 

no  denials. 
AIL  No,  my  good  lord. 
Vor,  Not  any,  if  you  love 
The  prosperity  of  your  suits;  you  mar  all  utterly, 
And  overthrow  your  fruitful  hopes  for  ever, 
If  either  fifth  or  sixth,  nay  tenth  repulse, 
Fasten  upon  your  bnshfulness. 

AIL  Say  you  so,  my  lord  ? 
We  can  be  troublesome  if  we  list. 

Vor,  I  know  it. 
I  felt  it  but  too  late  in  the  general  sum 
Of  your  rank  brotherhood,  which  now  I  thank 

you  for. 
While  this  vexation  is  in  play,  1*11  study 
For  a  second ;  then  a  third  to  that :  one  still 
To  vex  another,  that  he  shall  be  glad 
To  yield  up  power ;  if  not,  it  shall  be  had. 
^  [Exit. 

B.  Mak,   Hark  !   I  protest,  my  heart  was 
coming  upwards : 
I  thought  the  door  bad  opened. 
Graz,  Marry,  would  it  had,  sir. 
B  Mak.  I  have  such  a  treacherous  heart  of 
my  own,  'twill  throb 
At  the  very  fall  of  a  farthingale. 
Graz.  Not  if  it  fall  on  the  '  rushes. 
B,  Mak.  Yes  truly,  if  there  be 
No  liffht  in  the  room,  I  shall  throb  presently. 
Tlie  first  time  it  took  me,  my  wife  was  in  the 

company : 
I  remember  the  room  ^as  not  half  so  light  as 

this; 
But  I'll  be  sworn  I  was  a  whole  hour  in  finding 
her. 
Graz.  ByV  lady  y*had  a  long  time  of  throb- 
bing of  It  then. 
B.  Mak,  Still  I  felt  men,  but  I  could  feel  no 
women ; 
I  thought  they  had  been  all  sunk.    I  have  made 

a  vow  for  *t, 
m  never  have  meeting  while  I  live,  by  candle- 
light again. 
Graz,  Yes,  sir,  in  lanthorns  : 
But  ni  never  trust  candle  naked  again. 

Graz,    Hark,  hark !    stand  close :   it  opens 

now  indeed  ! 
JB.  Mak.  Oh  majesty,  what  art  thou  !  I'd  give 
any  man 
llalf  my  suit  to  deliver  my  petition  ;  it  is  in  the 

behalf 
Qfbntton-makers,  and  so  it  seems  by  my  flesh.   I 


Enter  Constaktius,  and  two  Gentlemen, 

Con,  Pray  do  not  follow  me,  unless  you  do  it 
To  wonder  at  my  garments :  there's  no  cause 
I  give  you  why  you  should  ;  'tit  shame  enough, 
Methinks,  to  look  upon  myself: 
It  grieves  me  that  more  should.      The  other 

,  weeds 
Became  me  better ;  but  the  lords  are  pleas'd 
To  force  me  to  wear  these :  I  would  not  else. 
I  pray  be  satisfied  ;  I  call'd  you  not. 
Wonder  of  madness!     Can  you  stand  so  idle. 
And  know  that  you  must  die  f 

1st  Gent,  We  are  all  commanded,  sir; 
Besides,  it  is  our  duties  to  your  grace, 
To  i^ive  attendance. 

Con.  What  a  vrild  thing  is  this  ? 
No  man'el  why  you  tremble  at  death's  name,. 
When  you'll  not  see  the  cause  why  you  are 

fools. 
For  charity's  sake,  desist  here,  I  pray  you : 
Make  not  my  presence  guilty  of  your  sloth. 
Withdraw,  young  men,    and  find  yon  booest 
business. 
^d  Gent,  What  hopes  have  we  to  rise  by  fol- 
lowing him  ? 
I'll  give  him  over  shortly. 

lit  Gent.  He's  too  nice. 
Too  holy  for  young  gentlemen  to  follow 
That  have  good  faces,  and  sweet  running  forloDcs. 
Om.  Eight  hours  a  day  in  serions  contempla- 
tion. 
Is  but  a  bare  allowance ;  no  higher  food 
To  the  soul,  than  bread  and  water  to  the  body; 
And  that's  but  needful ;   then  more  wouM  do 
better. 
B.  Mak,  Let  us  all  kneel   together;  'twill 
move  pity. 
I  have  been  at  the  begging  of  a  hundred  suits. 
Con.  How  happy  am  I  in  the  sight  of  you ! 
Here  are  religious  souls  that  lose  not  time. 
With  what  devotion  do  they  point  at  heaven. 
And  seem  to  clieck  me  that  am  too  remiss ! 
I  bring  my  zeal  among  yon,  holy  men : 
If  I  see  nny  kneel,  and  I  sit  out. 
That  hour  is  not  well  spent.    Methinks,  strict 

souls. 
You  have  been  of  some  order  in  yonr  tiroes. 
Graz.  Graziers  and  braziers  some,  andthbis 

a  felt-maker. 
B.  Mak.  Here's  his  petition  and  mine,  if  it 

like  your  grace. 
Graz.  Look  upon  mine,   I  am  the  longest 
suitor, 
X  was  undone  seven  years  ago. 

Con,  You  have  mock'd  my  good  hopes ;  call 
you  these  petitions? 
Why  there's  no  form  of  prayer  among  them  »I1* 


^  llicifte»— With  which  anciently  rooms  used  to  be  strewed. 
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.  Yes,  in  the  bottom  there's  half  a 
ine  prays  for  your  majesty, 
I  on  mine. 

ike  your  requests  to  Heaven,  not  to  roe. 
.  'Las!  mine's  a  supplication  for  brass 
>nttons,  sir. 

.  There's  a  great  enormity  in  wool, 
your  grace  consider  it. 
.-'astures  rise  two-pence  an  acre,  what 
cvill  this  world  come  to  ? 
c.  I  do  beseech  your  grace. 
[}ood  your  grace, 
li !  this  is  one  of  my  afflictions 
the  crown  enclos'd  me,  I  must  bear  it. 
Tour  grace's  answer  to  my  supplication. 
;.  Mme,  my  lord. 

o  violent  storm  lasts  ever,  that's  the 
comfort  of  it. 

I.  Your  highness's  answer. 
We  are  almost  all  undone,  the  country 
beggar'd. 

k.  See,  see,  he  points  at  heaven,  ai 
who  should  say 

lOugh  there ;  but  'tis  a  great  way  thither. 
)  good  to  be  done,  I  see  that  already ; 
ill  spend  our  mouths  like  a  company  of 
hounds 

)f  a  royal  deer,  and  then  go  home 
>  cold  mutton  bones,when  we  have  done. 
My  wife  will  hang  me,  that's  my  cur- 
nsh  destiny.  [Ejceunt, 

hanks.  Heaven  !    'tis  over  now :    we 
should  never  know  rightly 
tness  of  a  calm,  but  for  a  storm, 
wish'd  hour  for  contemplation  now ; 
and  silent;  here  is  a  true  kingdom. 

Enter  Vortigcii. 

[y  lord. 

kgain? 

Jas !  this  is  but  early 

le  to  the  troops  of  businesses 

i  about  authority :  you  must  forthwith 

ir  mind  to  marry. 

low,  to  marry  ? 

itkd  suddenly,  there's  no  pause  to  be 

given, 

lie's  wills  are  violent,  and  covetous 

ession  from  your  loins. 

'rom  me  there  can  come  none ;  a  pro- 

fess'd  abstinence 

a  virgin  seal  upon  my  blood, 

**d  all  the  course;  the  heat  I  have, 

ios'd  within  a  z^l  to  virtue, 

's  not  fit  for  eamily  propagation ; 

hall  but  forfeit  all  their  hopes, 

n  made  without  desires,  tell  them. 

prov'd  them  with  such  words,  but  all 

were  fruitless : 

>f  the  highest  subject's  blood 

e  pick'd  out  for  your  embrace,  and  send 

her, 


Bless'd  with  their  general  wishes,  into  fruitfulness. 
Lo !  where  sh^  comes,  my  lord. 

Enter  Castiza. 

Con,  I  never  felt 
Th'  unhappy  hand  of  misery  till  this  touch; 
A  patience  I  could  find  for  all  but  this. 
Cos.  My  lord,  your  vow'd  love  ventures  me 

but  dangerously. 
Vor,  Tis  but  to  istren^then  a  vexation  politic. 
Con,  That's  an  uncharitable  practice,  trust  me, 

sir. 
Vor.  No  more  of  that. 
Cat,  But  say  he  should  affect  me,  sir. 
How  should  I  'scape  him  then  ?  I  have 
But  one  ^th,  my  lord,  and  that  you  have  already, 
Our  late  contract  is  a  divine  witness  to't. 

Vor,  I  am  not  void  of  shifting-rooms  and  helps 
For  all  projects  that  I  commit  with  you.    [Exit, 
Cat,  This  is  an  ungodly  way  to  come  to  ho- 
nour, 
I  do  not  like  it :  I  love  lord  Vortiger, 
But  not  these  practices,  tliey're  too  uncharitable. 
Con,  Are  you  a  virgin  i 
Cat,  Never  yet,  my  lord,  known  to  the  will  of 

man. 
Con.  Oh  blessed  creature ! 
And  does  too  much  felicity  make  you  surfeit  f 
Are  you  in  soul  assur'd  there  is  a  state 
Prepar'd  for  you,  for  you,  a  glorious  one. 
In  midst  of  heav'n,  now  in  the  state  you  stand  in? 
And  had  yuu  rather,  afler  much  known  misery, 
Cares  and  hard  labours,  mingled  with  a  curse, 
Throng  but  to  the  door,  and  hardly  get  a  place 

there  ? 
Think,  hath  the  world  a  folly  like  this  madness  ? 
Keep  still  chat  holy  and  immaculate  fire, 
Your  chaste  lamp  of  eternity ;  'tis  a  treasure 
Too  precious  for  death's  moment  to  partake, 
This  twinkling  of  short  hie.     Disdain  as  much 
To  let  mortahty  know  you,  as  stars 
To  kiss  the  pavement:  y^have  a  substance 
As  excellent  as  theirs,  holding  your  pureness. 
They  look  upon  corruption,  as  you  do. 
But  are  stars  still ;  be  you  a  virgin  too. 

Cat.  I'll  never  marry.  What  though  my  truth 
be  engag'd 
To  Vortiger  ?  forsaking  all  the  world 
I  save  it  well,  and  do  my  faith  no  wrong. 
Y'have  mightily  prevaiPa,  great  virtuous  sir, 
I  am  bound  eternally  to  praise  your  goodness; 
My  thoughts  henceforth  shall  be  as  pure  from  man, 
As  ever  made  a  virgiii*s  name  immortaL 

Con.  1  will  do  that  for  joy,  I  never  did, 
Nor  ever  will  again. 

[At  he  kittet  her^  enter  Vortiger  and 
Gentlemen. 
Gent.  My  lord,  he's  taken. 
Vor.  I  am  sorry  for't,  I  like  not  that  «K>  well, 
They're  something  too  familiar  for  their  time, 

methinks. 
This  way  of  kissing  is  no  way  to  vex  him ; 
Why  I,  that  have  a  weaker  faith  and  patience. 
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Could  ebdare  more  than  that,  coming  from  a 

woman. 
Dispatcli,  and  bring  his  answer  speedily.  [Exit. 

Gent,  Mv  lord,  my  gracious  lord ! 

Cotif  Beshrew  th}  heart. 

Oent.  They  all  attend  your  grace. 

Con.  I  would  not  have  them ; 
Twould  please  me  better  if  they'd  all  depart 
And  leave  me  to  myself,  or  put  me  out 
And  take  it  to  themselves. 

Oent,  The  noon  is  past, 
Meat's  on  the  table. 

Con.  Meat !  away,  get  from  me. 
Thy  memory  is  diseas'd ;  what  saint's  eve's  this  ? 

bent.  Samt  Agatha's,  I  take  it 

Con.  Is  it  so  ? 
I  am  not  worthy  to  be  serv'd  before  her; 
And  so  return,  I  pray. 

Gent.  He'll  starve  the  guard 
If  this  be  suffer'd ;  if  we  set  court  bellies 
By  a  monastery  clock,  be  that  breaks  a  fellow's 

pate  now 
Will  not  be  able  to  crack  a  louse  within  thb 
twelvemonth.  [Exit. 

Con.  Tis  sure  forgetfuUiess,  and  not  man*s 
will. 
That  leads  him  forth  into  licentious  ways ; 
He  cannot  certainly  commit  such  errors. 
And  think  upon  them  truly  ns  they  are  acting. 
Why's  abstinence  ordain*d,  but  for  such  sea> 
sons? 


Enter  Vobtigkr. 

Vor.  My  lord,  y'have  pleas'd  to  put  us  to 
much  pains, 
But  we  confess  'tis  portion  of  our  duty :     [yoo. 
Will  your  grace  please  to  walk  f  dmner  stajs  for 

Con.  I  mive  answered  that  already. 

Vor.  But,  my  lord. 
We  must  not  so  yield  to  yofi,  pardon  me, 
Tis  fur  the  genehil  good,  you  must  be  rul'd,  ur, 
Your  health  and  lifb  is  dearer  to  us  now ; 
Think  where  you  are,  at  court,  this  is  no  mo- 
nastery. 

Con,    But,   sir,   my  conscience  keeps  still 
where  it  was. 
I  may  not  eat  this  day. 

Vor,  We  have  sworn  you  shall, 
And  plentifully  too ;  we  must  preseHre  you,  sir, 
Though  you  be  wilful ;  'tis  no  slight  condition 
To  be  a  King. 

Con,  Would  I  were  less  than  roan  ! 

Vor.  You  will  make  the  people  rise,  my  tofd, 
In  great  despair  of  your  continuance. 
If  you  neglect  the  means  that  must  sustam  yoo. 

Con.  I  never  eat  on  eves. 

Vor.  But  now  you  must. 
It  concerns  others  healths  that  you  take  food; 
I  have  chaug'd  your  life,  you  well  may  change 
your  mood. 

Con.  This  is  beyond  all  cruelty. 

Vor,  Tis  our  care,  my  lord.  [ExaaU. 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Vortjgeb  iifut  Casti za. 

Cc$,  My  lordy  I  am  resolv'd,  tempt  me  no 
rartber, 
Tis  all  to  fruitless  purpose. 

Vor,  Are  you  well  f 

Ca$.  Never  so  perfect  in  the  truth  of  health 
AA  at  this  instant. 

Vor,  Then  I  doubt  my  own. 
Or  that  I  am  not  waking. 

Cos.  Would  yon  were  then, 
You'd  praise  my  resolution. 

Vor.  This  is  wondrous ! 
Are  you  not  mine  by  contract? 

Ca$.  Tis  most  true,  my  lord, 
And  I  am  better  bless'd  in't  than  I  look'd  for. 
In  that  I  am  confin'd  in  faith  so  strictly ; 
1  am  bound,  my  lord,  to  marry  none  but  you, 
You'll  grant  me  that ;  and  you  III  never  marry. 

Vor,  It  draws  me  into  violence  and  hazard, 
I  saw  you  kiss  the  king. 

C(u.  I  grant  you  to,  sir; 
Where  could  I  uke  my  leave  of  the  world  better? 
I  wrv^ng'd  not  you  in  that,  you  will  acknowledge 
A  king  is  the  best  part  of  it. 


Vor,  Oh  mypasftion !  '  [sif) 

Ca$,  I  see  you  something  yielduig  to  infirmity; 
I  take  my  leave. 

Vor.  Why,  'tis  not  possible  I  [gone 

Cos.  The  fiiult  is  in  your  faitb ;  time  I  weie 
To  give  it  better  strengthening. 

Vor,  Hark  you,  lady. 

Cai»  Send  your  intent  to  the  next  monastery ; 
There  you  shall  Bnd  my  answer  ever  after, 
And  so  with  my  last  duty  to  your  Icnlship, 
For  whose  prosperity  I  will  pray  as  heartily 
As  for  my  own.  [Exit. 

Vor,  How  am  I  serv'd  ki  this  ? 
I  offer  a  vexation  to  the  king. 
He  sends  it  home  into  my  blood  with  'vanti^ 
m  put  o6f  time  no  longer,  I  have  brooglit  him 
Into  most  mens  neglects,  calluig  his  teal 
A  deep  pride  hallowe<)pver,  love  of  ease 
More  than  devotion,  or  the  pnblick  benefit; 
Which  catcheth  many  men's  beliefii..  I  an)  strsogcr 

too 
In  people's  trishes,  their  affectioiis  point  at  me. 
I  lose  much  time  and  glory,  that  redeem'd. 
She  that  now  flies  returns  with  joy  and  woodtfi 
Oreatneta  and  woouio's  wish  ae'cr*keep  asunder. 
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ihow.  Enter  two  villaim,  to  them 
IGER,  who  seems  to  solicit  them  with 
then  swears  them^  and  exit.  Enter 
TAVTtvsmeditating,  they  rudely  strike 
his  book,  draw  their  swords,  he  kneels 
ireads  his  arms,  they  kill  him,  hurry 
f.  Enter  VoRTicER,  Devonshire, 
TAFFOKD,  in  cottference  ;  to  them  the 
u presenting  the  head,  he  seems  sorrow^ 
md  in  rage  stabs  them  both.  Then 
irown  VoBTiGER,  and/etch  in  Ca»- 
who  comes  unwillingly  ;  he  hales  her, 
they  crown  her;  Aurelius  and 
B,  brothers  o/"  Constantius,  seeing 
'vwned,  draw  and  fly. 

Enter  Raynulph. 

^hen  nothing  could  prevail  to  tire 
dng'»  patience,  they  did  hire 
Ki  rogues  to  Uke  his  life, 
r  while  there  fell  a  strife 
d  fiiry ;  but  the  gold 
faint,  and  fury  ^Id. 
ortiger  they  bring 
^f  that  religious  \i\v\^, 
ing  grief,  to  clear  his  guilt, 
slaughterers  blood  be  spilt, 
n  they  him,  and  forc'd  the  maid, 
1  a  virgin-life,  to  wed. 
Hieth  great  power  extends, 
s  fathers,  kindred,  friends, 
fates  pleas'd  to  change  her  life, 
\  as  holy  in  a  wife. 
11,  were  to  betray 
Is  in  their  own  tongues  must  say ; 
the  good  king  dead, 
?rs  poor  in  safety  fled.  [Exit, 

'ortiger  (crowned),  a  Gentleman 
meeting  him. 

ly  lord. 

etLT  thy  news  will  fetch  a  curse, 

rith  such  a  violence. 

*he  people  are  up  in  arms  against  you. 

I  this  dream  of  glory  ! 

er,  before  I  can  have  tune  to  taste  thee, 

ever  lose  thee?  What's  the  impos- 
hum 

s  them  now  ? 

lie  murder  of  Constantius. 
cers  of  realms !  they  hated  him  alive, 
7  of  the  minute  of  his  rei^n, 

an  evil  of  their  own  electmg, 

ir  ignorant  zeal  so  fiery  now, 

their  thanks  are  coldr  The  mutable 

learts 

i  in  their  false  breasts!  provide  me 

afety, 


Hark,  I  hear  ruin  threaten  me  with  a  voice 
That  imitates  thunder. 

Enter  a  second  Gentleman. 

U  Gent:  Where's  the  king  ? 
Vor.  Who  Ukes  him  ? 

Zd  Gent.  Send  peace  to  all  your  royal  thoughts, 
my  lord ! 
A  fleet  of  valiant  Saxons^  newly  landed 
Offer  the  truth  of  all  their  service  to  you. 
Vor.  Saxons !  my  wishes,  let  them  have  free 
entrance, 
And  plenteous  welcomes  from  all  hearts  that 

love  us ; 
They  never  conld  come  happier. 

Enter  Hengist,  Horsus,  and  Soldiers. 

Hen.  Health,  power,  and  victory  to  Vortiger ! 

Vor.  Tliere  can  be  no  more  pleasure  to  a  king. 
If  all  the  languages  earth  speak  were  ransack'd. 
Your  names  I  know  not,  but  so  much  good  for*- 

tune 
'^  And  warranted  worth  lightens  your  fair  aspects, 
I  cannot  but  in  arms  of  love  enfold  you.  . 

Hen.  The  mistress  of  our  births  liope,  fraitf^ 
Germany, 
Calls  me  Hengistus,  and  this  captain  Uorsas^ 
A  man  low-built,  but  yet  in  deeds  of  arms 
Flame  is  not  swifler :  we  are  all,  my  lord. 
The  sons  of  fortune,  she  hath  sent  us  forth 
To  thrive  by  the  red  sweat  of  our  own  merits : 
And  since,  after  the  rage  of  many  a  tempest. 
Our  fates  have  cast  us  upon  Britain's  bounds^ 
We  offer  you  the  firstp-fruits  of  our  wounds. 

Vor.  Which  we  shall  dearly  prize;  tbemean'st 
blood  spent 
Shall  at  wealth's  fountain  make  its  own  content. 

Hen.  You  double  vigour  in  us  then,  my  lord. 
Pay  is  the  soul  of  such  as  thrive  by  th'  swoitL 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Vortigbr  and  Gentlemen.    Alarm  and 

ikirmishet. 

Ist  Gent.  My  lord,  the  Saxons  bring  a  fortune 
witi)  them 
Stay  any  Roman  success. 

Vor.  On,  speak,  forwards, 
I  will  not  take  one  minute  from  thy  tidings. 
Ist  Gent.  The  main  supporters  of  this  insur- 
rection 
They  have  taken  prisoners;  and  the  rest  so  tame. 
They  stoop  to  the  least  grace  that  flows  from 
mercy. 
Vor.  Never  came  power  guided  by  better  stars, 
Than  these  men*s  fortitudes :  yet  they're  misbe* 

lievers. 
Which  to  my  reason  is  wondrouf. 


vmnted  worth  Ughteks  your  fair  o^iMcit^-Allading  tQ  the  story  of  Pope  OrefPOr*!  adrnk^g 
of  the  English  youths  at  Rome. Beda  Hist.  c.  i.      S.  P. 
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Enitr  HzKGiST  and  Hoesus,  with  Fri»oner$, 

YooVe  giTen  me  such  a  firet  taste  of  your  worth, 
^will  nev^  frtftai  m^  love ;  when  life  is  ^ne, 
The  memory  sure  will  follow,  my  soul  stiU 
Participating  immortality  with  it. 
But  here's  the  misery  of  earth's  limited  glory, 
There's  not  a  way  reveal'd  to  any  honour 
Abbve  the  fame  which  your  own  merits  sive  you. 
Hen,  Indeed,  my  lord,  we  hold,  when  all's 
summ'd  up, 
That  can  be  made  for  worth  to  be  express'd, 
Tlie  fame  that  a  man  wins  himself  is  best. 
That  he  may  call  his  own ;  honours  put  to  him, 
Make  him  no  more  a  man  than  his  clothes  do, 
And  are  as  soon  ]ta*en  off;  for  in  the  warmth 
The  heat  comes  from  the  body,  not  the  weeds : 
80  man's  true  fame  must  strike  from  his  own  deeds. 
And  since  by  this  event  which  fortune  speaks  us, 
This  land  appears  the  fair  predestined  soil 
Ordain'd  for  our  good  hap,  we  crave,  my  lord, 
A  little  earth  to  tnrive  on,  wlmt  you  please. 
Where  we'll  but  keep  a  nursery  of  good  spirits 
To  fight  for  you  and  yours. 

Fur.  Sir,  for  our  treasure, 
^is  open  to  your  merits,  as  our  love; 
But  for  y*  are  strangers  in  religion  chiefly, 
(Which  IS  the  greatest  alienation  can  be. 
And  breeds  most  factions  in  the  blood  of  men) 
I  must  not  yield  to  that. 

Enter  Simon  with  a  hide. 

Hen.  S'precious,  my  lord, 
I  see  a  pattern,  be  it  but  so  little 
As  yon  poor  hide  will  compass. 

Vor.  How, -the  hide! 

Hen*  Rather  than  nothing,  sir. 

Vor,  Since  y'  are  so  reasonable. 
Take  so  much  in  the  best  part  of  our  kingdom. 

Hen.   We  thank  your  grace. — Rivers  from 
bubbling  springs 
Have  rise  at  first,  and  great  from  abject  things. 
Stay  yonder  fellow,  he  came  luckily. 
And  shall  &re  well  for't,  whate'er  he  be. 
We'll  thank  our  fortune  in  rewarding  him. 

Hot.  Stay,  fellow. 

iSifii.  How,  fellow !  ^is  more  than  you  know 
Whether  I  be  your  fellow  or  no,  I  am  sure 
You  see  me  not. 

Hen,  Come,  what's  the  price  of  your  hide? 

Sm.  Oh  unreasonable  vUlain ! 
He  would  buy  the  house  over  a  man's  head — 
I'll  be  sure  now  to  make  my  bargain  wisely. 
They  ma^  buy  me  out  of  my  skin  else— • 
Whose  hide  would  you  buy,  mine  or  the  beast's? 
There  is  little  difference  in  their  complexions, 
I  think  mine  is  the  blacker  of  the  two; 
You  shall  see  for  your  love,  and  buy  for  your 

money. 
A  pestilence  on  you  all,  how  have  you  deceived  me  ? 
You  buy  an  ox  hide !  you  buy  a  calPs  gather — 
They  are  all  hungry  soldiers,  and  I  took  them 
For  honest  shoe-makers. 


Hen.  Hold,  fellow,  pr'ythee  hold ; 
Right  a  fool  worldling  that  kicks  at  all  go 

tune. 
Whose  man  art  thou  ? 

Sim,  I  am  a  servant,  yet  a  masterless  ma. 
Hen,  Pr'ythee  how  can  that  be  ? 
Sim,  Very  nimbly,  sir; 
My  master  is  dead,  and  now  I  serve  my  mist 
Ergo,  1  am  a  masterless  man ;  she's  now  a  wi 
And  I  am  the  foreman  of  her  tan  pit. 
Hen,  Hold  you,  and  thank  your  fortune, 

your  wit. 
Sim.  Faith,  and  I  thank  your  bounty,  and 
your  wisdom ! 
You  are  not  troubled  with  wit  neither  grea 

it  seems — 
Now,  by  this  light,  a  nest  of  yeflow-hammei 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  If  I  can  keep 
All  these  without  hanging  myself, 
I  am  happier  than  a  hundred  of  my  neighbo 
You  shall  have  my  skin  into  the  bargain^ 
Then  if  I  chance  to  die  like  a  dog, 
The  labour  will  be  sav'd  of  fleaing  me ; 
I'll  undertake,  sir,  you  shall  have 
All  the  skins  in  our  parish  at  this  price. 
Mens  and  womens. 

Hen.  Sirrah,  j^ve  good  ear  to  me ; 
Now  take  the  hide  and  cut  it  into  the  slendeftM 

thongs 
That  can  bear  strength  to  hold. 

Sim.  That  were  a  jest  '^  faith :  spoil  all  the 
leather  ? 
Sin  and  pity !  why  'twould  shoe  half  your  army. 
Hen.  Do  it,  I  bid  you. 
Sim,  What,  cut  all  this  into  thongs  ?  Ham, 
This  is  like  the  vanity  of  your  Roman  gallants 
That  cannot  wear  good  suits,  but  they  must  baye 

them  J 

Cut  and  slash'd  in^ggets,  that  the  very  crimsoa 

tafiattes 
Sit  blushing  at  their  follies.    I  would 
I  might  persuade  you  from  this  humour  of  cnttiog, 
Tis  but  a  swaggering  condition  and  nothing  pro' 

fitable ; 
What  if  it  were  but  well  pink'd?  'twould  last 
Longer  for  a  summer  suit. 

Hen.  What  a  cross  lump  of  ignorance  have  I 
lighted  on ! 
I  must  be  forc'd  to  beat  my  drif^  into  him — 
Look  you,  to  make  you  wiser  than  your  parents, 
I  have  so  much  ground  given  me  as  this  bide 

will  compass, 
Which,  as  it  is,  is  nothing. 
Sim.  Nothing,  quoth  a  ? 
Why,  'twill  not  keep  a  hog. 

Hen.  Now  with  the  vantage 
Cut  into  several  pieces,  'twill  stretch  far 
And  make  a  liberal  circuit. 

Sim.  A  shame  on  your  crafty  hide ! 
Is  this  your  cunning?  I  baveiearn'd  more  knavery 
Now  than  I  shall  claw  off  while  I  live. 
Ill  gp  purchase  land  by  cow-tails  and  undo  tU 
the  parish, 
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bulls  pizzles  would  set  up  a  man  for 

er; 

%  pin  a  day  to  set  up  a  haberdasher 

small  wares. 

IS  men  that  mean  to  thrive,  as  we 

ist  learn, 

:  at  6rsL 

K)t  d*  you  call  it  ? 

in  that  foot  that  takes  up  all  this 

ther. 

patch,  and  cut  it  carefully,  with  all 

*  advantage,  sirrah. 

could  never  have  lighted  upon  such 

ellow 

jr  turn,  captain ;  I  have  such  a  trick 

I  too,  I  learn*d  it  of  a  tanner's  man 
ng*d  last  sessions  at  Maidstone, 
rou  I'll  get  you  a  mile  and  a  half 
'are  aware  of. 

y  serve  me  so  as  ofl  as  you  will,  sir. 

n  casting  about  for  nine  acres  to 

ike 

)t  out  of  one  of  the  buttocks. 

ill  be  a  good  soil  for  nose-^ays. 

II  be  a  good  soil  for  cabbages,  to 
ff  out  the  guts 

»wers  there. 

see  it  carefully  perform'd ; 

foundation  of  our  fortunes 
earth,  and  ought  to  be  embraced 
t:t  near  link'd  to  adoration, 
sounds  to  me  a  fair  assurance 
lours  and  hopes ;  does  it  not,  cap- 
n? 

r  many  have  begun  with  less  at  first, 
had  emperors    from  their   bodies 

r  carcasses  as  much  in  monument 

ict  a  collei^e  ? 

re's  the  fruits 

;ious  shew  too,  to  lie  rotting 

ion  spent  in  gold  and  marble. 

where  shall  we  make  choice  of  our 

und,  captain  ? 

MJt  the  fruitful  flanks   of  uberous 

ive  soil,  there  we  came  in. 

he  has  given  he  knows  not  what. 

;  may  he  give  so  ! 

1  thee,  sirrah,  he  that  begg'd  a  field 

acres  for  a  garden-plot, 

well ;  but  he  came  short  of  this. 

I  over  for  more  Saxons, 

li  all  speed,  captain, 

icially  for  Roxena, 

>!  My  daughter? 

I  sur  of  Germany,  forget  not  her, 

» 

and  fortunate  maid ; 

md  fortunate  may  she  be ; 

lost  for  ever.     My  desire 

i  close  confusion  of  that  name. 

is,  able  to  make  more  thieves 


Than  cabinets  set  open  to  entice ; 

Which  learn  them  thefl  that  never  knew  the  vice. 

Hen.  Come,  I'll  dispatch  with  speed. 

Hot.  Do,  foi|^t  none. 

Hen.  Marry,  pray  help  my  memory. 

H(tr,  Roxena,  you  remember  ? 

Hen.  What  more,  dear  sir  ?  [^f  thouting  he^rtL 

Hor.  I  see  your  memory's  clear,  sir. 

Hen,  Those  shouts  leap  d  firom  our  army. 

Hor,  They  were  too  cheeriiil 
To  voice  a  Imd  event. 

Hen,  Now,  sir,  your  news  ? 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  Roiena  the  fair— 

Hen,  True,  she  shall  be  sent  for. 

Gent,  She's  here,  sir. 

Hen.  Whatsay'st? 

Gent,  She's  come,  sir. 

Hor,  A  new  youth  begins  me  o'er  again. 

Gent,  Follow'd  you  close,  sir. 
With  such  a  zeal  as  daughter  never  equnll'd. 
Exposed  herself  to  all  the  merciless  dangers 
Set  in  mankind  or  fortune;  not  regarding 
Audit  but  your  si^ht. 

Hen.  Her  love  is  infinite  to  me. 

Hor.  Most  charitably  censur'd :  'tis  her  cun- 
ning. 
The  love  of  her  own  lust,  which  makes  a  woman 
Gallop  down  hill  as  fearless  as  a  drunkard. 
There's  no  true  loadstone  in  the  world  but  that : 
It  draws  them  through  all  storms  by  sea  or  shame. 
Life's  loss  is  thought  too  small  to  pay  that  game, 

Gent,    What  follows  more  of  her  will  you 
take  strongly  ? 

Hen.  How ! 

Gent.  Nay,  'tis  worth  your  wonder. 
Her  heart,  joy-ravish'd  with  your  late  success, 
Being  the  early  morning  of  your  fortunes. 
So  prosperously  new  opening  at  her  coming. 
She  takes  a  cup  of  gold,  and,  'midst  the  army. 
Teaching  her  knee  a  reverend  chearfulness, 
Which  well  became  her,  drank  a  liberal  health 
To  the  king's  joys  and  yours,  the  king  in  pre- 
sence ; 
Wlio  with  her  sight,  but  her  behaviour  chiefly. 
Or  chief  but  one  or  both,  I  know  not  which ; 
But  he's  so  far  'bove  my  expression  caught, 
'Twere  art  enough  for  one  man's  time  andportion 
To  speak  him  and  miss  nothing. 

Hen,  This  is  astonishin|; ! 

Hor.  Oh !  this  ends  bitter  now.    Our  close 
hid  flame 
Will  break  out  of  my  heart:  I  cannot  keep  it. 

Hen,    Gave  you  attention,  captain?    How 


now, 


man? 


Hor,  A  kind  of  grief  about  these  times  of  the 
moon  still, 
I  feel  a  pain  like  a  convulsion, 
A  cramp  at  heart,!  know  not  what  name  fits  it. 

Hen.  Nor  never  seek  one  for  it,  let  it  go 
Without  a  name;  would  all  griefs  were  serv'd  so. 
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Flourish,    Enter  Vortic^vl,  Roxena^^^^. 

Hor,  A  love-knot  already  ?  ami  in  arm ! 
Vor.  What*s  he  lays  claim  to  her  ? 
Hen,  In  right  of  father-hood 
I  challenge  an  obedient  part. 

Vor,  Take  it,  and  send  back  the  rest. 
Hen,  What  means  your  grace  ? 
Vor,  You'll  keep  no  more  than  what 
Belongs  to  you  ? 

Hen.  That's  all,  my  lord,  it  all  belongs  to  me, 
Ikeep  the  husband's  mterest  till  he  come ; 
Yet  out  of  duty  and  respect  to  majesty, 
I  send  her  back  your  servant. 
Vor,  My  mistress,  sir,  or  nothing. 
Hen,  Come  again, 
I  never  thought  to  hear  so  ill  of  thee. 
Vor,  How,  sir,  so  ill  ? 
Hen.  So  beyond  detestable. 
To  be  an  honest  vassal  is  some  calling. 
Pour  is  the  worst  of  timt,  shame  coihes  not  to't ; 
But  mistress,  that  the  only  common  bait 
Fortune  sets  at  all  hours,  catching  whore  with  it, 
And  plucks  them  up  by  clusters.    There's  my 

sword,  my  lord ; 
And  if  your  strong  desires  aim  at  my  blood, 
Which  runs  too  purely  there,  a  nobler  way 
Quench  it  in  mine. 

Vor.  I  ne*er  took  sword  in  vain  ; 
Hengist,  we  here  create  thee  earl  of  Kent. 
Hor.  Oh,  that  will  do  't. 
Vor,  What  ails  our  friend  ?   Look  to  him. 
Rox,  Oh,  'tis  his  epilepsy ;  I  know  it  well : 
I  help'd  him  once  in  Germany ;  comes  it  again  ? 
A  vii^in's  right  hand  stroak'd  upon  his  heart 
Gives  him  ease  straight ;  but  it  must  be  a  pure 

virgin. 
Or  else  it  brmgs  no  comfort. 

Vor,  What  a  task 
She  puto  upon  herself,  unurged  purity ! 
The  truth  of  this  will  bring  love's  rage  into  me. 
Rax,  Oh,  tliis  would  mad  a  woman;  there's 
no  proof 
In  love  to  indiscretion. 
Hor.  Pish  !  this  cures  not. 
Rox,  Dost  think  I'll  ever  wrong  thee  ? 
Hor,  Oh  most  feelingly  ! 
But  ril  prevent  it  now,  and  break  thy  neck 


With  thy  own  cunning.    Thou  hast  undertaken 

To  give  me  help,  to  bring  in  royal  credit 

Thy  cracked  virginity ;  but  I'll  spoil  all, 

I  will  not  stand  on  purpose,  though  I  could, 

But  fall  still,  to  disgrace  thee. 

Rox,  What,  you  will  not  ? 

Hor,  I  have  no  other  way  to  help  myself; 

For  when  th'  art  known  to  be  a  whore,  impostnMiy 

I  shall  be  sure  to  keep  thee. 

Rox,  Oh,  sir,  shame  me  not : 

You've  had  what  is  most  precious ;  try  my  &ith ; 

Undo  me  not  at  first  in  chaste  opinion. 

Hor,  All  this  art  shall  not  make  me  feel  my 

legs. 

Rox.  I  pr'ythee  do  not  wilfully  confound  me. 

Hor.  Well,  I  am  content  tur  this  tifine  to 

recover. 

To  save  thy  credit,  and  bite  in  my  pain ; 

But  if  thou  ever  fail'st  me,  I  will  fall, 

And  thou  shalt  never  get  me  up  again. 

Rox.  Agreed  'twixt  you  and  I,  wr — See,  my 

lord,     . 

A  poor  maid's  work !   the  man  may  pass  for 

health  now, 

Among  the  clearest  bloods,  and  those  are  nicest. 

Vor.  I  have  heard  of  women  brought  men  oa 

their  knees. 

But  few  that  e'er  restor'd  them — ^Uow  now, 

captain  ? 

Hor.   My  lord,  metliinks  I  could  do  thiogs 

past  man, 

I'm  so  renew'd  in  vigour ;  I  long  most 

For  violent  exercise  to  take  me  down : 

My  joy's  so  high  in  blood,  I'm  above  firailty. 

Vor.  My  lord  of  Kent ! 

Hen.  Your  love's  unworthy  creature. 

Vor,  Seest  thou  this  fair  chain?    Think  opoo 

the  means 

To  keep  it  link'd  for  ever. 

Hen.  Oh !  my  lord, 

'Tis  many  degrees  sundred  from  my  liope ; 

Besides,  your  grace  has  a  young  virtuous  qneeo. 

Vor,  I  say,  think  on  it. 

Hor.  If  this  wind  hold,  I  fall  to  my  old  disease. 

Vor.  There's  no  feult  in  thee  but  to  come  so 

late: 

All  else  is  excellent:  I  chide  none  but  fate. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Horsus  and  Roxena. 

Rox,  I  have  no  conceit  now  that  you  ever 
lov'd  me. 
But  as  lust  led  you  for  the  time. 

Hor.  See !  see  ! 

Rox.  Do  you  pine  at  my  advancement,  sir? 

Hor.  Oh  barrenness 
Of  understanding !  wliat  a  right  love  is  this  ? 


Tis  you  that  fall ;  I  that  am  reprehended, 
What  height  of  honours,  eminence  of  tbitone, 
Should  ravish  me  from  you  ? 

liar.  Who  can  tell  that,  sir  ? 
What's  he  can  judge  of  a  man's  appetite 
Before  he  sees  him  eat  ?  Who  knows  the  streD|tb 
Of  any's  constancy,  that  never  yet  was  ^^''^P^^ 
We  can  call  nothmg  our  own,  if  they  be  deew 

to  come. 
They're  only  ours,  when  they  are  pass'd  and  done' 
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It  are  yoa  above  year  apprehension, 
esire  would  lend  yoa  so  much  patience^ 
ne  the  adventurous  condition 
TectionSy  which  are  full  of  huzard, 
V  in  the  times  goodness  to  defend  us ! 
I  bold  course  of  ours  cannot  last  long ; 

does  in  any  without  shame ; 
r,  yoa  know^  brings  danger;   and  the 

greater 

T  is  in  blood,  as  he  is  well  risen, 
ter  will  the  storm  of  his  rage  be 
lis  bIood*s  wronging:  I  have  cast  for  this, 
idvancement  that  1  love  alone : 
of  shelter,  to  keep  shame  unknown. 
Dby  were  I  sure  of  thee,  as  'tis  impossible 
be  ever  sure  where  there's  no  hold, 
!gnant  hopes  should  not  be  long  in  rising. 
By  what  assurance  you  liave  held  me 

thus  ^, 

on  found  firm,  despair  you  not  in  that. 
True;  that  was  good  security  for  the 

time: 

change  of  state,  when  y're  advanc*d, 
nen  have  a  French  toy  in  your  pride, 
ke  your  friend  come  crouching ;  or  per- 
haps, 

in  til*  hams,  the  better  he  is  put 
plement  three  hours  with  your  chief 

woman, 
rhaps  not  admitted,  no  nor  ever, 
tie  more  noble  fiuhion.    Forgetfulness 
tost  pleasing  virtue  they  can  have, 
spring  up  from  nothing ;  for  by  the  same 
ng  all,  they  forget  whence  they  came ; 
fllent  property  uf  oblivion. 
I  pity  all  the  fortunes  of  poor  women 
>wn  nnhappiness.    When  we  have  given 

we  have  to  men,  what's  our  requital  ? 
ic'd-jealousy,  that  resembles  much 
^trustfulness  of  an  insatiate  thief, 
arce  believes  he  has  all,  though  he  has 

stripped 
"ue  man  naked,  and  left  nothing  on  him 

hard  cord  that  binds  him.    So  are  we 
bb'd,  and  then  left  bound  by  jealousy, 
ason's  advice,  and  you'll  find  it  impossible 
I  to  lose  me  in  this  king's  advancement, 
nn  usurper  here,  and  as  the  kingdom, 
I  he  have  my  love  by  usurpation ; 
ht  shall  be  m  thee  stilt.     My  ascension 
lity,  is  but  to  waft  thee  higher ; 
I  usurpers  have  the. falling-sickness; 
annot  keep  up  long. 

May  credulous  man 
his  confidence  in  so  weak  a  bottom, 
ake  a  saving  voyage  ? 
.  Nay,  as  gainful  as  ever  man  yet  made. 


Hot.  Go,  take  thy  fortunes,  aspire  with  my 
consent. 
So  thy  ambition  will  be  sure  to  prosper. 
Speak  the  fair  certainties  of  dntain*s  queen 
iiome  to  thy  wishes. 

Rox,  Speak  in  hope,  I  may. 
But  not  in  certainty. 

Hor,  I  say  in  both. 
Hope,  and  be  sure  FU  soon  remove  *  the  leIC 
That  stands  between  thee  and  thy  glory. 

Rox,  Life  of  love  ! 
If  lost  virginity  can  win  such  a  day, 
ril  have  no  daughter  but  shall  learn  my  way. 

[Exit. 

Hor,  Twill  be  good  work  for  him  that  first 
instructs  them. 
May  he  some  son  of  mine,  got  by  this  woman  too, 
May  match  with  their  own  sisters.-*Peace,  'tis  he. 

Enter  Vortioer. 


Invention,  fail  me  noT;  'tis  a  gallant  credit  . 
To  marry  one's  whore  bravely. 

Tor.  Have  I  power 
Of  hfe  and  death,  and  cannot  command  ease 
In  my  own  blood  ?    After  I  was  a  king, 
I  thought  I  never  should  have  felt  pain  more ; 
That  there  had  been  a  ceasing  of  all  passions 
And  common  stings,  which  subjects  use  to  feel, 
That  were  created  with  a  patience  fit 
For  all  extremities :  But  such  as  we 
Know  not  the  way  to  suffer ;  then,  to  do  it, 
How  most  prepost'rous  'tis  ? — ^Tush  I    riddles, 

riddles, 
I'll  break  through  custom.    Why  should  not  the 

mind 
(The  nobler  part  that's  of  us)  be  allow'd 
Change  of  affections,  as  our  bodies  are 
Change  of  food  and  raiment  ?    I'll  have  it  so. 
All  fashions  appear  strange  at  first  production; 
But  this  would  be  well  follow'd — Oh  captain  ! 
Hor.  My  lord,  I  grieve  for  you :  I  scarce  fetch 
breath, 
But  a  sigh  hangs  at  the  end  of  it :  but  this 
Is  not  the  way,  if  you'd  give  way  to  counsel. 
For.   Set  me  right  then,  or  I  sliall  heavily 
curse  thee 
For  lifting  up  my  understanding  to  me. 
To  shew  that  I  was  wrong.    Ignorance  is  safe ; 
I  tlien  slept  happily.    If  knowledge  mend  me 

not. 
Thou  hast  committed  a  most  cruel  sin, 
To  wake  me  into  judgment,  and  then  leave  me. 
Hor.   I  will  not  leave  you,  sir;    that  were 
rudely  done. 
First,  y'  have  a  flame  too  open  and  too  violent^ 
Which,  like  blood-guiltiness  in  an  offender, 


le  true  amn. — See  Note  88  on  Gammer  Gurton*i  Needley  Vol.  I.  p.  125. 

U  ktt^^Tbie  bindrande  or  prevention.    See  Note  48  on  Dwmn  and  PithioM^  VoL  I.  p.  85» 
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Betrays  hhn,  when  nought  else  can«    Out  with 

it,  sir, 
Or  let  some  cunning  coverture  be  made 
Before  your  practice  enters :  'twill  spoil  all  else. 
For,  Why,  look  you,  sir,  I  can  be  as  calm  as 
silence 
AW  the  while  music  plays.  Strike  on,  sweet  friend. 
As  mild  and  nverry  as  the  heart  of  innocence. 
I  pr'ythee  take  my  temper.    Has  a  vii^in 
A  beat  more  modest? 

Hor.  He  does  well  to  ask  me : 
I  could  have  told  him  once — Why,  here's  a 

government, 
There's  not  sweeter  amity  in  friendship 
Than  in  this  league  'twixt  you  and  health. 

Vor.  Then,  since 
Thou  find'st  rae  capable  of  happiness, 
Instruct  me  with  the  practice. 

Hor.  What  will  you  say,  my  lord. 
If  I  ensnare  her  in  an  action  of  lust? 
Vor,  Oh,  there  were  art  to  the  life ;   but  'tis 
impossible: 
I  pr'ythee  flatter  me  no  farther  with  it. 
Fy  !  so  much  sin  as  goes  to  make  up  that. 
Will  never  prevail  with  her.    Why,  I'll  tell  you, 

sir. 
She's  so  sin-killing  modest,  that  if  only 
To  move  the  question  were  enough  adultery 
To  cause  a  separation,  there's  no  eallant 
So  brassy  impudent  durst  undertake 
The  woi^s  that  shall  belong  to't. 

Hor,  Say  you  so,  sir  ? 
There's  nothing  made  in  the  world,  but  has  a 

way  to't ; 
Tliongh  some  be  harder  than  the  rest  to  find, 
Yet  one  there  is,  that's  certain ;  and  I  think, 
I  have  took  the  course  to  light  on  it. 
Vor.  Oh,  I  pray  fbr't. 

Hor.  I  heard  you  lately  say  (from  whence, 
my  lord. 
My  practice  receiv'd  life  first)  that  your  queen 
Still  consecrates  her  time  to  contemplation ; 
Takes  solitary  walks. 

Vor,  Nay,  late  and  early 
Commands  her  weak  guard  from  her,  which  are 

but 
Women  at  strongest. 

Hor.  I  like  all  this,  my  lord. 
And  now,  sir,  you  shall  know  what  net  is  us'd 
In  many  places  to  catch  modest  women  ; 
Such  as  will  never  yield  by  prayers  or  gifts. 
Now  there  be  some  will  catch  up  men  as  fast; 
But  those  she-fbwlers  nothing  concern  us : 
Their  birding  is  at  windows ;  ours  abroad, 
Where  rin^-doves  should  be  caught,  that's  mar- 
ried wives, 
Or  chaste  maids;  what  the  appetite  has  a  mind  to. 


Vor.  Make  no  pause  then. 
Hor,  The  honest  gentlewoman. 
When  nothing  will  prevail  (I  pity  her  now) 
Poor  soul,  she's  eotic'd  forth  by  her  own  sex 
To  be  betray'd  to  man,  who  ^iii  some  gaiden- 

huuse 
Or  remote  walk,  taking  his  lustful  time. 
Binds  darkness  on  her  eye-lids,  surprizes  her; 
And  having  a  coach  ready,  turns  her  in, 
Hurrying  her  where  be  Ibt  for  the  sin's  safety, 
Making  a  rape  of  honour  without  words. 
And  at  the  low  ebb  of  his  lust,  perhaps 
Some  three  days  after,  sends  her  coach'd  again 
To  the  same  place;    and,  which  would  make 

most  mad, 
She's  robb*d  of  all,  yet  knows  not  where  sbe't 

robb'd ; 
There's  the  dear  precious  mischief. 
Vor,  Is  this  practis'd  ? 

Hor,  Too  much,  my  k)rd,  to  be  so  little  known, 
A  springe  to  catch  a  maidenhead  after  sun-set; 
Clip  it  and  send  it  home  a^ain  to  the  city, 
There  'twill  ne'er  be  perceiv'd. 

Vor,  My  raptures  want  expression. 

I  conceit  enough  to  make  me  fortunate,  and 

thee  ^reat.  [EjU, 

Hor.    I  praise  it  then,    my  lord — I  knew 

'twould  take.  [EiiU 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Castiza  with  a  l)ook,  and  two  Ladie$. 

Cat,  Methinks  you  live  strange  lives ! 
When  I  see  it  not,  it  grieves  me  less. 
You  know  how  to  ease  me  then ; 
If  you  but  knew  bow  well  I  lov'd  your  absence. 
You  would  bestow  it  upon  me  without  asking. 

lit  Lady,  Faith,  for  my  part,  were  it  no  more 
For  ceremony  than  for  love,  you  should 
Walk  long  enough  without  my  attendance, 
And  so  think  all  my  fellows,  though  they  say 
I  nothing. 

Books  in  woinens  hands  are  as  much  '^  against 
The  hair,  methinks,  as  to  see  men  wear  sto- 

mRchers, 
Or  night-railes.  She  that  has  the  green-sickness^ 
And  should  follow  her  counsel,  would  die 
Like  an  ass,  and  go  to  the  worms  like  a  sallad ; 
Not  I,  so  long  as  such  a  creature  as  man  is  made : 
She  is  a  fool  tliat  knows  not  what  he  is  good  for. 

[Ejreunt  Ladiet, 
Cat,  Though  among  life's  elections,  that  of 
virgin 
I  did  speak  noblest  of;  yet  it  has  pleas'd  the  king 
To  send  me  a  contented  blessedness 
In  that  of  marriage,  which  I  ever  doubted. 


*  In  •ante  garden  kou9e.See  extract  from  Stnbbes,  as  quoted  in  The  Miaeriet  qf  uiforced  Mmrrkgt, 
Vol.  II.  p.  18f . 
'"  Agakut  ike  Ur.— ^ee  Note  42  to  Alexander  and  Campaepe,  Vol.  I.  p.  156. 
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^OETioEE  and  Horsus  ditguiud, 

ag*8  affection  was  a  true  one ; 
holds  out  long ;  tbat*s  no  mean  virtue 
indin^  man,  though  in  great  fear 
as  enforc*d  to  venture  on  it. 
s  happy,  clear,  and  safe. 
s  rest  comes  gently  on. 
»ure  you  seize  on  her  full  sight  at  first, 
my  discovery, 
w,  fortune  and  I  am  sped, 
ason !  treason  I 

rah,  how  stand  you  ?    Prevent  noise 
id  clamour, 
all  end  thy  service, 
ure  cunning, 
rescue!  rescue! 

ad  her  voice ;  away,  make  speed, 
help?  no  succour? 
ideryet?  extend 

CO  tlie  last  rack :  you  shall  have  leave 
m; 

oro  any  pity. 

at's  my  sin  ?  # 

ntempt  of  man,  and  he'ls  a  noble 
eature, 

t  in  ill  part  to  be  despis*d. 
^ver  despis'd  any. 
?  you  hold  us 

0  be  lov'd :  what  call  you  that  ? 
ive  a  lord  disproves  you. 

h,  your  lord  ? 

1  to  love  your  lord,  that  is  no  thanks 
you; 

love  those  you  are  not  tied  to  love : 

ight  trial  of  a  woman's  charity. 

low  not  what  you  are,  nor  what  my 

ult  is. 

you  seek,  whatever  you  be, 

lodest  words,  and  take  it  fh>m  me. 

f  more  in  talking  sinfully, 

I  cruelly.    Be  so  far  piuAil, 

without  words. 

ig  may  you  live, 

b  of  a  good  subject ;  'tis  not  life 

It  after.    Loyalty  forbid 

omit  such  treason.  You  mistake  me : 

ich  bloody  thought ;  only  your  love 

It  me. 

at  said  you,  sir  ? 

Ds  plainly, 

'  words  as  naked  as  my  purpose, 

will  enjoy  t|iee-^Gone  already  ? 

r ;  bear  her  up ;  she  goes  apace : 

I  still,  and  therefore  come  provided. 

t  will  fetch  life  from  a  dying  spark, 

it   spread    a    furnace — she's    well 
raight. — 

rgo ;  she  stands,  upon  my  knowledge, 
counterfeits,  I  know  the. virtue. 
rer  did  sorrows  in  afflicted  woman 

sach  crueltitt.    Such  hard-hearted 


Human  invention  never  found  before. 
To  call  back  life  to  live,  is  but  ill  taken' 
By  some  departing  soul :  then  to  force  mine 
Back  to  an  eternal  act  of  death  in  lust, 
What  is  it  but  most  execrable? 

Hot,  So,  so  : 
But  this  is  from  my  business.    List  to  me : 
Here  you  are  now  Air  from  all  hope  of  firiendship. 
Save  what  you  make  in  me :  'scape  me  you 

cannot ; 
Send  your  soul  that  assurance :  that  resolv'd  on, 
You  know  not  who  I  am,  nor  ever  shall : 
I  need  not  fear  you  then ;  but  give  consent, 
Then  with  the  faithfulness  of  a  true  friend, 
111  open  myself  to  you,  fkW  your  servant. 
As  I  do  now  in  hope,  proud  of  submission. 
And  seal  the  deed  up  with  eternal  secresy. 
Not  death  shall  pluck  it  from  me,  much  less 
The  kine's  authority  or  torture. 
Vor,  I  admire  hun.  . 
Cat,  Oh,  sir,  whate'er  you  are,  I  teach  my 

knee 
Thus  to  requite  you ;  be  content  to  take 
Only  my  sight,  as  ransom  for  my  honour, 
Ana  where  you  have  but  mock'd  my  eyes  with 

darkness. 
Pluck  them  quite  out;  all  outward  lights  of  body 
I'll  spare  most  willingly,  but  take  not  from  me 
That  which  must  euide  me  to  another  world. 
And  leave  me  dark  for  ever :  fast  without 
That  cursed  pleasure,  which  will  make  two  souls 
Endure  a  famine  everlastingly. 

Hot,  This  almost  moves.  [Atide, 

Vor,  By  this  light  he'll  be  taken.  [A$ide. 

Hot,  I'll  wrestle  down  aU  pity — ^What?  will 

you  consent  ? 
Com,  ru  never  be  so  guilty. 
Hot,  farewell  words  then, 
You  hear  no  more  of  me,  but  thus  I  seize  you. 
Cat.  Oh !  if  a  power  above  be  reverenc  d  by 

thee, 
I  bind  thee  by  that  name,  by  manhood,  noble- 
ness. 
And  all  the  charms  of  honour. 

[VoRTiGER  tnatchet  her  away, 
•Hot.  Ah,  ha,  here's  one  caught 
For  an  example :  never  was  poor  lady 
So  mock'd  into  false  terror :  with  what  anguish 
She  lies  with  her  own  lord !  now  she  could  curse 
All  into  barrenness,  and  beguile  herself  by  iL 
Conceit's  a  powerful  thing,  and  is  indeed 
Plac'd  as  a  palate  to  taste  grief,  or  love. 
And  as  that  relishes,  so  we  approve : 
Hence  comes  it  that  opr  taste  is  so  beguil'd, 
Changing  pure  blood  for  tome  that's  mix'd  and 

soil'd.  [Exit. 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  Hem  gist. 

Hen,  A  fair  and  fortunate  conitellatioii  rden'dT 
When  we  set  foot  here,  for  from  his  fint  gi£^ 
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(Which  to  a  king*8  unbounded  eyes  seem'd 

nothing) 
The  compass  of  a  hide,  I  have  erected 
A  strong  and   spacious  castle,  yet  contain*d 

myself 
Within  my  limits,  without  check  or  censure. 
Thither,  with  all  th*  observance  of  a  subject, 
The  liveliest  witness  of  a  grateful  mind, 
I  purpose  to  invite  hira  and  his  queen. 
And  feiist  them  nobly.  [A  ttoise  zptthout. 

Bar.  We  will  enter,  sir; 
'Tis  a  state  business,  of  a  twelve-month  long, 
The  chusing  of  a  mayor. 
Hen,  What  noise  is  that  ? 
Tay,  Sir,  we  must  speak  with  the  good  earl 

of  Kent ; 
Though  we  were  never  brought  up  to  keep  a 

door. 
We  are  as  honest,  sir,  as  some  that  do. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Hen,  Now,  sir,  what's  the  occasion  of  their 
clamours  ? 

Gent,  Please  you,  my  lord,   a  company  of 
townsmen 
Are  bent  against  all  denials  and  resistance 
To  have  speech  with  your  lordship,  and  that  you 
Must  end  a  difference,  which  none  else  can  do. 

Hen.  Why  then  there's  reason  in  their  violence. 
Which  I  ne'er  look'd  for  :  first  let  in  but  one, 

[Exit  Gentleman, 
And  as  we  relish  him  the  rest  come  on. 
^is  no  safe  wisdom  in  a  rising  man 
To  slight  off  such  as  these ;  nay,  rather  these 
Are  the  foundations  of  a  lofty  work ; 
We  cannot  build  without  them,  and  stand  sure. 
He  that  first  ascends  to  a  mountain's  top 
Must  begin  at  the  foot. — Now,  sir,  who  comes? 

Enter  Gentleman, 

Gent,   They  cannot  yet  agree,  my  lord,  of 
that ; 
They  say  'tis  worse  now  than  it  was  before, 
For  where  the  difference  was  but  between  two. 


I  Upon  this  coming  first  theyVe  all  at  odds. 
One  says,  he  shall  lose  his  place  in  the  church  by't; 
Another  will  not  do  his  wife  that  wrong; 
And  by  their  good  wills  they  would  allcome first. 
The  strife  continues  in  most  heat,  my  lord, 
Between  a  country  barber  and  a  taylor 
Of  the  same  town,  and   which  yoor  lordsb'p 

names, 
'Tis  yielded  by  consent  that  he  shall  enter. 
Hen,  "  Here's  no  sweet  coil,  I  am  glad  they 
are  so  reasonable; 


Call  in  the  barber,  if  the  tale  be  long, 
He'll  cut  it  short  I  trust,  that's  all  the 


hope. 


Enter  Barber. 


Now,  sir,  are  you  tlie  barber  ? 

Bar,  Oh  most  barbarous ! 
A  corrector  of  enormities  in  hair,  my  lord, 
A  promoter  of  upper  lips,  or  what  your  lordship. 
In  the  neatness  of  your  discretion,  shall  think  dt 
To  call  me. 

Hen,  Very  good,  I  see  you  have  this  witboat 
book; 
But  what's  your  business  ? 

Bar.  Your  lordship  comes  to  a  very  high 
point  indeed. 
The  business,  sir,  lies  about  the  head. 

Hen.  That's  work  for  you. 

Bar.  No,  my  good  lord,  there  is  a  corponK 
tion, 
A  body,  a  kind  of  body. 

Hen.  The  barber  is  out  at  the  body,  let  in 
the  taylor ; 
This  'tis  to  reach  beyond  your  own  profession ; 
When  you  let  go  your  head,   you  lose  your 

memory : 
You  have  no  business  with  the  body. 

Bar,  Yes,  sir, 
I  am  a  barber-chirurgeon,  I  have  had 
Something  to  do  with  it  in  my  time,  my  lord, 
And  I  was  never  so  out  of  the  body 
As  I  have  been  of  late ;  send  me  eood  luck, 
I'll  marry  some  whore  but  I'll  i^et  in  airain. 


"  Here*$  no  tweet  coiL— It  is  observed  by  Dr.  Warbnrton,  (see  Note  to  FintPmrt^Hemylf' 
A.  5.  S.  3,)  that  in  Shakspeare's  time  the  negative  in  common  speech  was  used  to  design,  irouctOr? 
the  excess  of  a  thine ;  and  this  assertion  is  Ibilv  confirmed  by  the  several  examples  produced  by  i* 
Steevens  in  proof  of  it.    The  following  might  be  added  to  those  already  given.    A.  5.  S»  t : 

'*  Here'e  no  alnue  to  the  common  wealth." 

Ben  Johnson's  Efoery  Man  in  his  Humour^  A.  4.  S.  7 : 

"  Ohen^M  no  foppery!'* 
Massinger's  City  Madam,  A.  1.  S.  1 : 

^     "  Her^e  no  grots  flattery,** 

Middleton's  Ckaytt  Mayd  of  Cheapside,  p.  30 : 

"  Her^s  no  unconscionable  villainy  i  ** 
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Enter  Taylor. 
Hen,  Now,  sir,  a  good  discovery  come  from 

Tay,  I  will  rip  up  the  linings  to  your  lordship, 
And  shew  what  stuff 'tis  made  of;  for  the  body 
Or  corporation — 

Hen,  There  the  barber  left  indeed. 

Tay,  Tis  piec'd  up  of  two  fashions. 

Hen,  A  patch'd  town  die  whitest. 

Toy,  Nor  can  we  go  through  stitch,  my  noble 
lord, 
The  cboler  is  so  great  in  the  one  party. 
And  as  in  linsey-woolsey  wove  together. 
One  piece  makes  several  suits,  so,  upright  earl, 
Our  linsey-woolsey  hearts  make  ail  this  coil. 

Hen.  What's  ail  this  now?   I  am  ne'er  the 
wiser  yet, 

Enter  Glover, 

Call  in  the  rest.    Now,  sirs,  what  are  you  ? 

Glov,  Sir,  reverence  on  your  lordship, 
I  am  a  glover. 

Hen.  What  needs  that  then? 

Gl<yD.  Sometimes  I  deal  in  dog's  leather,  sir, 
reverence  the  while. 

Hen,  Weil,  to  the  purpose,  if  there  be  any 
towards. 

Glao.  I  were  an  ass  else,  saving  your  lord- 
ship's presence ; 
We  have  a  body,  but  our  town  wants  a  hand, 
A  hand  of  justice,  a  worshipful  master  mayor. 

Hen,  This  is  well  handled  yet,  a  roan  may  take 
Some  hold  on  it.    You  want  a  mayor  ? 

Glav,  Right,  but  there's  two  at  fisty-cufis 
about  it, 
Sir,  as  I  may  say  at  daegers  drawing. 
But  that  I  cannot  say,  because  they  have  none ; 
And  you  being  earl  of  Kent,  our  town  does  say, 
Your  lordship's  voice  shall  part  and  end  the  fray. 
'  Hen,  This  is  strange  work  for  me— Well,  sir, 
what  be  they  ? 

Glav,  The  one  is  a  tanner. 

Hen,  Fie,  I  shall  be  too  partial, 
I  owe  too  much  affection  to  that  trade 
To  put  it  to  my  voice — What  is  his  name  ? 

Ghv*.  Simon. 

Hen,  How,  Simon  too  ? 

Glov.  Nay,  'tis  but  Simon  one,  sir. 
The  very  same  Simon  that  sold  your  lordship  a 
bide. 

Hen.  What  sayest  thou  ? 

Glov,  That's  all  his  glory,  sir,  be  got  his  master's 
Widow  by  it  presentlv,  a  rich  tanner^s  wife, 
She  has  set  bun  up ;  he  was  her  fore-man 
A  long  time  in  her  other  husband's  days. 

Hen,  Now  let  me  perish  in  my  first  aspiring, 
If  the  pretty  snnplidty  of  his  fortune 


Do  not  most  highly  take  me;  'tis  a  presage,  me- 

thinks,  .  ) 

Of  bright  succeeding  happiness  to  mine,  *" 

When  my  fate's  giow-worm  casts  forth  such  a 

shine. 
And  what  are  those  that  do  contend  with  him  ? 
Tay.  Marry,  niy  noble  lord,  a  fustian-weaver. 
Hen,  How  !  he  offer 
To  compare  with  Simon  !  he  a  fit  match  for  him  ! 
Bar.  Hark,  hark,  my  lord,  here  they  come 
both 
[u  a  pelting  chafe  from  the  town-house. 

Enter  Simon  and  Oliver. 

Sim.  How,  before  me  ?  I  scorn  thee, 
Thou  wattle-fac'd  sindg'd  pig. 

Oliv.  Pig?  I  defy  thee, 
My  uncle  was  a  Jew,  and  scom'd  the  '^  motion. 

Sim,  I  list  not  brook  thy  vaunts,  conlj^'are  with 
me? 
Thou  spindle  of  concupiscence,  hia  well  k'tiown 
Tliy  first  wife  was  a  flax-wench. 

OUv.  But  such  a  flax-wench  would  I  might 
never  want 
At  my  need,  nor  any  friend  of  mine : 
My  neighbours  knew  her,  thy  wife  was  but  ;. 
An  hempen  halter  to  her. 

Sim.  Use  better  words, 
I'll  hang  thee  in  my  year  else. 
Let  who  will  chuse  thee  afteirwards. 

Ghv,  Peace,  for  shame. 
Quench  your  spirit,  do  not  you  see  hi^  lordship? 

Hen,  W  hat,  master  Simonides  ? 

Sim.  Simonides? 
What  a  ftiir  name  hath  he  made  of  Simon ! 
Then  he's  an  ass  that  calls  me  Simon  again, 
I  am  quite  out  of  love  with  it. 

Hen,  Give  me  thy  hand, 
I  love  thy  fortunes,  and  like  a  man  that  thrivev^ 

Sim,  I  took  a  widow,  my  lord. 
To  be  the  best  piece  of  ground  to  thrive  on. 
And  by  my  faito,  my  lord,  there's  a  yopng  Si- 
monides, 
Like  a  green  onion,  peeping  up  already. 

Hen.  Th'hast  a  good  lucky  band. 

Sim,  I  have  somewhat,  sir. 

Hen,  But  why  to  me  is  this  election  offer'd? 
The  chusing  of  a  mayor  goes  by  most  voices. 

Sim.  True,  sir,  but  most  of  our  townsmen  are 
so  hoarse 
With  drinking,  there's  not  a  good  voice  among 
them  all. 

Hen.  Are  you  content  to  put  it  to  all  thest 
then  ? 
To  whom  I  liberally  resign  my  interest. 
To  prevent  censures. 

Sim.  I  speak  first,  my  lord. 

Oliv,  Though  I  speak  last,  my  lord,  I  am  ool 
least; 


**  JfofMii.*-Or  more  Ukely  ike  nmi'Hm^  that  is,  Ube  twry  nom  qfm  Pi^.     €.  P. 
VOL.  111.  8  K 
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If  thej  will  cast  away  a  town-bora  child^ 
They  may,  it  is  but  dying  some  forty  years 
Before  ooytime. 

Hen*  I  leave  you  to  vour  choice  a  while.  [Exii, 
AIL  Your  good  lordship. 
,  Sim,  Look  you^  neighbours^  before  you  be  too 

hasty, 
Let  Oliver  the  fustian*weaver  stand 
As  ftiir  as  I  do,  and  the  devil  do  him  good  on*t. 

Oliv.  I  do,  tbou  upstart  callymoocher,  I  do ; 
Tis  well  known  to  the  parish  I  have  been     [up 
Twice  alecunner;  thou  mushroom,  thou  shot'st 
In  a  night,  by  lying  with  thy  mistress. 

Sim»  Faith,  thou  art  such  a  spiny  baldrib, 
All  the  mistresses  in  Uie  town  will  never  get 
thee  up. 
Oliv,  1  scorn  to  rise  by  a  woman  as  thou  didst. 
My  wife  shall  rise  by  me. 

Glav,  I  pray  leave  your  communication, 
We  can  do  nothing  else. 

Oliv,  '^  I  gave  Uiat  barber  a  fustian-suit, 
And  twice  redeemed  his  cittera:  he  may  re- 
member me. 
Sim,  liear  no  fidse  measure  but  in  that  taylor; 
The  glover  and  button-maker  are  both  cock-sure; 
That  collier's  eye  I  like  not : 
Now  they  consult,  the  matter  is  in  brewing. 
Poor  Oill,  my  wifo,  lies  longing  for  the  news, 
Twill  make  her  a  glad  mother. 
AIL  A  Simon,  a  Simon. 
Sim,  Good  people,  I  thank  you  all. 
.    Oliv,  Wretch  that  I  am ! 
Tanner,  thou  hast  curried  favour. 

Sim,  I  curry  !  I  defy  thy  fustian  fume. 
Oliv,  But  I  will  prove  a  rebel  all  th3r  year, 
And  raise  up  the  seven  deadly  sins  against  thee. 

[Exit. 

Sim,  The  deadly  sins  will  scorn  to  rise  by  thee. 

If  they  have  any  breeding,  as  commonly 

Thev  are  wdl  brought  up,  'tis  not  for  every  scab 

To  be  acquainted  with  them;  but  leaving  the 

scab. 
To  yon,  good  neighbours,  now  I  bend  my  speech, 
Pirst,  to  say  more  than  a  man  can  say, 
I  hold  it  not  fit  to  be  spoken ;  but  to  say 
What  a  man  ought  to  say,  there  I  leave  you  also. 


I  must  confess  tout  loves  have  chosen  a  we 

and  unlearned  roan : 
That  I  can  neither  write  nor  read,  you  all  c. 

witness; 
Yet  not  altogether  so  unlearned,  but  I  can  i 

my  mark  to  a  bond. 
If  I  would  be  so  simple ;  an  excellent  token 

government. 
Cheer  you  then,  my  hearts,  you  have  done  yod 

know  not  what ; 
There's  a  full  point.  There  you  must  all  cough  a 

hem.      [Here  they  all  cough  and  hi 
Now  touching  our  common  adversary  the  fustii 

weaver, 
Who  threatens  he  will  raise  the  deadly  si 

among  us. 
Let  them  come,  our  town  is  big  enough  to  he 

them. 
We  will  not  so  much  disgrace  it;  besides,  y 

know, 
A  deadly  sin  will  lie  in  a  narrow  hole; 
But  when  they  think  themselves  safest,  and  t 

web 
Of  their  iniquity  best  woven,  with  the  hon 

strength  of  my  justice 
I  will  break  through  the  look  of  their  cone 

piscence, 
And  make  the  weaver  go  seek  his  shuttle. 
Here  you  may  cough  and  hem  again. 
If  you'll  do  mc  the  favour. 

[They  couf^h  and  hem  agai^ 
Why,  I  thank  you  all,  and  it  shall  not  go  on- 
rewarded. 
Now  for  tlie  deadly  sins,  pride,  sloth, envy,  wraf 
As  for  covetousness  aoci  gluttony,  I'll  teU  yo< 
More  of  that  when  I  come  out  of  my  office; 
I  shall  have  time  to  try  what  tlie^  are ; 
I  will  prove  them  soundly :  and  if  I  find  glntto 
And  covetousness  to  be  directly  sins, 
I'll  bury  the  one  in  the  bottom  of  a  chest, 
And  the  other  in  the  end  of  my  sanlen. 
But,  sirs,  for  leachery,  I'll  Uckle  that  hm 

myself, 
I'll  not  leave  a  whore  in  the  town. 

Bar.  Some  of  your  neighbours  most  9tA  their 
Wives  in  the  country  then. 


<'  I  gVM  thai  barber  a/ustimsuU, 

And  tufice  redeemed  hia  cittern :  he  mag  remember  me. — ^A  Lnle  or  Ciitem  formerly  used  to  be  put 
of  the  flirnitnre  of  a  barber's  shop,  and,  as  Sir  John  Hawkins  in  his  Notes  on  Walton's  Cowpfrtf  Aif 
fi0r,  p.  t36f  observes,  answered  the  end  of  a  newspaper,  the  now  common  amusement  of  wait* 
Ug  customers.  In  an  old  book  of  Enlemas,  to  every  one  of  which  tiie  author  has  prefixed  a  wooden 
cut  of  the  subject  of  the  Enipia,  is  a  barber,  and  the  cat  represents  a  barber's  thopf  in  wfeddi  thae 
is  one  person  sitting  in  a  chair,  under  the  barber's  hands ;  wbile  another,  who  is  waiting  for  h»  tani| 
Is  playmg  on  the  Liite ;  and  on  the  side  of  the  shop  hangs  another  instrument,  of  the  Late  or  Ciitem 
kind.  This  custom  will  explain  the  foUowmg  passage  in  Ben  Jonson'S  SHent  Waman^  A.  3.  S.  5,  whcrt 
Morose  ciys  out,  '^  That  cuned  barber!—!  have  married  his  Ctftcm,  that  u  common  to  all  "-^  '* 
•gain,  Lord  Falkland's  Marriage  Night,  A.  l.  S.  l: 


a 


—  He  has  travel'd  aqd  speaks  languages, 
Ae  a  barbei't  bef  play9  e^  tk  gUtem." 
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Sim.  Barber,  be  silent, 
I  will  cut  thy  comb  else.    To  conclude^ 
I  will  learn  the  villainy  of  all  trades; 
My  own  I  know  already ;  if  there  be  any  knavery 
In  the  baker,  I  will  bolt  it  oat ;  if  in  the  brewer, 
I  will  taste  turn  thoroughly, 
And  piss  out  his  iniquity  at  his  own  suckhole : 
In  a  word,  I  will  knock  down  all  enormities 
like  a  butcher,  and  send  the  hide 
To  mv  fellow  tanners. 

AlL  A  Simonidet,  a  true  Simonides  indeed. 

Enter  Hbnoist  and  Roxena. 

Hen.  How  now,  bow  goes  your  choice  ? 

Tny,  This  is  he,  my  lord. 

&'m.  To  Drove  I  am  the  man,  I  am  bold  to  take 
The  upper  band  of  your  lordship : 
I'll  not  lose  an  inch  of  my  honour. 

Hen,  Hold,  sirs,  there's  some  few  crowns 
To  mend  your  feast,  because  I  like  your  choice. 

Bar,  Joy  bless  you,  sir ! 
We'll  drink  your  health  with  trumpets. 

Sim,  Ay,  with  sack- huts, 
That's  the  more  solemn  drinking  for  my  state. 
No  malt  this  year  shall  iiime  into  my  pate. 

[Exit  cum  tui$. 

Hen,  Continues  still  that  favour  in  his  love } 

Box,  Nay,  with  increase,  my  lord,  the  flame 
grows  greater. 
Though  he  has  leam'd  a  better  art  of  late 
To  sec  a  skreen  before  it. 

Enter  Vortigeb  and  Horsus. 

Hen,  Speak  lower. 

Hot,  Heard  every  word,  my  lord. 

Vor.  Plainly  ? 

Hot,  Distinctly; 
The  course  I  took  was  dan^rous,  but  not  failing, 
For  I  convey'd  myself  behind  the  hangings 
Even  just  before  his  entrance. 

Far,  Twas  well  ventur*d.  [longing 

Hor.  I  had  such  a  woman's  first  and  second 
In  me  to  hear  her,  how  she'd  bear  her  mock'd 
After  she  was  retum'd  to  privacy,  [abuse 

I  could  have  fasted  out  an  ember-week, 
And  never  thought  of  hunger,  to  have  heard  ber; 
Then  came  your  holy  Lupus  and  Germanus. 

For,  Two  holy  confessors. 

Hor,  At  whose  first  sight 
I  could  perceive  her  fall  upon  her  breast, 
And  cruidly  afflict  herself  with  sorrow ; 
I  never  heard  a  sigh  till  I  beard  hers, 
Who  after  her  confession,  pitying  her. 
Put  her  into  a  way  of  patience, 
Which  DOW  she  holds,  to  keep  it  hid  from  yon. 
There's  all  the  pleasure  that  I  took  in't  now, 
When  I  heard  that,    my  pains  was  well  re- 
membered. 


So  with  applying  comforts  and  relief, 

They  have  brought  it  lower,  to  an  easy  grief; 

But  yet  the  taste  is  not  quite  gone. 

For,  Still  fortune 
Sits  bettering  our  inventions. 

Enter  Castiza. 

Hor,  Here  she  comes. 

Cai,  Vender's  my  lord ;  oh !  I'll  return  again, 
Methinks  I  should  not  dare  to  look  on  him. 

Hor,  She's  £one  acain. 

For.  It  works  the  kindlier,  sir. 
Go  now  and  call  her  back,  she  winds  herself 
Into  the  snare  so  prettily,  'tis  a  pleaaure 
To  set  toils  for  her. 

Cos,  He  may  read  my  shame 
Now  in  my  blush.  [AMide9 

For,  Come,  y'are  so  link'd  to  holiness, 
So  taken  with  contemplative  desires. 
That  the  world  has  you,  yet  enjoys  you  not; 
You  have  been  weeping  too. 

Cos,  Not  I,  my  ford. 

For,  Trust  me,  I  fear  ybu  have ;  y'are  much 
to  blame 
To  yield  so  much  to  passion  without  cause. 
Is  not  some  time  eqough  for  meditation  ? 
Must  it  lay  title  to  your  health  and  beauty. 
And  draw  them  into  time's  consumption  too  ? 
'Tis  too  exacting  for  a  holy  feculty. 
My  lord  of  Kent  1 — I  pr'y  tbee  wake  him,  capUin, 
He  reads  himself  asleep,  sure. 

Hor,  My  lord  ! 

For,  Nay, 
I'll  take  away  your  book  and  bestow't  here. 

Hen.  Your  pardon,  sir. 

For.  Lady,  you  that  delic;ht  in  virgin  stories. 
And  all  chaste  works,  here's  excellent  reading 

for  you ; 
Make  of  that  book  as  made  men  do  of  favours, 
Which  they  grow  sick  to  part  frooL    And  new, 

my  lord. 
You  that  have  so  conceitedly  gone  bevond  me. 
And  made  so  large  use  of  a  slender  gift 
Which  we  ne'er  minded;  I  commend  your 

thrift. 
And  that  your  building  may  to  all  ages 
Carry  the  stamp  and  impress  of  your  wit. 
It  shall  be  call'd  '«ThongX*asUe. 

Hen.  How,  my  lord, 
Thong-Castle !  tliere  your  grace  quits  me  kindlv. 

For.  Tis  fit  art  should  be  known  by  iu  right 

name ;  [ftimc. 

You  that  can  spread  my  gift,  Fll  spread  your 

Hen.  I  (hank  your  grace  for  that. 

For.  Aud,  loved  loitl. 
So  well  we  do  accept  your  invitation. 
With  all  speed  we'll  set  forwards.' 

Hen,  Your  honour  loves  me.  [£reiia/. 


^  TMr-CMI«.— See  Lambarde^  Peran^Matwn  ^  Keni  1596,  p.  195.    Jdfrey  of  Momponth'a 
Sriikk  Uiaiaryf  B.  vi.  c  11. 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Simon  and  all  his  Brethreyif  a  Mace  and 

Sword  before  hiff^i  meeting  VoRTioEKf  Cas- 

•  TiZA^  Hengist,  Roxen a,  Uorsus,  two  Ladies, 

Sim,  Lo I,  the  ma^ror ofQainborough  byname, 
With  all  iny  brethren,  savioe  one  that's  lame, 
Are  come  as  fast  as  fiery  mill-horse  gallops 
To  greet  ttiy  grace,  thy  queen,  and  her  fair 

trollops. 
For  reason  of  our  coming  do  not  look, 
It  must  be  done,  I  find  it  i' th'  town-book ; 
And  yet  not  I  myj^ejf,  I  cannot  read, 
i  keep  a  clerk  to  do  ((lose  jobs  for  need. 
And  now  expect  a  rare  conceit  before  Thong- 
Castle,  see  thee; 
Reach  me  tbe  thing  to  give  the  king,  the  other 

J  too  I  pr*y th^ : 

Now  here  thty  be,  for  queen  and  thee,  the  gift 

all  steel  and  leather : 
But  the  conceit  of  mickle  weight,  and  here  they 

come  together : 
To  shew  two  loves  must  join  in  one,  our  town 

presents  by  me 
This  gilded  scabbard  to  the  queen,  this  dagger 
unto  thee. 
Vor.    Forbear  your  tedious  and  ridiculous 
duties; 
I  hate  them,  as  I  do  the  riots  of  your 
Inconstant  rabble ;  I  have  felt  your  fits. 
Sheath  up  your  bounties  with  your  iron  wits. 

[Exit  cum  sociis, 
Sim,  Look,  sirs,  is  his  back  tumM  ? 
JIL.  It  is,  it  is. 

5iifi.  Then  bless  the  good  earl  of  Kent,  say  I, 
111  have  this  dagger  tura'd  into  a  pye, 
And  eaten  up  for  anger,  every  bit  on't. 
And  when  this  pye  shall  be  cut  up  by  some  rare 

cunning  pye-man. 
They  shall  full  lamentably  sing,  Put  up  thy  dag- 
ger, Simon.  [lieunt. 


SCENE  n. 

Enter  llzvotST,  Horsus,  Vobtioer,  Devon- 
shire, Stafford,  Castiza,  Roxena,  Ladies, 

Hen.  A  wdco9)e,  mighty  lord,  may  appear 
costlier, 
More  fall  of  toil  and  talk,  shew  and  conceit, 
But  one  more  stor'd  with  thankful  love  and  truth 
I  forbid  all  the  «on8  of  men  to  boast  of. 

Vor,  Why  here's  a  fiibric  that  implies  eternity, 
The  building  plain,  but  most  substantial ; 
Methinks  it  look^  as  if  it  mock'd  all  ruin. 
Saving  that  roaster-piece  of  consummation, 
The  end  of  time,  which  must  consume  even  ruin. 
Aiid'eat  thai  into  cinders.      ' 


Hen,  There's  no  brass 
Would  pass  your  praise,  my  lord ;  'twould 

beyond  it, 
And  shame  our  durablest  metal. 
Vor,  Horsus ! 
Hqr;  My  lord ! 

Vor,  This  is  the  time  I  have  chosen ;  here' 
fnll  meeting. 
And  here  I  wilt  disgrace  her. 

Ilor.  Twill  be  sharp,  my  lord. 
'   Vor,  Oh,  'twill  be  best. 
Hor,  Why,  here's  the  earl  her  father. 
Vor,  Ay,  and  the  lord  her  uncle,  that's  the 
height  of  it, 
Invited  both  on  purpose,  to  rise  sick 
Full  of  shame*s  surfeit. 

Hor,  And  that's  shrewd,  by'r  lady, 
It  ever  sticks  close  to  the  ribs  of  honour ; 
Great  men  are  never  sound  men  after  it, 
It  leaves  some  ach  or  other  in  their  names  s) 
Which  their  posterity  feels  at  every  weather. 
Vor,  Mark  but  the  least  presentment  of  < 
casion. 
As  these  times  yield  enough,  and  then  mark  n 
Hor,  My  observance  is  all  yours,  you  knor 
my  lord — 
What  caretul  ways  some  take  to  abuse  tbeiu- 

•selves! 
But  as  there  be  assurers  of  mens  goods 
'Gainst  storms  or  pirates,  which  gives  adT< 

turers  courage, 
So  such  there  must  be  to  make  up  man's  tbei 
Or  there  would  be  no  woman-venturer  left. 
See,  now  they  find  their  seats !  what  a  false  ki 
Of  amity  he  ties  about  her  arm. 
Which  rage  must  part !    In  marriage  'tis 

wonder, 
Knots  knit  with  kisses  oft  are  broke  with  thunder. 
Music !  then  I  have  done,  I  always  learn 
To  give  my  betters  place.  \Asidc 

Vor,  Where's  captain  Horsos  ? 
Sit,  sit,^  we'll  have  a  health  anon  to  all  go^ 
services. 
Hor.  They  are  poor  in  these  days,  th'had  i 
,  ther  hav^ 
The  carp  than  the  health ;  be  hears  me  not. 
And  most  great  men  are  deaf  on  that  side. 
Vor,  My  lord  of  Kent,  I  thank  you  for  th» 
welcome. 
It  came  unthooght  of  in  the  sweetest  language 
That  ever  my  soul  relish'd. 

Hen,  You  are  pleas'd,  my  lord. 
To  raise  my  happmess  for  slight  deservings 
To  shew  what  power's  in  princes;  not  in  us 
'  Aught  worthy,  'tis  in  you  that  makes  as  thus. 
I  am  chiefly  sad,  my  lord,  your  queen's  notmcrrt. 
Vor.  So'honour  bless  roe,  be  has  found  the  way 
To  my  grief  strangely,^ .  1%  tl\ece  i\o  delight—— 
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My  lord)  I  wish  not  aoy,  nor  is't  needfiil, 
^I  was  ever. 

Thai's  not  80. 

How  ?  ob  B^  fears !  [Aside, 

When  she  writ  maid,  my  lord, 

ew  her  otherwise. 

m.  To  speak  but  truth, 

knew  her  a  great  fnend  to  mirth, 
ien  much  with  any  one  delight, 
t  there  be  many  seemly  and  honourable 

content  to  ladies  without  taxing. 

My  lord  of  Kent,  this  to  thy  full  deserts, 
intimates  thy  higher  flow  to  honour. 

Which  like  a  nver,  shall  return  in  service 
great  master-fountain. 

Where's  your  lord  i 
I  him  nut  'till  now ;  lady,  and  yours  ? 
*vel  then  we  were  so  out  of  the  way 
leasant  discourse ;  they  are  the  keys 
an  music ;  sure  at  their  nativities 
lature  sign'd  a  general  patent  to  them 
^  up  all  the  miith  in  a  whole  kingdom, 
their  emplojrment  now  ? 
/idy.  May  it  please  your  grace, 
'er  are  so  far  acquainted  with  them ; 
I  we  know  but  what  they  cannot  keep, 
.'ven  the  fashion  of  them  all,  my  lord. 
It  seems  y^  have  great  thought  iu  their 

constancies, 
sy  in  yours,  you  dare  so  trust  each  other. 
adif.  Hope  well  we  do,  my  lord,  we  have 

reason  for  it, 
?  they  say  brown  men  are  honest^t, 
's  a  tool  will  swear  for  any  colour. 
They  ivould  for  yours. 
idy.  Troth  *tis  a  doubtful  question, 

be  loth  to  put  mine  to*t,  my  lord. 
Faith,  dare  you  swear  for  yourselves? 

that's  a  plain  question, 
idfy.  My  lord  ? 

You  cannot  deny  that  with  honour, 
ce  'tis  urg'd,  I'll  put  you  to't  in  troth. 
ady.  May  it  please  your  grace — 
Twould  please  me  very  well, 
'e*8  a  book,  mine  never  goes  without  one, 
i  example  to  you  all  for  purity; 
iwear  (I  have  sworn  you  shall)  that  you 

ne'er  knew 
1  of  any  man,  besides  your  husband*s. 
idy,  I'll  swear,  my  lord,  as  far  as  my 

remembrance. 
How !   your  remembrance  ?   that  were 

strange, 
wrf.  Your  grace 

our  just  excuse,  will  not  say  so. 
Well,  what's  your  just  excuse  ?    Y'are 

never  without  some.  [lord : 

o</y.  I  am  otlen  taken  with  a  sleep,  my 
dest  thunder  cantiot  wak,en  me ; 

caonon*8  burden  be  discharged 
r  my  ear.    The  more  may  be  my  wrong. 
ui  be  no  infirmity,  my  lord, 
^cnseaUe  in  any  woman. 


2d  Lady,  And  I  am  so  troubled  with  the 
mother  too, 
I  have  often  call'd  m  help,  I  know  not  whom. 
Three  at  once  have  been  too  weak  to  keep  me 
down. 

Vor,  I  perceive,  there's  no  fastening — Well, 
fair  one  then. 
That  never  deceives  iaith's  anchor  of  her  hold. 
Come  at  all  seasons.    Here,  be  thou  the  star 
To  guide  those  ernng  women,  shew  the  way 
Which  I  will  make  them  tbllow — W  hy  do'st  start. 
Draw  back,  and  look  so  pale  ? 

Cos.  My  lord ! 

Vor,  Come  hither;  [sand. 

Nothing  but  take  that  oath :  thou'lt  take  a  thou* 
A  thousand  !  nay  a  million,  or  as  many. 
As  there  be  angels  registers  of  oaths. 
Why  look  thee,  over-fearful  chastity, 
(That  sinn'st  in  nothiug  but  in  too  much  niceness) 
I'll  begin  fiirst  and  swear  for  ihee  myself. 
I  know  thee  a  perfection  so  unstained. 
So  sure,  so  absolute;  I  will  not  pant  on  it. 
But  catch  time  greedily — By  all  those  blessings 
That  blow  truth  into  fruitfulness,  and  those  curses 
That  with  their  barren  breaths  blast  perjury, 
Thou  art  as  pure  as  sanctity's  best  shnne 
From  all  man's  mixture,  save  what's  lawful, 
mine. 

Cas,  Oh  Heaven  forgive  him,  he  has  forsworn 
himself!  [AsidCn 

Vor,  Come,  'tis  but  going  now  my  way. 

Cas,  That's  bad  enough.  [Aside. 

Vor,  I  have  cleared  all  doubts,  you  see. 

Cas,  Good,  my  lord,  spare  me. 

Vor,  How !  it  grows  later  than  so.    For  mo- 
desty's sake. 
Make  more  speed  this  way. 

Cas,  Pardon  mt,jny  lord, 
I  cannot. 

Vor,  What? 

Cas.  I  dare  not. 

Vor,  Fail  all  confidence  in  thy  weak  kind  for 
ever. 

Devon.  Here's  a  storm 
Able  to  make  all  of  our  name  inbumidj 
And  raise  them  from  their  sleeps  of  peace  and 

fume. 
To  set  the  honours  of  their  bloods  right,  here. 
Hundred  years  after.     A  perpetual  motion 
Has  their  true  glory  been  from  seed  to  seed. 
And  cannot  be  choak'd  now  with  a  poor  grain 
Of  dust  and  earth.    Her  uncle  and  myself, 
Wild  in  this  tempest,  as  ever  robb*d  man's  peace. 
Will  undertake,  upon  life's  deprivation. 
She  shall  accept  this  oath. 

Vor,  You  do  but  call  me  then 
Into  a  world  of  more  despair  and  horror: 
Yet  since  so  wilfully  you  stand  eiigu^'d 
In  high  scorn  to  be  touch'd !  with  expedition 
Perfect  your  undertakings  with  your  fames, 
Or,  by  the  issues  of  abus'd  belief, 
I'll  take* the  forfeit  of  lives,  lands,  and  honoursi 
And  make  one  ruin  serve  our  joys  and.  yours. 
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Cos.  Why,  bere*8  a  height  of  miseries  never 
reach'd  yet ; 
I  lose  myself  and  others. 

Devon.  Yon  may  see 
How  much  we  lay  in  balance  with  your  goodness^ 
And  had  we  more,  it  went;  for  we  presume 
You  cannot  be  religious  and  so  vile 

Cos,  As  to  forswear  myself— *tis  truth,  great 


sir. 


The  honour  of  your  bed  hath  been  abus*d. 
Vor,  Oh,  beyond  patience ! 
Cm.  But  give  me  hearing,  sir: 
rrwas  hr  from  my  consent;  I  was  surprized 
By  villainies,  and  so  rau^t. 
Vor,  Hear  you  tnat,  sirs  ? 
Oh  cunning  texture  to  inclose  adultery ! 
Mark  but  what  subtle  vail  her  sins  put  on. 
Religion  brings  lier  to  confession  first. 
Then  steps  in  art  to  sanctify  that  lust. 
rris  likely  you  could  be  surprized. 
Cos.  My  lord ! 
Vor.  V\\  hear  no  more— <»ur  guard  seize  on 

those  lords. 
Devon.  We  cannot  perish  now  too  fast :  make 
speed 
To  swift  destruction.    He  breathes  most  accurst 
That  lives  so  long  to  see  his  name  die  first. 
Hot,  Here's  no  dear  villainy !  [A$i€k, 

Hen.  Let  him  intreat,  sir. 
That  iall»  in  saddest  grief  for  this  event, 
Which  ill  besios  the  fortune  of  this  building — 
my  Tot6  ! 
Hoar.  What  if  he  should  cause  me  to  swear 
too,  captain  ? 
You  know  I  am  as  far  to  seek  in  honesty 
As  the  worst  can  be.    I  should  be  sharo*d  too. 
Hot.  Why,  fool,  they  swear  by  that  we  wor- 
ship not;  « 
So  you  may  swear  your  heart  out,  and  ne'er 
hurt  yourself. 
Rox.  That  was  well  thought  on :  I  had  quite 

lost  myself  else. 
Vor.  You  shall  prevail  in  noble  suits,  my  lord ; 
But  this  does  shame  the  speaker. 

Hot.  rU  step  ift  now, 
Though  it  shall  be  to  no  purpose — Good,  my 

lord, 
Think  on  your  noble  and  most  hopeful  issue 
Lord  Vortimer,  the  prince. 

Vor.  A  bastard,  sir : 
I  v^ould  his  life  were  in  my  fury  now. 

Coi,  That  injury  stirs  my  soul  to  speak  the 
truth 

Of  his  conception ^Here,  I  take  the  book,  my 

lord: 
By  all  the  glorify'd  rewards  of  virtue 
And  prepar*d  punishments  for  consents  in  sin, 
A  ()ueen  s  bard  sorrow  ne*er  suppty'd  a  kingdom 
With  issue  more  legitimute  than  Vortimer. 
Vor.  This  takes  not  out  the  stain  of  present 
shame : 
Continuance  crowns  desert.    She  ne'er  tan  go 
For  perfea  honest  that's  not  always  so — 


Beshrew  thy  heart  for  urging  this  excuse. 
Th'  hast  justify'd  her  somewhat. 
Hot.  To  small  purpose. 
Vor.  Among  so  many  women,  not  one  hi 
Dare  swear  a  simple  chastity !     Here's  an  a 
To  propagate  virtue  in.    Since  I  have  begun, 
I'll  shame  you  all  together,  and  so  leave  you. 
My  lord  of  Kent! 
Hen.  Your  highness  ? 
Vor.  That's  your  daughter  ? 
Hen.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
Vor.  Though  I  am  your  guest  to-^ay. 
And  should  be  less  austere  to  you  or  yours, 
In  this  case  pardon  me :  I  may  not  spare  her. 
Hen.  Then  her  own  goodness  frieiui  her — sbt 

comes,  my  lord. 
Vor.  The  tender  reputation  of  a  maid 
Makes  your  honour,  or  else  nothing  can : 
The  oach  you  take  is  not  for  truth  to  man. 
But  to  your  own  white  soul ;  a  mighty  task ! 
What  dare  you  do  in  this? 
Rox,  My  lord,  as  much 
As  chastity  can  put  a  woman  to, 
I  ask  no  favour.    And  t'approve  the  purity 
Of  what  my  habit  and  my  time  professeth, 
As  likewise  to  requite  all  courteous  censure. 
Here  I  take  oath  I  am  as  free  from  man 
As  truth  from  falshood,  or  sanctity  from  stain. 
Vor.  Ob  thou  treasure  tliat  ravishes  the  po^ 
sessor! 
I  know  not  where  to  speed  so  well  again. 
rU  keep  tliee  while  I  have  thee.    Here's  a  foon- 

•  tain 
To  spring  fiprth  princes,  and  the  seeds  of  king- 
doms. -^ 
Away  with  that  infection  of  black  nbnour, 

And  those  her  leprous  pledges. 

Here  will  we  store  succession  with  true  peace; 
And  of  pure  virgins  grace  the  poor  increase. 

[Exeunt  all  hU  Uoasvs. 
Hor.  Ha,  ha,  he's  well  provided  uow:  here 
struck  my  fortunes. 
With  what  an  impudent  confidence  she  swore 

honest, 
Having  th'  advantage  of  the  oath !    Predooi 

whore! 
Methinks  I  should  not  hear  from  fortune  next 
Under  an  earldom  uow.    She  cannot  spend 
A  night  so  idly,  but  to  make  a  lord 
With  ease  methinks,  and  play. — ^The  earl  of  Kent 
Is  calm  and  smooth,  like  a  deep  dan^roifs  water. 
He  has  some  secret  way;  I  know  his  blood; 
The  grave's  not  greedier,  nor  hell's  lord  more 

proud. 
Something  will  hap ;  for  this  astonishing  choice 
Strikes  piue  the  kingdom^  at  which  I  rejoice. 

Dumb  show.  Enter  Lupus,  Germ  anus,  Ds- 
voKSHiRE,  and  Stafvord,  leading  Vorti- 
mer, and  crown  him:  Vortiger  comet  to 
them  in  paseion :  they  neglect  him.  Enter 
Rox er  A  in  fury,  e^preuimg  dacmUpit  > 
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thtn  they  lead  otU  Vortimer.  Roxbna 
gives  two  villaimgold  to  murder  him :  they 
$mear  performance^  and  go  with  her,  Vor- 
TiGER  c^ers  to  run  on  his  sword;  HoRSUs 
prevents  Aim,  and  persuades  him.  The  Lords 
bring  in  Vortimer  dead:  Vortiger 
mourns^  and  submits  to  them:  they  swear 
kim^  and  crown  htm.  Then  enters  Hekoist 
with  Saxons:  Vortiger  draws,  threatens 
expulsion^  and  then  sends  a  parley  ;  which 
Hemoist  seems  to  grant  by  laying  down  his 
weapons;  so  all  depart  severally. 

Enter  Ratnulphus. 

Ray.  Of  Pagan  blood  a  queen  being  chose, 
loxena  bight,  the  Bntains  rose 
^or  Vortiiner,  and  crown 'd  him  king : 
lat  the  soon  poison*d  that  sweet  spring. 
rfaen  onto  rale  they  did  restore 
/ortiger ;  and  him  they  swore 
Igainst  the  Saxons.    They  (constrain'd) 
B^g^d  peace,  treaty,  and  obtain'd. 
Ibid  now  in  numbers  eaually 
Upon  the  plain  near  Sal*sbury, 
k  peaceful  meeting  they  decreen, 
Like  men  of  love,  no  weapon  seen, 
^t  llengist,  that  ambitious  lord, 
Pull  of  guile,  corrupts  his  word, 
k»  tlif  i^uel  too  well  proves : — 
>n  that  your  eyes;  on  us  your  loves< 


[Exit. 


Enter  Hehgist,  with  Saxons, 


Hen^  If  we  let  slip  this  opportnneful  hour, 
Pake  leave  of  fortune,  certamty,  or  thought 
[)f  ever  fixing :  we  are  loose  at  root, 
\nd  tbejeast  storm  may  rend  us  from  the  bosom 
L)f  this  land's  hopes  for  ever.    But,  dear  Saxons, 
Fasten  me  now,  and  our  unshaken  firmness 
i¥ill  endure  afker-ages. 

Sax.  We  are  resolv'd,  my  lord. 

Hen.  Observe  you  not  how  Vortiger  the  king, 
Base  in  submission,  threatened  our  expulsion, 
Flis  arm  held  op  against  us  ?    Is  it  not  time 
To  make  our  best  prevention  ?   Wlmt  should 

check  me  ? 
lie  has  perfected  that  great  work  in  our  daughter, 
Aod  made  her  queen.    She  can  ascend  no  higher, 
fherefore  be  quick ;  dispatch.    Here,  every  man 
Receive  into  the  service  of  his  vengeance 
An  instrument  of  steel,  which  will  unseen 
Lurk,  like  A  snake  undler  the  innocent  shade 


Of  a  spread  soromerTleaf,  there  fly  you  on. 
Take  heart,  the  commons  love  us;  those  remov'd 
That  are  the  nerves,  our  greatness  stands  im« 
proved. 
Sax,  Give  us  the  word,  my  lord,  and  we  are 

perfect. 
Hen.  1  hat's  true,  the  word,  I  lose  myself^  • 
'^  Nempyour  sexes:  it  shall  be  that. 
Sax,  Enough,  sir :  then  we  strike. 
Hen.  But  the  king's  mine:   take  heed  you 

touch  him  not. 
Sax.  We  shall  not  be  at  lebure :  never  fear  it. 
We  shall  liave  work  enough  of  our  own,  my  lord. 
Hen.  Calm  looks,  but  stormy  soub  posiesf 
you  all. 

Enter  Vortiger  and  British  Lords. 

Vor,  We  see  you  keep  your  words  in  aU  points 
firm. 

Hen,  No  longer  may  we  boast  of  so  mpcb 
breath 
As  goes  to  a  word's  making,  than  of  care 
In  the  preserving  of  it  when  'tis  made. 

Vor,  Y'are  in  a  virtuous  way,  my  lord  of  Kent : 
And  since  both  sides  are  met,  like  sons  of  peace  t 
All  other  arms  laid  by  in  signs  of  favour. 
If  our  conditions  be  embraced— 

Hen,  They  are. 

Vor,  We'll  use  no  other  but  these  only  here^ 

Hen.  Nempyour  sexes. 

B.  Lords.  Treason  !  treason ! 

Hen.  Follow  it  to  the  heart,  my  trusty  Saxons ; 
It  is  your  liberty,  your  wealth,  and  honour. 
Soft,  you  are  mine,  my  lonL 

Vor.  Take  me  not  basely,  when  all  sense  and 
stren^ 
Lie  bound  up  m  amazement  at  this  treachery. 
What  devil  hath  breath'd  this  everlasting  {>art 
Of  falshood  into  thee? 

Hen.  Let  it  suffice 
I  have  you,  and  will  hold  yon  prisoner 
As  fast  as  death  holds  your  best  props  in  silence. 
We  know  the  hard  conditions  ot  our  peace. 
Slavery  or  diminution ;  which  we  hate 
With  a  joint  loathing.    May  ail  perish  thus, 
That  seek  to  subjugate  or  lessen  us  ! 

Vor,   Ob,  the  strange  nooks  of  guile  and 
subtilty. 
When  man  so  cunningly  lies  liid  from  man  I 
Who  could  expect  such  treason  firom  thy  breast  ? 


"  Nemp  femr  tesei. — ^  The  appointment  being  agreed  to  on  both  sides,  Hengist,  with  a  new 
■f  villainy  in  his  head,  ordered  ms  soldiers  to  carry,  every  one  of  them,  a  Ions  dagger  nnder  tlieir 
larments ;  and  while  the  conference  should  l>e  held  with  the  Britons,  who  WooJd  have  no  suspicion 
if  them,  he  would  give  them  this  word  of  command,  Nemet  oure  Stucas ;  at  which  monient  they  were 
lU  to  be  ready  to  mmt  boldly  every  one  his  next  man,  and  with  his  drawn  dagger  stab  Urn.  Accord- 
■gly,  at  the  time  and  place  appointed,  they  all  met,  and  began  to  treat  of  peace ;  and  when  a  fit  op* 
^ortonity  for  executing  liis  villainy  nerved,  Hengist  cried  out  Nemet  emre  Sisaa;  and  the  same  instant 
eiaed  Vortegun,  and  held  hun  by  his  cloak."  Jeffrey  of  Monmouth's  BrUUk  fliffiry,  translated  by 
UranTh«mjpBaa»    17X8.   Bvo.    p.  194. 
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Such  thunder  from  thy  voice  ?  Or  tak*st  thou 

pride 
To  imitate  the  fair  uncertainty 
Of  a  bright  day,  that  teems  a  sudden  storm. 
When  the  world  least  expects  one }  but  of  all, 
I'll  ue'er  trust  fair  sky  in  a  man  ae^in  : 
There's  the  deceitful  weather.     Will  you  heap 
More  guilt  upon  you  by  detaining  me. 
Like  a  cup  taken  after  a  sore  surieit, 
Even  in  contempt  of  health  and  heaven  together  ? 
What  seek  you  ? 

Hen.  Ransom  for  your  hberty, 
As  I  shall  like  of,  or  you  iie*er  obtain  it. 

Vor.  Here's  a  most  headlong  dangerous  am- 
bition. 
Sow  you  the  seeds  of  your  aspiring  hopes 
In  blood  and  trea8f>n,  and  must  I  pay  for  them  ? 

Hen,  Have  not  I  rais'd  you  to  this  height  of 
pride? 
A  work  of  my  own  merit,  since  you  enforce  it. 

Vor,  There's  even  the  general  thanks  of  all 
aspirers : 
When  they  have  all  a  kingdom  can  impart, 
They  write  above  it  still  ddeir  own  desert. 

Hen.  I  have  writ  mine  true,  my  lord. 

Vor,  That's  all  their  sayings. 
Have  not  I  rais'd  thy  daughter  to  a  queen  ? 

Hen,  You  have  tlie  harmony  of  your  pleasure 
for  it ; 
Tou  crown  your  own   desires.      What's  that 
to  me? 

Vor,  And  what  will  crown  yours,  sir  ? 

Hen.  Faith,  things  of  reason  : 
I  demand  Kent. 

Vor.  Why,  y'  have  the  earldom  of  it. 

Hen,   The  kingdom  of  't,  I  mean,  without 
controul, 
In  full  possession. 

Vor.  This  is  strange  in  you  ! 

Hen.  It  seems  y'are  not  acquainted  with  my 
blood. 
To  call  this  strange. 

Vor,  Never  was  king  of  Kent, 
But  who  was  general  king. 

Hen.  I'll  be  the  first  then ; 
Every  thing  has  beginning. 

Vor,  No  less  title  ? 

Hen.  Not  if  you  hope  for  liberty,  my  lordi 
So  dear  a  happmess  would  not  be  wrong'd  with 
slighting. 

Vor.  Very  well;  take  it,  I  resign  it. 

Hen.  Why  I  thank  your  grace. 

Vor.  Is  your  great  thirst  yet  satisfied  ? 

Hen,  Faith,  my  lord. 


There's  yet  behind  a  pair  of  teeming  sisten 
Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  and  I  have  done  with 
Vor,  Y*  have  got  a  dangerous  thirst  of 
my  lord, 
Howe'er  you  came  by  it. 

Hen.  It  behoves  me  then 
For  my  blood's  health,  to  seek  all  means  i« 
quench  it. 
Vor.  Them  too  ? 

Hen.  There  will  be  nothing  abated,  I  as     . 
you.  Ffate 

Vor,  You  have  me  at  advantage.     He  whom 
Does  captivate,  must  yield  to  all.     Take  them. 
Hen.  And  you  your  liberty  and  peace,  my 
lord. 
With  our  best  love  and  wishes. — Here's  an  hoar 
Begins  us  Saxons  in  wealth,  fame,  and  power. 

[Exit  cum  J 
Vor,  Are  these  the  noblest  fruits  and  fiiii 
rcfquitals 
From  works  of  our  own  raising  ? 
'^  Methinks  the  murther  of  Constantius 
Speaks  to  me  in  the  voice  of  it,  and  the  wroc  ^ 
Of  our  late  queen,  slipp'd  both  into  one  oigao. 

Enter  Horsus. 

Ambition,  hell,  my  own  undoing  lust. 

And  all  the  brood  of  plagues  conspire  against  me. 

I  have  not  a  friend  left  me. 

ffor.  My  lord,  he  dies 
That  says  it,  but  yourself,  were't  that  thtef-king. 
That  has  so  boldly  stoPn  his  honours  from  yoii, 
A  treason  that  wnngs  tears  from  honest  manhood. 

Vor.  So  rich  am  I  now  in  thy  love  and  pity, 
I  feel  no  loss  at  all ;  but  we  must  part. 
My  queen  and  I  to  Cambria. 

Hor.  My  lord,  and  I  not  named. 
That  have  vow'd  lasting  service  to  mj  life's 
Extremest  minute  ? 

Vor,  Is  my  sick  fate  blest  with  so  pure  a 
friend  ? 

Hor.  My  lord,  no  space  of  earth,  nor  bresddi 
of  sea 
Shall  divide  roe  from  you. 

Vor,  O  faithful  treasure  ! 
All  my  lost  happiness  is  made  op  in  thee.  [Exit- 

Hor,  1*11  follow  you  through  the  world,  u^ 
cuckold  you ; 
That's  niy  way  now.    Every  one  fias  his  toy 
While  he  lives  here ;    some  men  delight  in 

building, 
A  trick  of  Babel,  which  will  ne'er  be  lef^ ; 
Some  in  consuming  what  was  rais'd  with  toiling; 
Hengist  in  getting  honour,  I  in  spoiling.   [£nl. 


'^  MethinkBy  Stc* — Shakspeare  seems  to  have  imitated  this  m  The  Tempett,  A.  3.  S.  S : 


**  O,  it  is  monstrous !  monstrous ! 
Methought,  the  billows  spoke,  and  told  me  of  it ; 
The  winds  did  sing  it  to  me ;  and. the  thunder. 
That  deep  and  dreadful  organ-pipe,  pronoimc*a 
The  name  of  Prosper." 


\-^ 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Simon  and  hit  Brethren^  Aminadab 

hit  Clerk. 

Sim,  Is  not  that  rebel  Oliver,  that  traitor  to 
ray  year, 
Prehended  yet  ? 

Amin,  Not  yet,  so  please  your  worship. 

iStm.  Not  Yet,  sny'sc  thou?  how  durst  thou  say. 
Not  yet,  and  see  me  present?  thou  malapert. 
That  art  good  for  nothing  but  to  write  and  read 
Is  bis  loom  seiz'd  upon  ? 

Amin.  Yes,  if  it  like  your  worship, 
And  siiteen  yards  of  fustian. 

Sim,  Good: 
Let  a  yard  be  sav'd  to  mend  me  between  the  legs, 
The  rest  cut  in  pieces,  and  given  to  the  poor. 
Tis  heretick  fustian,  and  should  be  burnt  nideed. 
Bat  being  worn  thread-bare,  the  shame  will  be 
As  great ;  how  think  vou,  neighbours  ? 

Glov.  Greater,  methinks,  the  longer  it  is  wore ; 
When  being  once  burnt,  it  can  be  burnt  no  more. 

iSim.   True,  wise,  and  most  senseless.    How 
now,  sirrah, 

Enter  a  Footman. 

What*t  be  approaching  here  in  dusty  pumps  ? 

Amin.  A  footman,  sir,  to  the  great  king  of  Kent. 

Sim,  The  king  of  Kent?  sliake  him  by  the 
band  for  me. 
Tb*art  welcome,  footman ;  lo,  my  deputy  shakes 

thee; 
Come  when  my  year  is  out,  1*11  do't  my  self. 
If  'twere  a  dog  that  came  from  the  king  of  Kent, 
I  keep  those  officers  would  shake  him,  I  trow. 
And  what's  tbe  news  with  thee,  tliou  welWstew*d 
footman? 

Foot,  The  king,  my  master — 

Sim.  Ha? 

Foot.  With  a  few  Saxons, 
Intends  this  night  to  make  merrif  with  you. 

Sim,  Merry  with  me  ?  I  should  be  sorry  else, 
fellow. 
And  take  it  in  ill  part,  so  tell  Kent's  king. 
Why  was  I  chosen,  but  that  great  men  should 

make 
Merry  with  me  ?  there  is  a  jest  indeed ; 
Tell  him  I  look'd  for't,  and  me  much  he  wrongs, 
If  be  forget  Sim  that  cut  out  his  thongs. 

Foot.  I'll  run  with  your  worship's  answer. 

[Exit, 

Smr.  Do,  I  pr'ythee. 
That  fellow  will  be  roasted  against  supper. 
He's  half  enough  already,  his  brows  baste  him. 
The  king  of  Kent !  tbe  king  of  Kiraendom  •   . 
Shall  not  be  better  welcome ; 
For  you  must  imagine  now,  neighbours, 

VOL.    III. 


This  is  the  time  when  Kent  stands  out  of  Kir- 
sendom, 

For  he  that's  king  here  now  was  never  kirsen'd. 

This  for  your  more  instruction  I  thought  fit, 

That  when  you  are  dead  you  may  teach  your 
children  wit. 

Clerk! 
Amin,  At  your  worship's  elbow. 
Sim.  I  must  turn  you 

From  the  hall  to  the  kitchen  to-night. 

Give  order  that  twelve  pigs  be  roasted  yelIo%v ; 

Nine  geese,  and  some  three  larks  for  piddling 
meat; 

And  twenty  woodcocks;  I'll  bid  all  my  neigh- 
bours. 

Give  chaise  the  mutton  come  in  all  blood-raw. 

That  is  infidels  meat :  the  king  of  Kent  is  a  pagan. 

And  must  be  serv'd  so.    Ana  let  those  officers 
that  seldom 

Or  never  go  to  church,  bring  it  in, 

Twill  be  the  better  taken.    Rua,.nin;  come 
you  hither 

Now,  take  all  my  cushions  down  and  thwack  them 

Soundly,  afler  my  feast  of  millers ;  for  their  but- 
tocks 

Have  left  a  peck  of  flour  in  them ;  beat  them 
carefully 

Over  a  bolting-hutch,  there  will  be  enough 

For  a  pan-pudding,  as  your  dame  will  handle  it. 

Then  put  nresh  water  mto  both  the  bough-pots, 

And  burn  a  little  juniper  in  the  hall-chimney. 

Like  a  beast  as  I  was,  I  piss'd  out  the  fire 

Last  night,  and  never  dreamtofthe  king's  coming. 

How  now,  returu'd  so  quickly? 

Amin.  Please  your  worship,  here  are 

A  certain  company  of  players. 
Sim.  Ha,  players ! 
Amin.  Country  comedians,  interluders,  sir, 

Desire  your  worship's  favour  and  leave 

To  enact  in  the  town-hall. 
Sim,  In  the  town-lmll? 

Tib  ten  to  one  I  never  grant  them  that ; 

Call  them  before  ray  worship. 

Enter  Cheateru 

If  my  house  will  not  serve  their  turn,  I  would 
Fain  see  the  proudest  he  lend  them  a  barn. 
Now,  sirs,  are  you  comedians  ? 

Sd  Cheat,  V^e  are,  sir,  comedians,  tragedians 
Tragi-coroedians,  comi-tragedians,  pastorists, 
Humorists,  clown ists, satirists;  we  have  them,  sir, 
From  the  hug  to  the  smile,  from  the  smile  to  the 

laugh, 
From  the  laugh  to  the  handkerchief.  • 

Sim.  You're  very  strong  in  the  wrist,  methinks ; 
And  must  all  these  good  parts  be  cast  away 
Upon  pcdlers,  and  maltaien,  ha? 
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Ut  Cheat.  For  want  of  better  company,  if  it 

please  yoar  worship. 
Sim,  What  think  vou  of  me,  my  masters  ? 
Hum ;  have  you  auoacity  enough 
To  play  before  so  high  a  person  as  my  self? 
Will  not  my  countenance  daiint  you  ?  for  if 
You  play  before  me,  I  shall  often  look  on  you, 
I  give  you  that  warning  before  hand : 
Take  it  not  ill,  niv  masters,  I  shall  lan^h  at  you. 
And  tnilv  when  1  ana  least  offended  with  you ; 
It  is  my  humour,  but  be  not  you  abash'd. 
Ut  Ckeat,  Sir,  we  have  piay'd  before  a  lord 
ere  now, 
Though  we  be  country  actors. 

Sim.  A  lord  ?  ha,  ha, 
Thou*lt  find  it  a  harder  thing  to  please  a  Mayor. 
9d  Cheat,  We  have  a  play  wbierein  we  use  a 

horse. 
iSiiii.  Fellows,  you  use  no  horse-play  in  my 
house; 
My  rooms  are  rubb'd;   keep  it  for  hackney- 
men. 
Ut  Cheat,  We'll  not  offer  it  to  your  worship. 
Sim.  Give  me  a  play  without  a  beast,  I  charge 

you.. 
2d  Cheat.  That's  hard ;  without  a  cuckold  or  a 

drunkard  ? 
Sim.  Oh,  those  beasts  are  often  the  best  men 
In  a  parish,  and  must  not  be  kept  out. 
But  which  is  your  merriest  play  ? 
That  I  would  hearken  after. 

9d  Cheat.  Your  worship  shall  hear 
Their  names,  and  take  your  choice. 

Sim.  And  that's  plain  dealing.  Come  besin,  sir. 
2d  Cheat.  The  whirligig,  the  whibble,  uiecar- 

widgen. 
Sim.  Hey-dey !  what  names  are  these  ? 
2d  Cheat.  New  names  of  late. 
The  wild-goose  chase. 
Sim.  I  undefstand  thee  now. 
2d  Cheat.  Gull  upon  gull. 
Sim.  Why  this  is  somewhat  yet. 
lit  Cheat.  Woodcock  of  our  side. 
Sim.  Get  thee  further  off  then. 
2d  Cheat,  The  cheater  and  the  clown. 
Sim,  Is  that  come  up  again  ? 
That  was  a  play  when  I  was  'prendce  first. 
2d  Cheat.  Aye,  but  the  cheater  has  leam'd 
more  tricks  of  late. 
And  gulls  the  clown,  with  new  additions. 
iSim.  Then  is  your  clown  a  coxcomb:  which 

ishe? 
Ut  Cheat,  This  is  our  down,  sir. 
Sim,  Fye,  fye,  your  company 
Must  fall  upon  him  and  beat  him;  he's  too  fiur. 

i'  faith, 
To  make  the  people  laugh. 

Ut  Cheat,  Not  as  he  may  be  dress'd,  sir. 
Sim.  Faith,  dress  him  how  you  will,  I'll  give 
him 
That  cift,  he  will  never  loqik  half  scurvily  enough. 
Oh,  the  clowns  that  I  have  seen  in  my  time  I 
The  very  peeping  out  of  one  of  them  would  have 


Made  a  young  heir  laugh,  though  his  father  laj 

a  dyinp ; 
A  man  undone  in  law  the  day  before         [cood 
(The  saddest  case  that  can  be)  might  for  his  se- 
Have  hurst  himself  with  laughing,  and  ended  ail 
His  miseries.     Here  was  a  merry  world,  mj 

masters ! 
Some  talk  of  things  of  state,  of  puling  stuff; 
There's  nothing  in  a  play  like  to  a  clown, 
If  he  have  the  grace  to  hit  on  it,  that's  the  thing 

indeea ; 
The  king  shews  well,  but  he  sets  off  the  king; 
But  not  the  king  of  K^nt,  I  mean  not  so. 
The  king  is  one,  I  mean,  I  do  not  know. 
2d  Cheat.  Your  worship  speaks  with  safety, 
like  a  rich  man. 
And  for  your  finding  fault,  our  hopes  are  greater, 
Neither  with  him  the  clown,  nor  me  the  cheater. 

[Eseunt  PUyen, 

Sim.  Away  then,  shift ;  clown,  to  thy  moUej 

crupper. 

We'll  see  them  first,  the  king  shall  after  supper. 

Glov.  I  commend  your  worship's  wisdom  in 

that,  Mr  Mayor. 
Sim.  Nay,  'tis  a  point  of  justice,  if  it  be  wd 
examin'd. 
Not  to  offer  the  king  worse  than  1*11  see  myself; 
For  a  play  may  be  dangerous ;  I  have  known 
A  great  man  poison'd  in  a  play — 
Glov.  What  have  you,  Mr  Mayor? 
Sim.  But  to  what  purpose  many  times,  I  know 

not. 
JP.  Mak.  Methinks  they  should  not  destroy 

one  another  so. 
Sim.  Oh,  no,  no ;  he  that's  poison'd  is  alwajs 
Made  privy  to  it,  that's  one  good  order 
They  have  among  them.    What  joyful  throat 
Is  that,  Aminadab?  what  is  the  meaning  of  this 
cry  ?  [A  $hout  wiiUn. 

Amin.  The  rebel  is  taken. 
Sim,  Oliver  the  puritan  ? 
Amin.  Oliver,  puritan  and  fustian  weaver  al> 

together. 
Sim.  Fates,  I  thank  you  for  this  victorioos  dsj; 
Bonfires  of  pease-straw  burn,  let  the  bells  ring. 
Glov.  There's  two  in  mending,  and  you  knoir 

they  cannoL 
Sim,  las  the  tenor's  broken !   ring  out  the 
trebel.  [Olivee  is  bnmght  ta. 

I  am  over-cloy'd  with  jov ;  welcome,  tboo  rebel ! 
Oliv,  I  scorn  thy  welcome,  I. 
Sim,  Art  thou  yet  so  stout  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop  for  grace  ?  then  get  thee  oeL 
Oliv.  I  wasnot  Dom  to  stoop  but  to  mv  looBf 
That  seix'd  upon,  my  stooping  days  are  done; 
In  plain  termsy  if  thou  hast  any  thing  to  say  tome, 
Send  me  away  quickly,  this  is  no  biding^pboe, 
I  understand  there  are  players  in  thy  house. 
Dispatch  me,  I  charge  thee,  in  the  name  of  all 
The  brethren. 
iSijn.  Nay,  now,  proud  rebel,  I  will  make  thee 
stay. 
And,  to  thy  greater  torment,  see  a  play. 
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9.  Oh  devU,  I  conjure  thee  '^  by  Amster- 
dam. 

.  Our  word  is  past, 

e  may  wink  u  while,  but  see  at  last. 

}iay  begins.^  Hold,  stop  him,  stop  him. 

\  Oh  that  profane  trumpet !  oh,  oh. 

.  Set  him  down  there,  I  chaise  you,  officers. 

'.  I'll  hide  my  ears  and  stop  my  eyes. 

.  ''  Down  with  his  golls,  I  charge  you. 

^  Oh  tyranny,  tyranny,  revenge  it  tribu- 
lation  ! 

bels  there  are  many  deaths,  but  sure  the 
only  way 

K;ute  R  puntan,  is  seeing  of  a  play. 

ball  swound ! 
Which  if  thou  dost,  to  spite  thee, 

er*s  boy  shall  bring  thee  aqua-Yit«. 

Enter  Jirtt  Cheater, 

.  Oh,  111  not  swoon  at  all  for*t,  though 
I  die. 

Peace,  here*s  a  rascal,  list  and  edify. 
yheat.  I  say  still  he's  an  ass  that  cannot 
live 

wits. 

What  a  bold  rascal's  this } 
Is  us  all  asses  at  first  dash  : 
one  of  us  live  by  our  wits,  unless  it  be 
the  puritan. 
.  I  scorn  as  much  to  live  by  my  wits 

proudest  of  you  all. 

Why  then  you're  an  ass  for  company, 
I  your  prating. 


Enter  tecond  Cheater. 

ftd  Cheat,  Fellow  in  arms,  welcome, 
The  news,  the  news  ? 

Sim.  Fellow  in  arms,  quoth  he  ? 
He  may  well  call  him  fellow  in  arms. 
I  am  sure  they're  both  out  at  elbows. 
id  Cheat.  Be  lively,  my  heart,  be  lively,  the 
booty 
Is  at  band,  he's  but  a  fool 
Of  a  yeoman's  eldest  son ;  he's  ballanc'd 
On  both  sides,  bully ;  he's  going  to  buy 
Hooshold-stuff  with  one  pocket,  and  to  pay 
Rent  with  the  other. 
lit  Cheat.  And  if  this  be  his  last  day,  my 
chuck, 
He  shall  forfeit  bis  lease,  quoth  the  one  pocket, 
And  eat  his  meat  in  wooden  platters,  quoth  the 
other. 
Sim.  Faith  then  he's  not  so  wise  as  be  ought 
to  be. 
To  let  such  tatterdemallians  get 
The  upper  hand  of  him. 

Enter  Clown. 

Ut  Cheat.  He  comes. 
id  Cheat,  Ay,  but  smally  to  our  comfort. 
With  both  his  hands  in  his  pockets;  how  is  it 

possible 
To  pick  a  lock,  when  the  key  is  on  the  inside 
of  the  door  ? 
Sim.  Oh  neighbours,  here's  the  part  now 
That  carries  away  the  play ;  if  the  clown  mis- 
cany, 
Farewel  my  hopes  for  ever,  the  play's  spoil'd. 


—  6y  Ameterdam. — ^The  toleration  allowed  to  all  reli^ons  sects  in  the  United  Provinces,  on 
(rowing  off  the  Spanish  yoke^  occasioned  numbers  of  dissenters  from  the  established  religion  of 
rantry,  to  take  refiige  in  di^rent  parts  of  the  States  of  Holland.  The  chief  place  appears  to 
ten  Amsterdam,  which  is  mentioned  as  such  in  several  contemporary  dramatic  writers.  See 
mon*n  AUkymitt,  and  The  Fair  Maid  qfthe  /im,  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 
own  wUh  hie  goUs.—GMe  are  fiands.    So,  in  Dekkar's  WmOnffM  Yeare  1603 : 

It  seeing  the  chiefe  leader  dropt  at  his  feete,  and  imagining  at  first  hee  was  woonded  a  little 
ead,  held  op  his  gowty  goUee  and  blest  himselfe,"  See. 

Lar^  Saiiromattrix,  1601 : 

Hold,  hold  up  thy  hand ;  I  ha'  seen  the  day  thou  didst  not  scorn  to  hold  up  thy  geUe," 

leton's  Chtttt  Meifd  m  Cheofe-nde,  1630,  p.  21 : 


ti 


what  their  gnh 


Can  clutch,  goes  presently  to  their  Molls  and  Dols." 

fonson*s  Poetatter^  A.  5  : 

>11  said,  my  divme,  deft  Horace,  bring  the  whorson  detracting  slaves  to  the  fMr,  do :  maki^ 
I  up  their  spread  gtdii.** 

ogcr's  Cily  JVadcNi,  A.  4.  8. 1 : 

**  The  news  hath  reach'd 
The  ordinaries,  and  all  the  nmesters  are 
Ambitious  to  shake  the  golden  golU 
Of  worshipful  Mr.  Luke." 
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Chwn.  They  say  there  is  a  foolish  kind  of  a 
thing  caird  a  cheater 
Abroad,  that  will  gull  any  yeoman's  son 
Of  his  purse,  land  laugh  in  his  fiu:e  like  an  Irish- 
man. 

I  would  fain  meet  witli  some  of  these  creatures ; 
I  am  in  as  good  state  to  be  guU'd  now 
As  ever  I  was  in  ray  life,  for  I  have  two  purses 
At  this  time  about  me,  and  I  would  fain  be 
Acquainted  with  that  rascal  that  would  take 
One  of  tliem  now. 

Sim,  Faith,  thou  may*st  be  acquainted  with 
two  or  three 
That  will  do  their  good  wills,  I  warrant  thee. 
Ut  Cheat,  That  way's  too  plain,  too  easy,  I 

am  afiraid. 
Qd  Cheat,    Come,    sir,    your  roost  familiar 
cheats  take  best, 
Tbey  shew  like  natural  things  and  least  sus- 
pected ; 
Give  me  a  round  shilling  qtiickly. 

Ut  Cheat.  It  will  fetch 
But  one  of  his  hands  neither,  if  it  take. 

Hd  Cheat.  Thou  art  too  covetous;  let*s  have 
one  out  first,  pr'ythee, 
There's  tim'e  enoueh  to  fetch  out  th'  other  after. 
Thou  liest,  'lis  lawful  current  money.  [They  dram, 
lit  Cheat.  I  say  'tis  copper  in  some  countries. 
Chwn.  Here  is  a  fray  towards, 
But  [  will  hold  my  bands,  let  who  will  part  them. 
Q,d  Cheat.  Copper?  I  defy  thee,  and  now  I 
shall  disprove  thee. 
Look  you,  (lere's  an  honest  yeoman's  son  of  the 

country, 
A  man  of  judgment — 

Clown,  Pray  you  be  covered,  sir, 
I  have  eggs  in  my  cap,  and  cannot  put  it  off. 
2rf  Cheat,  Will  you  be  tried  by  hini  ? 
lit  Cheat.  I  am  content,  sir. 
Sim.  They  look  rather  as  if  they  would  be 

tried  next  sessions. 
lit  Cheat.  Pray  give  your  judgment  of  this 

piece  of  coin,  sir. 
Clown,  Nay  if  it  be  coin  you  strive  about, 
Let  me  see  it,  I  love  money. 
1st  Cheat,  Look  on  it  well,  sir. 

[TAey  pick  his  pocket. 
2</  Cheat*  Let  him  do  his  worst,  sir. 
Clown.  Y'had  both  need  wear  cut  clothes, 

y'are  so  choleric. 
Q.d  Cheat.  Nay  rub  it  and  spare  not,  sir. 
Clown,  Now  by  this  silver,  gentlemen, 
It  is  good  money,  would  I  had  an  hundred  of 
them. 
2d  Cheat.    We  hope  well,    sir — ^Th*  other 
pocket, 
And  we  are  made  men.  [Exeunt. 

Sim,  Oh  neigiibours,  I  begin  to  be  tick  of  this 
fool, 
To  see  him  thus  couzen'd,  I  would  make  his  case 
my  own. 
Clown,  Still  would  I  meet  with  these  things 
callM  cheaters* 


Sim,  A   whoreson  coxcomb,  they  have  met 
with  thee. 
I  can  DO  longer  endure  him  with  patience. 
Clown.  On  my  rent !  my  whole  year's  rent! 
Sim,  A  murrain  on  you, 
This  makes  us  landlords  suy  so  long  for  our 
money. 
Clown.  The  cheaters  have  been  here. 
Sim,  A  scurvy  hobby-horse,  that  could  not  leave 
His  money  with  me,  having  such  a  charge  about 

him. 
A  pox  on  thee  for  an  ass,  thou  play  a  clown? 
I  will  commit  thee  for  offering  it — Officers, 
Away  with  him. 

Clown,  What  means   your   worship  ?    whj, 

you'll  spoil  the  play,  sir. 
Sim,  Before  the  king  of  Kent  shall  be  thus 
serv'd, 
I'll  play  the  clown  myself'*— away  with  him. 
Clown.  With  me  ?  if  it  please  your  worship 

it  was  my  part. 
Sim.  But  'twas  a  foolish  part 
As  ever  thou  play'dst  in  thy  life :  1*11  make  thee 
Smoak  for  it ;  I'll  teach  thee  to  understand 
To  play  a  clown ;  thou  shalt  know  every  mon 
Is  not  born  to  it-— away  with  him  quickly, 

[Exit  Ckmn, 
He'll  have  the  other  pocket  pick'd  else, 
I  heard  them  say  it  with  my  own  ears. 
See,  he's  come  in  another  disguise 
To  cheat  thee  again. 

Enter  second  Cheater, 


2d  Cheat,  Pish,  whither  goes  he  now  ? 
Sim,  Come  on,  sir,  let  us  see 
What  your  knaveship  can  do  at  roe  now ; 
You  must  not  think  you  have  a  clown  in  hand. 
The  fool  I  have  committed  too,  for  playing  the 
part. 
[He  throws  off  his  gown^  discovering  his 
doublet  with  a  satlin  forepart  and  « 
ciinvas  back. 
2d  Cheat.  What's  here  to  do? 
Glov,  Fye,  good  sir,  come  away: 
Will  ^our  worship  base  yourself  to  play  a  clown  ? 
2d  Cheat,  1  beseech  your  worship  let  us  have 
our  own  clown, 
I  know  not  how  to  go  forwards  else. 

Sim,  Knave,  play  out  thy  part  with  me, 
Or  I'll  lay  thee  by  the  heels  all  the  days  of  tbj 

life. 
Why,  how  now,  my  masters,  who  is  that  laogb'd 

at  me  ? 
Cannot  a  man  of  worship  play  the  clown 
A  little  for  his  pleasure  but  he  must  be  iaogh'd  at? 
Do  you  know  who  I  am  ?  Is  the  king's  deputy 
Of  no  better  account  among  you  ? 
Was  I  chosen  to  be  Inueh'd  at  r  Where's  my  clerk? 
Amin,  Here,  if  it  please  your  worship. 
Sim.  Take  a  note  of  alt  those  that  laugh  at  me, 
That  when  I  have  done  I  may  commit  them. 
Let  me  see  who  dare  do  it  now. — And  now 
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nee  again,  sir  cheater;  look  you, 
iny  purse-strings,  I  do  defy  thee. 
at.  Good  sir,  tempt  me  not ;  my  part 
is  so  written, 

ouid  cheat  your  worship  if  you  were 
my  father. 

should  iiave  much  joy  to  have  such  a 
rascal  to  my  son.        , 
lat.  Therefore  I  beseech  your  worship 
pardou  rae ; 

has  more  knavery  in  it  than  when 
rship  saw  it  at  first ;  I  assure  you 
!  deceived  in  it,  sir ;  the  new  additions 
;any  man's  purse  in  Kent,  or  Kirsendom. 
f  thou  canst  take  my  purse,  I'll  give  it 
thee  freely ; 

thy  worst,  I  charge  thee,  as  thou'lt  an- 
swer it. 

eat.  I  shall  offend  your  worship, 
inave,  do  it  quickly. 
eat.  Say  you  so?  then  there's  for  you, 
and  here  is  for  me. 

[Throws  meal  in  hUface^  takes  his 
purse,  and  exit. 
3h  bltss  me !  neighbours,  I  am  in  a  fog, 
er*s  fot;,  I  can  see  nobody. 
Run,  follow  him,  officers. 
\way,  let  him  go ;  he  will  have  all  your 

purses 
ne  back.    A  pox  on  your  new  additions ; 
[>il  all  the  plays  that  ever  they  come  in ; 
way  had  no  such  roguery  in  it. 
this  a  merry  comedy,  when  a  man's  eyes 
out  in't  ?  Brother  Honey-suckle ! 
ak.  What  says  your  worship  ? 
[  make  you  deputy, 
the  town  till  I  can  see  again, 
vill  be  within  these  nine  days  at  farthest. 
;  grieves  me  now,  but  that  I  hear 
be  rebel  laugh  at  me ;  a  pox 
'  puritan  fiice,  this  will  make  you 
with  plays  as  long  as  you  live, 
J  not  keep  you  from  them  now. 
In  sincerity 
lever  better  pleas'd  ''at  an  exercise. 

Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
Neighbours,  what  colour  was  the  dust 
cal  threw  in  my  face } 

Twas  meal,  if  it  please  your  worship. 
Meal !  I  am  glad  of  it, 
;  the  miller  for  selling  it. 
,  Nay,  ten  to  one 

ater  never  bought  it ;  he  stole  it  certainly. 
Why,    then  I'll  bang  the  cheater  for 

stealing  it, 
5  miller  for  being  out  of  the  way  when  be 

did  it. 


F.  Mak.   Ay,  but  your  worship  was  id*  the 
fault  yoursielf ; 
Yon  bid  him  do  his  worst. 

Sim.  His  worst ;  that's  true. 
But  the  rascal  hath  done  his  best ;  for  I  know 

not  how 
A  villain  could  put  out  a  man's  eyes  better, 
And  leave  them  in  his  head,  as  he  has  done  mine. 
Amin.  Where  is  my  master's  worship  f 
Sim.    How  now,  Amiuadab?    I  bear  thee, 

though  I  see  thee  not. 
Amin.  You  are  couzened,  sir ;    they  are  all 
professed 
Cheaters;  they  have  stolen  two  silver  spoons,    • 
And  the  clown  took  his  heels  with  all  celerity  ; 
They  only  take  the  name  of  country-comedians 
To  abuse  simple  people  with  a  printed  play  or 

two, 
Whicli  they  bought  at  Canterbury  for  six-pence ; 
And  wimt  is  worse,  they  speak  but 
What  they  Ust  of  it,  and  fribble  out  the  rest. 

Sim.  *^  Here's  no  abuse  to  the  common-wealth. 
If  a  man  could  see  to  look  into  it. 
But  mark  the  cunning  of  these  cheating  slaves, 
First  they  make  Justice  bhnd,  tlien  play  the 
knaves. 

Enter  Hengist. 

Hen.  Where's  Mr  Mayor  ? 
Glov.  Ods  precious !  brother, 
The  king  of  Kent  is  newly  alighted. 

Sim.  The  king  of  Kent ! 
Where  is  he  ?  that  I  should  live  to  this  day. 
And  yet  not  live  to  see  tii  bid  him  welcome ! 
Hen.  Where  is  Simonides,  our  friendly  host  ? 
Sim.  Ah,  blind  as  one  that  had  been  fox*<Lm 

seven  night. 
Hen.  Why,  how  now,  man  ? 
Sim.  Faith,  practising  a  clown's  part  for  your 
grace, 
I  have  practis'd  both  my  eyes  out. 
Hen.  What  need  you  practise  tliat  ? 
Sim.  A  man  is  never  too  old  to  learn,  your 
grace 
Will  say  so,  when  you  hear  the  jest  of  it; 
The  truth  is,  my  lord,  I  meant  to  have  been 

merry. 
And  now  it  is  my  luck  to  weep  water  and  oat- 
meal; 
I  shall  see  again  at  supper,  I  make  no  doubt  of  it. 
Hen.  This  is  strange  to  ro^,  sirs. 

Enter  a  Gentleman, 

Gent.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord  ! , 
Hen.  What's  that? 

Gent.  Withswiftest  speed,  if  ever  you'll  behold 
The  queen,  your  daughter,^  alive  again. 


as  exercise. — Alluding  to  the  week-day  sermons'  used  by  the  Puritans,  which  they  called 
et.      S.  P. 
fr^9  no  abuse,  &c. — See  Note  11,  ante,  p.  280. 
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Hen.  Roxena? 

Gent.  They  are  besieged :  Aurelius 
Ambrose,  and  his  brother,  Uther, 
With  nainbers  infinite  of  British  forces, 
Beset  their  castle,  and  they  cannot  'scape 
Without  your  speedy  succour. 

Hen.  For  her  safety  1*11  forget  food  and  rest : 
away. 

Sim.  I  hope  your  worship  will  bear  the  jest 
ere  ^ou  go. 

Hen.  The  jest!  torment  me  not. 

Sim,  1*11  follow  you  to  Wales  with  a  dog  and 
a  bell 
But  I  will  tell  it  you. 

Hen.  Unseasonable  folly  !       [Exit  cum  tuis. 

Sim.  'Tis  a  sign  of  war,  when  great  men  dis- 
agree; 
Look  to  the  rebel  well,  till  I  can  see, 
And  when  mv  sight  is  recovered  I  will  have 
His  eyes  pull  d  out  for  a  fortnight. 

0/iv.  My  eyes?  hang  thee, 
A  deadly  sm  or  two  shall  pluck  them  out  first. 
That  is  my  resolution.    Ha,  ha,  ha !    [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Aurelius  and  Uther,  with  Soldiers ; 
VoKTiGER  and  Horsus  a6ave. 

Uth.  My  lord,  the  castle  is  so  fortified — 

Aur.  Let  wild-fire  ruin  it. 
That  his  destruction  may  appear  to  him 
In  the  figure  of  Heaven's  wrath  at  the  last  day. 
That  murderer  of  our  brother.    Hence,  away, 
I'll  send  my  heart  no  peace  till  it  be  consum'd. 

Uth.  There  he  appears  again — behold,  my  lord. 

Aur.  Oh  that  the  zealous  fire  on  my  soul's  altar, 
To  the  high  birth  of  virtue  consecrated. 
Would  fit  me  with  a  li{;htning  now  to  blast  him, 
Even  as  I  look  upon  him. 

Uth.  Good,  my  lord. 
Your  anger  is  too  noble,  and  too  precious 
To  waste  itself  on  guilt  so  foul  as  his ; 
Let  ruin  work  her  will. 

Vor.  Begirt  all  round  ? 

Hot.  All,  all,  my  lord,  'tis  folly  to  make  doubt 
of  it; 
You  question  things  that  horror  long  ago 
Besolv'd  us  on. 

Vor.  Give  me  leave,  Horsua^  though^-— 

Hot.  Do  what  you  will,  sii^  question  them 
again, 
ni  tell  them  to  ydu. 

Vor,  Not  so,  sir, 
I  will  not  have  them  told  again. 

Hot,  It  rests  tlien. 

Vor.  That's  an  ill  word  put  b,  when  thy  heart 
knows 
There  is  no  rest  at  all,  but  torment  making. 

Hot,  True,  my  heart  finds  it;  that  sits  weep- 
ing blood  now 
Tor  poor  Roxena's  safety.    You'll  confessy  my 
lord, 


My  love  to  yoa  has  brought  roe  to  this  danger? 
I  could  liave  liv'd  like  Hengist,  king  of  Kent, 
London,  York,  Lincoln,  and  Winchester, 
Under  the  power  of  my  command,  the  portion 
Of  my  most  just  desert,  eqjoyed  now 
By  pettier  deservers. 

Vor.  Say  you  so,  sir? 
And  you'll  confess,  since  you  began  confeanoi 
(A  thing  I  should  have  died  ere  I  had  thought  on) 
Y'have  marr'd  the  fisishion  of vour  affection  utterljr, 
In  your  own  wicked  counsel,  there  you  paid  me; 
You  were  bound  in  conscience  to  love  me  ifter, 
You  were  bound  to't,  as  men  in  honesty, 
That  vitiate  virgins,  to  give  dowries  to  them ; 
My  ^th  was  pure  before  to  a  faithful  womao. 

Hor.  My  lord,  my  counsel 

Vor.  Why,  I'll  be  judg'd  by  these 
That  knit  death  in  their  brows,  and  hold  me  now 
Not  worth  the  acception  of  a  flattery. 
Most  of  whose  faces  smil*d  when  I  smil'd  ooce— 
My  lords ! 

Uth.  Reply  not,  brotlier. 
Vor.  Seeds  of  scorn, 
I  miod  you  not,  I  speak  to  them  alone 
Whose  force  makes  yours  a  power,  which  cbe 

were  none. 
Shew  me  the  main  food  of  your  hate;  which 

cannot  be 
The  murder  of  Constantius,  that  crawls  in  yoor 

revenges ; 
For  your  loves  were  violent  long  since  that. 

^  1st  Lord.  And  had  been  still, 
If  from  that  Pagan  wound  th'hadst  kept  thee  free; 
But  when  thou  fled'st  from  Heav'n,  we  fled  frooi 
thee. 
Vor.  This  was  your  counsel  now. 
Hor.  Mine?  'twas  the  counsel  [it 

Of  vour  own  lust  and  blood,  your  appetite  knows 
Vor.  May  thunder  strike  me  from  these  walls, 
my  lords, 
And  leave  me  many  leagues  off  from  your  eyes, 
If  this  be  not  the  man,  whose  Stygian  soul 
Breath'd  forth  that  counsel  to  me,  and  sole  pk>tter 
Of  all  those  false  iojurious  disgraces^ 
That  have  abus'd  the  virtuous  patience 
Of  our  religious  queen. 

Hor.  A  devil  m  madness !  • 
Vor.  Upon  whose  life  I  swear,  there  sticks  no 
stain 
But  what's  most  wrongful;  and  where  now  ihe 

thinks 
A  rape  dwells  on  her  honour,  only  I 
Her  ravisher  was,  and  his  the  policy. 
Aur,  Inhuman  practice ! 
Vor,  Now  you  know  the  truth. 
Will  his  death  serve  yoor  fury  ? 
Hor.  My  death  ? 
Vor.  Say,  will  it  do  it  ? 
Hor.  Say  they  should  say  'twould  do't? 
Vor.  Why,  then  it  must. 
Hor.  It  must  ? 

Vor.  It  shall.    Speak  bat  tbe  word,  it  s^ 
be  yielded  up. 
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Beliere  him  not ;  he  cannot  do  it. 
Cannot  ? 

Tis  but  a  false  and  base  insinuation 
»wn  life,  and  like  his  Inte  sabmission. 
)  sting  to  honour !  alive  or  dead,  thou 
goest 

word's  rudeness  only.  [Stabt  him, 

*rd.  See,  sin  needs 

*  destruction  than  it  breeds 
n  bosom. 

>uch  another  brings  him. 

i^hat !  has  thy  vile  rage  stamp*d  a  wound 
npon  me  ? 

one  to  thy  sonl  shall  never  heal  fbr't. 

How,  to  my  soul  ? 

It  shall  be  thy  master  torment, 

the  pain  and  the  everlastingness. 

Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Dost  laugh?  take  leave  of  it ;  all  eternity 

fer  see  thee  do  so  much  again. 

b'art  a  cuckold. 

What! 

You  change  too  soon,  sir. 
whom  tb^liast  rais'd  to  thy  own  rainy 

my  whore  in  Germany. 

lunt  meopen,  the  violence  ofwhirtwiods. 

Hear  me  out  first. 

mabrace,  which  my  flesh  yet  tits  warm  in, 

y  friend  and  follower. 

Deafen  me, 

Mt  imperious  noise  that  starts  the  world! 

And  to  serve  both  our  lusts,  I  practis'd 
with  thee 

thy  virtuous  queen. 

Buie  to  all  comforts ! 

Whose  faithful  sweetness,  too  precious 
for  thy  blood, 

thee  cmmRe  for  love's  hypocrisy. 

[nsnfferable ! 

[)nlY  to  make  my  way  to  pleasure  fearless, 

d  fluent. 

Hell's  trump  is  in  that  throat. 

It  shall  sound  shriller. 

I'll  dam  it  up  with  death  first. 

[They  stab  each  other,    Roxena 
enters  in  fear. 

Oh  for  succour ! 

ear?   Help  me,  save  me,  the  flame  fol- 
lows me, 

he  figure  of  young  Vortimer,  the  prince, 

ife  I  took  by  poison. 

Hold  out,  breath,  and  I  shall  find  thee 

Snick  ly. 
tug  thy  soul  out  here. 
Do,  monster. 
Vortiger ! 
Monster ! 
My  lord ! 
Toad !  Pagan  ! 
Viper!  Christian ! 
Oh  bear  me, 

•  me,  my  love,  my  lord,  'tis  here, 
look  op,  if  not  to  taccoor  me, 


To  see  me  jet  consum'd.    Oh  what  is  love, 
When  life  is  not  regarded  ? 

Vor,  What  strength's  \eh  I'll  fix  upon  diy 
throat. 

Hot,  I  have  some  force  yet. 

[Both  stabf  UoKnvs  Jiillt. 

Rox,  No  way  to  'scape  ?   Is  this  the  end  of 
glory? 
Doubly  beset  with  enemies,  wrath  and  fire  ? 
It  comes  nearer — rivers  and  fountains,  falL 
It  sucks  away  my  breath  :  I  cannot  give 
A  curse  to  sin,  and  hear 't  out  while  I  live. 

Help,  help  !  [She falls, 

Vor,  Burn,  bum,  now  I  can  tend  diee. 
Take  time  with  her  in  torment ;  call  her  life 
A&r  off  to  thee :  dry  up  her  stranopet-blood. 
And  hardly  parch  the  skin.       Let  one  heat 

strangle  her ; 
Another  fetch  her  to  her  sense  again ; 
And  the  worst  pain  be  only  her  reviving. 
Follow  her  eternally — Oh  mystical  hariot ! 
Thou  hast  thy  full  due.    Whom  lust  crown*d 

queen  before, 
Flames  crown  her  now  a  most  triumphant  whore. 
And  that  end  crown  them  all !  [HefaUt. 

Aur,  Our  peace  is  full 
In  yon  usurper's  fall;  nor  have  I  known 
A  judgment  meet  more  fearfully. 
Here,  take  this  ring,  deliver  the  good  queen, 
And  those  grave  pledges  of  her  murder'd  lionoor, 
(Her  worthy  father,  and  her  noble  uncle.) 
How  now  !  the  meaning  of  these  sounds? 

Enter  Hengist,  Devonshire,  Stafford, 
and  Soldiers, 

Hen,   The  consumer  has  been  here;    she's 
gone,  she's  lost. 
In  glowing  cinders  now  lie  all  my  joys. 
The  headlong  fortune  of  my  rash  captivity 
Strikes  not  so  deep  a  wound  into  my  hopes 
As  thy  dear  loss. 

Aur,  Her  father  and  her  uncle ! 

tst  Lord,  They  are  indeed,  my  lord. 

Aur,  Part  of  my  wishes. 
What  fortunate  power  has  prevented  me. 
And  ere  my  love  came,  brought  tiiera  victory  ? 

1st  Lord.  My  wonder  sticks  in  Hengist,  king 
of  Kent. 

Devon.  My  lord,  to  make  that  plain  which 
now  I  see 
Fix'd  in  astonishment ;  the  only  name 
Of  your  return  and  being,  brought  such  gMocu 
To  this  distracted  kingdom,  that,  to  express 
A  thankfulness  to  Heaven,  it  grew  great 
In  charitable  actions ;  from  which  goodness 
We  taste  our  liberty,  who  liv'd  engag'd 
Upon  the  innocence  of  woman's  tonour, 
(A  kindness  that  even  threatened  to  undo  us ;) 
And  having  newly  but  enjoy'd  the  benefit 
And  fruits  of  our  enlargement,  'twas  oar  hap- 
piness 
To  intercept  this  monster  of  ambition. 
Bred  in  these  times  of  usurpation, 
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The  rankness  of  whose  insoleDce  and  treason 
Grew  to  such  height,  'twas  arm*d  to  bid  you 

battle : 
Wlioro,  as  our  fame's  redemption,  on  our  knees 
We  present  captive. 

Aur,  Had  it  needed  reason. 
You  richly  came  provided.    I  understood 
Not  ^our  deserts  till  now. — My  honoured  lords, 
Is  this  that  German  Saxon,  whose  least  thirst 
Could  not  be  satisfied  under  a  province  ? 

Hen.  Had  but  my  fate  directed  this  bold  arm 
To  thy  life,  the  whole  kingdom  had  been  mine, 
That  was  my  hope's  great  aim.    I  have  a  thirst 
Could  never  have  been  full  quench'd  under  all. 
The  whole  must  do  't,  or  nothing. 

Aur,  A  strange  draught ! 


And  what  a  little  ground  shall  death  now  teadi 

you 
To  be  content  withal  ? 

Hen.  Why  let  it  then ; 
For  none  ebe  can :  y'  have  oam'd  the  only  wij 
To  limit  my  ambition:  a  full  cure 
For  all  my  fading  hopes  and  sickly  fears; 
Nor  shall  it  be  less  welcome  to  me  now, 
Than  a  fresh  acquisition  would  have  been 
Unto  my  new-built  kingdoms.    Life  to  me 
('Less  it  be  glorious)  is  a  misery.  [out; 

Aur.  That  pleasure  we  will  do  you — Lead  him 
And  when  we  have  inflicted  our  just  doom 
On  his  usurping  head,  it  will  become 
Our  pious  care  to  see  this  realm  secur'd 
From  the  convulsions  it  hath  long  endur'd. 

[Exeunt  matt 
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le  initial  Utters  J,  T.  are  placed  before  this  play ,  as  those  belonging  to  the  author  of  it.  What 
\ame  mas,  or  what  his  condition,  are  alike  unknown.  It  was  printed  in  i9mo.  1662,  with  two 
rf,  Tboroy  Abby,4»*  The  London  Maid,  and  The  Marriage  Broker,  in  a  volume  entitled  Gratis 
itrales,  or  A  Choice  Ternary  of  English  Plays.  Cbetwood  says,  it  was  printed  in  1599,  and 
noopy  in  the  yeay  1606.    J  cannot  hut  suspect  thejidelity  of  both  these  writers  in  this  particular^ 


PROLOGUE. 


re  welcome :  bat  our  plot  I  dare  not  tell  ye, 
fear  I  fright  a  lady  with  great  belly : 
boald  a  acold  be  'mong  yon,  I  dare  say 
1  make  more  work,  than  the  devil,  in  the  play, 
nd  yoa  not  never  how  an  actor's  wife, 
>m  he,  fond  fool,  lov*d  dearly  as  his  life, 
ing  in  's  wa^  did  chance  to  get '  a  Jape, 
e  was  tired  m  his  devil's  shape  ; 
how  equivocal  a  generation 
then  begoty  and  brought  forth  thereupon  ? 


Let  it  not  fright  yon;  Uiis  I  diM^  to  aay. 
Here  is  no  lecherous  devil  in  our  play. 
He  will  not  rumple  Peg,  nor  Joan,  nor  Nao, 
But  has  enoueh  at  home  to  do  with  Marian; 
Whom  he  so  Tittle  pleases,  she  in  scorn 
l>oes  teach  his  devibhip  to  wind  the  horn. 
But  if  your  children  cry  when  Robin  comes. 
You  may  to  still  them  buy  here  pears  or  plumbs. 
Then  sit  you  quiet  all,  wHo  are  come  in, 
St  Dunstan  will  soon  enter  and  begin. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONS. 


uvsTAVy  Abbot  qf  Glasienbury. 

GA9,  Earl  of  London, 

f  Eiirl  (^Junt, 

»R£A,  Morgan's  Daughter. 

lAji,  her  Wastinf-maU, 

,  Maeian's  Masd, 

SEAVs,  a  young  Gentleman, 

ain  Clinton. 

u  FoEEBST^  a  Genikman. 

PH  Haevt,  an  Apothecary, 

fy  the  Collier  qf  Croydon, 


Parson  Shortuose. 

Clack,  a  Miller. 

Joan,  a  Country  Maid. 

Pluto, 

Minos, 

£acus, 

Rhadamantbus, 

Belphagoe,  I 

Akeecock,  or  Robin  Goodfbllow,J 

Mali^ecco  his  Ghost. 

Officers,  Attendants,  4'C. 


,  -DeviU, 


SCENE— ENGLAND. 


OL.  III. 


■  A  J<9e«— See  Note  91  to  Gmmer  Gwrton*9  NeedU,  VoL  L  p.  1(7. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 


A  place  heingprovidedfor  the  Devils*  CoMiitory^ 
enter  St  Dunstan  with  his  beads,  book,  and 
crosier-staff',  ifc. 

St  Dun.  Envy,  that  always  waits  mi  virtue's 
train. 
And  tears  the  graves  of  quiet  sleeping  souls, 
Hath  brought  me,  after  many  hundred  years, 
To  shew  myself  again  upon  the  earth. 
Know  then  (who  list)  that  I  am  English  horn, 
My  name  is  Dunstan ;  whilst  I  liv'd  with  men, 
Chief  primate  of  the  holy  English  church : 
I  was  begotten  in  West  Saxony  : 
My  father's  name  was  Heorston,  my  mother's 

Cinifred, 
Endowed  with  my  merit^s  legacy, 
I  (!ourish*d  in  the  reign  of  seven  '^reat  kings ; 
The  first  was  Adelstnne,  whose  niece  Elfieda, 
Malicious  tongues  reported,  I  defiled  : 
Next  him  came  Edmond,   then   Edred,   and 

Edwin : 
And  after  him  reign'd  Edgar,  a  great  prince. 
But  full  of  many  crimes,  which  I  restrain'd ; 
Edward  his  son,  and  lastly  Egelred. 
With  all  these  kings  was  I  in  high  esteem. 
And  kept  both  them  and  all  the  land  in  awe  ; 
And,  had  I  liv*d,  the  Danes  had  never  boasted 
Their  then  beginning  conquest  of  this  laud. 
Yet  some  accuse  me  for  a  conjurer, 
By  reason  of  those  many  miracles 
Which  Heaven  for  holy  life  endowed  me  with ; 
But  whoso  looks  into  ^  the  golden  legend, 
(That  sacred  register  of  holy  saints) 
Shall  find  me  by  the  pope  canoniz'd, 
And  happily  the  cause  of  this  report 
Might  rise  by  reason  of  a  vision. 
Which  I  beheld  in  great  king  Edgar's  days, 
Being  that  time  abbot  of  Glassenbury, 
Which  (for  it  was  a  matter  of  some  worth) 
I  did  make  known  to  fevf,  until  this  day : 


But  now  I  purpose  that  tbe  world  shall  see 
How  much  those  slanderers  have  wronged  me; 
Nor  will  I  trouble  yon  with  courts  and  kings; 
Or  drive  a  feigned  battle  out  of  breath ; 
Or  keep  a  coil  myself  upon  the  stage ; 
But  tliink  you  see  me  in  my  secret  cell, 
Arro'd  with  my  portass,  bidding  of  rov  beads. 
But  on  a  sudden  I'm  overcome  with  sleep  ! 
If  aught  ensue,  watch  you,  for  Dunstan  dreams. 

He  layeth  him  down  to  sleep ;  lightning  and 
thunder;  the  curtains  drawn  on  a  sndden; 
Pluto,  Minos,  jEacus,  Rhadamanthus,  if< 
in  counsel;  before  them  Malbecco's  Gkoit 
gttarded  with  Furies. 

Plu,  You  ever-dreaded  judges  of  black  hdl, 
Grim  Minos,  .£acus,  and  Rhadamant, 
Lords  of  Cocytus,  Styx,  and  Phlegiton^ 
Princes  of  darkness,  Pluto's  ministers. 
Know  that  the  greatness  of  his  present  cause 
Hath  made  ourself  in  person  sit  as  judge. 
To  hear  the  arraignment  of  Malbecco's  ghost« 
Stand  forth,  thou  ghastly  pattern  of  despair, 
And  to  this  powerful  synod  tell  thy  tale, 
That  we  may  hear  if  thou  canst  justly  say 
Thou  wert  not  author  of  thy  own  decay. 

♦  Mai,  Infernal  Jove,  great  prince  of  Ttrttry, 
With  humble  reverence  poor  Malbecco  spesb; 
Still  trembUng  with  the  fatal  memory 
Of  his  so  late  concluded  tragedy. 
I  was  (with  thanks  to  your  great  bounty)  bred 
A  wealthy  lord,  whilst  that  I  liv'd  on  earth; 
And  so  might  have  continu'd  to  this  day. 
Had  not  that  plague  of  mankind  fall'u  on  me: 
For  I  (poor  man)  join'd  woe  unto  my  nnme, 
By  choosing  out  a  woman  for  my  wife. 
A  wife  ?  a  curse  ordained  for  the  world. 
Fair  Helena  !  fair.she  was  indeed. 
But  foully  stain'd  with  inward  wickedness. 
I  kept  her  bravely,  and  I  lovkl  her  dear; 
But  that  dear  love  did  cost  my  life,  and  all. 


*  The  story  of  this  play  is  taken  in  part  from  Machiavers  Belphegor,        S.  P. 

'  The  golden  legend. — Legenda  Aurea,  or  Tlie  Golden  Legend,  translated  out  of  tlie  Frcndi,  and 
printed  by  Caxton  in  folio,  1483. 

♦  Malbecco* 8  ghost, — See  the  story  of  Malbecco  in  Spen«ier*s  Fairy  Queen,  B.  S.  c.  9,  Sec. 
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COD  up  a  thousand  of  her  pranks, 
de,  her  wasteful  spending,  her  unkindness, 
se  dissembling,  seeming  sanctity, 
ilding,  pouting,  prating,  meddling, 
renty  hundred  more  of  the  same  stamp, 
)ut  to  reap  an  endless  catalogue 
t  the  world  is  plasu'd  with  every  day. 
the  main  of  that  I  have  to  telJ, 
ced  thus :  Late  in  a  rainy  night 
of  gallants  came  unto  my  house, 
ill  If  nill  I)  would  forsooth  be  ]odg*d : 
ht  them  in,  and  made  them  all  good  cheer, 
IS  I  had  in  store)  and  lodg*d  tliem  sofL 
St  tliem  one,  ^  ycleped  Paridell, 
Isest  thief  that  ever  trod  on  ground) 
me ;  and  with  him  stole  away  my  wife. 
lov*d  her  dear)  pursu'd  the  thief; 
:er  many  days  in  travel  spent, 
iier  amongst  a  crew  of  satyrs  wild, 
g  and  coUing  all  the  live-long  night. 
her  fiiir,  and  pray'd  her  to  return  ; 
'  in  scorn  commands  me  to  be  gone, 
id  I  was  to  fly,  to  save  my  life ; 
en  I  backward  came  unto  my  house, 
:  spoil*d,  and  all  my  treasure  gone. 
ite  and  mad,  I  ran,  I  knew  not  whither, 
and  crying  oot  on  Heaven  and  fate ; 
ing  none  to  pity  mv  distress, 
myself  down  headlong  on  a  rock, 
concluded  all  my  ills  at  once, 
udgeyou,  justice  bencliers,  if  my  wife 
ot  the  instrument  to  end  my  life. 
Can  it  be  possible  (you  lords  of  hell) 
co*s  tale  of  women  should  be  true? 
iage  now  become  so  great  a  curse, 
tiilome  was  the  comfort  of  the  woiid  ? 
Women,  it  seems,  liave  lost  their  na- 
tive shame, 


^s  no  man  better  may  complain  than  I, 
Though  not  of  any  whom  I  made  my  wife, 
fiut  of  my  daughter  who  procured  my  fdll. 
^ac,  rris  strange  what  plaints  are  brought 
us  every  day 
Of  men  made  miserable  by  marriage ; 
So  that  amongst  a  thousand,  scarcely  ten 
Have  not  some  grievous  actions  'gainst  their 
wives. 
Rha,  My  lord,  if  Rhadamant  might  counsel 
you, 
Your  grace  should  send  some  one  into  the  world. 
That  might  make  proof  if  it  be  true  or  no. 
Flu.,  And  wisely  hast  thou  counsell'd,  Rha- 
damant. 
Call  in  Belphagor  to  me  presently ; 

[One  of  the  Furies  goes  for  Belphagor. 
He  is  the  fittest  that  I  know  in  hell,    - 
To  undertake  a  task  of  such  import ; 
For  he  is  patient,  mild,  and  pitiful: 
Humours  but  ill  agreeing  with  our  kingdom. 

Enter  Belphagob. 

And  here  he  conies;  Belphagor,  so  it  is, 
We  in  our  uwful  synod  have  decreed, 
(Upon  occasions  to  ourselves  best  known) 
That  thou  tr»m  hence  shall  go  into  the  world. 
And  take  upon  thee  the  shape  of  a  man ; 
In  which  estate  thou  shalt  be  married ; 
Choose  thee  a  wife  that  best  may  please  thyself. 
And  live  with  her  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day ; 
Thou  shalt  be  subject  unto  human  chance. 
So  far  as  common  wit  cannot  relieve  thee ; 
Thou  shak  of  us  receive  ten  thousand  pounds, 
Sufficient  stock  to  use  for  thy  increase : 
But  whatsoever  happens  in  that  time. 
Look  not  from  us  for  succour  or  relief; 


eped.—CUped  is  adledj  named,    Milton's  VAUegro,  1. 11. 

"  But  come,  thou  goddess  fair  and  free. 
In  Heav*n  yeJMp'd  Euphrosine." 

etter  y  is  added,  to  lengthen  it  a  syllable. 

ting  and  colUn^.— CoUing  is  embracing  round  the  neck.    Dare  brachia  eervicif  as  Barret  ex- 

;  in  his  Alvearie  voce  eoUe.    The  word  is  frequently  to  be  found  m  ancient  writers. 

lus  Pnu9e  ^FoUe^  1549.      Sign.  B  2. 

-for  els,  what  is  it  in  younge  babes  that  we  dooe  kysse  so,  we  doe  eoUe  so ;  we  do  cheiyshe 
a  very  enemie  is  moved  to  spare  and  succour  this  age." 

begmUd.    1606. 

clasp  thee,  and  clip  thee;  C9U  tkte,  and  kiss  thee ;  till  I  be  better  than  naught,  and  worse 
hing." 

ViUh,  by  Middleton.    MSS. 

"  When  hundred  leagues  In  aire  we  feast  and  sing, 
Daunce,  kysse,  and  coll,  use  every  thing.*' 

^oarke$qfaY<mnglVii.    1577.    P.  37. 

.    <'  Then  for  God's  sake,  let  yonng  folkes  eoU  and  kisse, 
When  oldest  folkes  will  thioke  it  not  amisse." 
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This  shall  tboa  do,  and  when  the  time's  expired, 
Bring  word  to  us  what  thou  hast  seen  and  done. 
BeL  With  all  roy  heart,  ray  lord,  I  am  content, 
So  I  may  have  my  servant  Akercock 
To  wait  upon  me  as  if  he  were  my  man, 
That  he  may  witness  likewise  what  is  done. 
Flu,  We  are  contented ;  he  shall  go  with  thee. 
Min.    But  what  mean  time   decrees  your 
majesty 
Of  poor  Malbecco  ? 

Plu,  lie  shall  rest  with  us 
Until  Belphagor  do  return  again ; 
And  as  he  finds,  so  will  we  give  his  doom. 
^  Come  let  us  go  and  stt  our  spyal  forth. 
Who  for  a  time  must  make  experiment. 
If  hell  be  not  on  earth,  as  well  as  here.  fJEjcvn^ 
[It  thunden  and  lightens;  the  Devils  go 
forth  ;  DuxsTAN  risitig,  runneth  about 
the  stage,  laying  about  him  with  hit  staff, 
St  Dun.    Satan,  avaunt !   thou  art   man's 
enemy ; 
Thou  shalt  not  live  amongst  us  so  unseen. 
So  to  betray  us  to  the  prince  of  darkness: 
Satan,  avaunt !  I  do  conjure  thee  hence. 
What  dream'st  thou,  Dunstan  ?  yea  I  dream'd 

indeed. 
Must  then  the  devil  come  into  the  world  ? 
Such  is  belike  the  infernal  king's  decree ; 
Well,  be  it  so ;  for  Dunstan  is  content, 
Mark  well  the  process  of  the  devil's  disguise, 
Who  happily  may  l^am  you  to  be  wise. 
Women,  beware ;  and  make  your  bargains  well. 
The  devil,  to  chuse  a  wife,  is  come  from  hell. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Morgan,  Earl  of  London,  JLacy,  Earl 
of  Kent,  with  Miles  Forrest. 

Mor,  My  lord  of  Kent,  your  honour  knows 
my  mind. 
That  ever  lias,  and  still  does  honour  you. 
Accounting  it  my  daughter's  happiness, 
(Amidst  her  other  infelicities) 
I'hat  you  vouchsafe  to  love  her  as  you  do : 
How  gladly  I  would  grant  your  lordship's  suit 
The  Heavens  can  witness,  which,  with  ruthless 

«arB 
Have  oflen  heard  my  yet  unpitied  plaints ; 


And  could  I  find  some  means  for  her  reoofvery, 
None  but  yourself  should  have  ber  to  your  wife. 

Lacy.  My  lord  of  London,  now  long  time  it  ii 
Since  Lacy  first  was  soitor  to  yoar  daughter. 
The  fairest  Honorea ;  in  whose  eyes 
Honour  itself  in  love's  sweet  bosom  Het : 
What  shall  we  say,    or  seem  to  strive  witb 

Heaven, 
Who  speecUess  sent  her  first  into  the  world  ? 
In  vain  it  is  for  as  to  think  to  k>o6e 
That  which  by  nature's  self  we  see  is  boond: 
Her  beauty,  witb  ber  other  virtues  join'd| 
Are  gifb  sufficient,  tho*  she  want  a  tongue; 
And  some  will  count  it  virtue  in  a  woman 
Still  to  be  bound  to  unoffending  silence ; 
Tho'  1  ooold  wish  with  half  of  all  my  lands. 
That  she  could  speak :  but  since  it  may  not  be, 
Twere  vain  to  imprison  beauty  with  her  speech. 

For.  Have  you  not  heard,  my  lords,  tlie  won- 
drous fame 
Of  holy  Dunstan,  abbot  of  Glassei^ury } 
What  miracles  he  hath  atchieved  of  late; 
And  how  the  rood  of  '  DovercOt  did  speak. 
Confirming  his  opinion  to  be  true; 
And  bow  tne  holy  consistory  fell, 
With  all  the  monks  tliat  were  assembled  there, 
Saving  one  beam  whereon  this  Dunstan  sate; 
And  other  more  such  miracles  as  these. 
They  say  he  is  of  such  religious  life, 
That  angels  often  use  to  talk  with  him. 
And  tell  to  him  the  secrets  of  the  heavens. 
No  question,  if  your  honours  wonid  but  try. 
He  could  procure  my  lady  for  to  speak. 

Mor.  Believe  me,  Forrest,  thou  hast  weUsd* 
vised, 
For  I  have  heard  of  late  much  talk  of  him. 

Lacy.  Is  not  that  Dtrastan  he  who  cbeck'd 
the  king 
About  his  privy  dealing  with  the  nun. 
And  made  him  to  do  penance  fi>r  the  fault  ? 

Mor,  The  same  is  he ;  for  whom  I  strat 
will  send. 
Miles  Forrest  shall  in  post  to  Glassenbury, 
And  gently  pray  the  abbot  for  my  sake  , 

To  come  to  London ;  sure  I  hope  the  heavens 
Have  ordain'd  Dunstan  to  do  Mon^an  good. 

Lacy,  Let  us  dispatch  him  thither  presently; 
For  I  myself  will  stay  for  his  return, 
And  see  some  end  or  other  ere  I  go. 


7  Come  let  us  go  and  set  our  spyat  forth. — Spyal  is  a  jpy,  obsolete.    So,  in  Btn  Jonson's  CatiSmf 
A.  4.  S.  3: 

**  I  have  those  eyes  and  ears  shall  still  keep  guard 
And  spial  on  thee,  as  they've  ever  done. 
And  thon  not  feel  it" 

Roger  Ascham's  Report  and  Dtecouru  ^  the  State  qf  Germau^,  p.  31 : 

" He  went  into  France  secretlv,  and  was  there  with  Shirtly  as  a  common  launce  knisht,  tod 

named  hymsdfe  Captaine  Paul,  lest  the  Emperours  epiaU  should  get  oat  bys  doypges." 
*  Dotercot.-^ln  the  county  of  Essex,  the  mother  cnnrch  of  Harwich. 
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.  Come  then,  lord  Lacy ;  Forrest,  come 
away.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  ni. 

Belphagor  attired  like  a  Phytician; 
KERCOCK,  his  Man,  in  a  tawny  coat. 

Now  is  BelpbagoTy  an  incarnate  devil, 
to  the  earth  to  seek  him  out  a  dame : 
i  my  speed !  and  so,  I  hope,  it  will. 
Xj  London  are  we  here  arrived. 
f  as  I  hear,  the  earl  hath  a  fair  daughter 
of  virtue,  and  soft  modesty, 
et  she  never  gave  a  man  fool  word. 
'*.  Marry,  indeed,  they  say  she  cannot 
speak. 

For  this  caose  have  I  taken  this  disguise, 
ill  profess  me  a  physician, 
lip  on  purpose  for  to  cure  the  lady ; 

no  '  maid  shall  hind  me  but  henelf; 
€  I  do  intend  shall  be  my  wife. 
*.  But,  master,  tell  me  one  thing  by  the 

way; 
I  not  mean  that  I  shall  marry  too  ? 

No,  Akercock,  thou  shalt  be  still  unwed  : 
:hey  be  as  bad  as  is  reported, 
fe  will  be  enough  to  tire  us  both. 
'.  O,  then  you  mean  that  I  shall  now  and 

then 
ss  it  #ere,  a  course  at  base  with  her. 
Not  so,  not  so;  that's  one  of  marriage 

plagues, 
I  must  seek  to  shun,  among  the  rest, 
e  in  sweet  contentment  wiui  my  wife ; 
hen  I  back  again  return  to  hell 
nen  may  be  bound  to  reverence  me, 
ing  of  their  credits,  as  I  will, 
o  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Captain  Clihtoh. 

This  needs  must  tickle  Musgrave  to  the 
quick, 
etch  his  beatt-strings  farther  by  an  inch, 
icy  must  be  married  to  his  love ; 

that  match  my  market  is  near  marr*d, 
riana,  whom  I  most  affect ; 
lust  cast  about  by  some  device 

myself,  and  to  prevent  the  earl. 
This  fellow  fitly  comes  to  meet  with  me, 
ems  to  be  acquainted  with  the  earl. 
»rtnne  guide  you,  sir ! 


Clin,  As  much  to  yon. 

BeL  Might  I  entreat  a  favour  at  your  hands  } 

Clin,  Wliat*s  that  ? 

Bel.  I  am  a  stranger  here  in  England,  sir, 
Brought  from  my  native  home,  upon  report 
That  the  earl's  daughter  wants  the  use  oi  speech; 
I  have  been  practised  in  such  cures  ere  now. 
And  willingly  would  try  my  skill  on  her. 
Let  me  request  you  so  to  favour  me. 
As  to  direct  me  to  her  father's  house. 

Clin.  With  all  my  heart,  and  welcome  shall 
you  be 
To  that  good  earl,  who  mourns  his  daughtei^ 

want; 
But  they  liave  for  a  holy  abbot  sent. 
Who  can,  men  say,  do  many  miracles. 
In  Impe  that  he  will  work  this  wond'rous  cure. 

BeL  W  hate'er  he  be,  I  know  *tis  past  his  skill ; 
Nor  *any  in  the  world,  besides  myself. 
Did  ever  sound  the  depth  of  that  device. 

Enter  Musgrave. 

Clin,    Musgrave,  well  met;    I  needs  must 

speak  with  you. 
Mut,  I  came  to  seek  you. 
Clin,  Tarry  you  a  while. 
Shall  I  entreat  you,  sir,  to  walk  before 
With  this  same  gentleman }  I'll  overtake  you. 

[Exeunt  Belphagor  and  Akercock. 
This  is  the  news ;  the  earl  of  Kent  is  come. 
And  in  all  haste  the  marriage  must  be  made. 
Your  lady  weeps,  and  knows  not  what  to  do ; 
But  hopes  that  you  will  work  some  meansor  other 
To  stop  the  cross  proceedings  of  the  earl. 

Mus.  Alas,  poor  Clinton !    what  can  Mo»> 
grave  do  ? 
Unless  I  should  by  stealth  convey  her  thence; 
On  which  a  thousand  dangers  do  depend. 

Clin,  Well,  to  be  brief,  because  I  cannot  stay, 
Thus  stands  the  case;  if  you  will  promise  me. 
To  work  your  cousin  Marian  to  he  mine, 
I'll  so  devise  that  you  shall  purchase  her ; 
And  therefore  tell  me  if  you  like  the  match  ? 
Mus,  With  all  my  heart,  sir,  yea  and  thank 

you  too. 
Clin.  Then  say  no  more,  but  leave  the  rest 
tome. 
For  I  have  plotted  how  it  shall  be  done. 
I  must  go  follow  yon  fair  gentleman. 
On  whom  I  build  my  liopes.    Mosgrave,  adieu. 
Mus,  Clinton,  farewel;  I'll  wi&  thee  good 
success.  [Exeunt, 


9  AfoMi.— Way ;  former  edition.      S.  P. 
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SCENE  I. 

Enter  Morgan,  Lacy,  Dunstan,  Forrest^ 
UoNOREA,  Marian. 

Mor.  Thou  holy  man,  to  whom  the  higher 
Powers 
Have  given  the  gift  of  cures  beyond  conceit, 
Welcome  thou  art  unto  earl  Morgan's  bouse; 
The  house  uf  sorrow  yet,  unless  by  thee 
Our  joys  may  spring  anew ;  which,  if  they  do, 
Reward  and  praise  shall  both  attend  on  thee. 

Lacy,  And  we  will  ever  reverence  thy  name, 
Making  the  chronicles  to  speak  thy  praise; 
So  Honorea  may  but  have  her  speecii. 

Dun,  My  lords,  you  know  th^  hallowed  gift 
of  tongues 
Comes  from  the  self-same  power  that  gives  us 

breath; 
He  binds  and  looseth  them  at  bis  dispose; 
And  in  his  name  will  Dunstan  undertake 
To  work  this  cure  upon  fair  Honorea. 
Hang  there,  my  harp,  my  solitary  muse, 
Compauion  of  my  contemplation. 

[He  hang$  his  hurp  on  tl^e  wall. 

And,  lady,  kneel  with  me  upon  the  earth. 

That  both  our  prayers  may  ascend  to  heaven. 

[They  kneel  dozen;   then  enters  Clinton 

with  Belpuagor,  terming  himself  Ca&- 

TiLiANO,  and  Akercock,  as  Hobin- 

GOODFELLOW. 

Clin.  So  shall  you  do  the  lady  a  good  turn. 
And  bind  both  him  and  me  to  you  for  ever. 

Bel.  1  have  determined  what  I  mean  to  do. 

Clin,  Here  be  the  earls,  and  with  them  is  the 
friar. 

Bel.  What  is  he  praying  ? 

Clin,  So  methinks  he  is ; 
But  I'll  disturb  him.    By  your  leave,  my  lords, 
Here  is  a  stranger  from  beyond  the  seas 
Will  undertake  to  cure  your  lordship's  daughter. 

Afor.  The  holy  abbot  is  about  the  cure. 

Bel,  Yen,  but,  my  lord,  he'll  never  finish  it. 

Afor.  How  canst  thoU  tell  ?  what  countryman 
art  thou } 

Bel,  I  am  by  birth,  my  lord,  a  Spaniard  born. 
And  by  descent  came  of  a  noble  house ; 
Though  for  the  love  I  bear  to  secret  arts, 
I  never  car'd  to  seek  for  vain  estate, 
Yet  by  my  skill  I  have  increas'd  my  wealth. 
My  name  Castiliano,  and  my  birth 
Mo  baser  than  the  best  blood  of  Castile. 


Hearing  your  daughter's  strange  infirmity, 
Join'd  with  such  matchless  beauty  and  rare  virtae, 
I  crossed  the  seas  on  purpose  for  ber  good. 

Dull.  Fond  man,  presuming  on  thy  weaker 
skill, 
That  tliink'st  by  art  to  over-rule  the  heavens ! 
Thou  know'st  Jiot  what  it  is  thou  undertak*bt 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  daughter  must  be  cured 
By  fasting,  prayer,  and  rehgious  works; 
Myself  for  her  will  sing  a  solemn  mass. 
And  give  her  three  sips  of  the  holy  clialice. 
And  turn  my  beads  with  aves  and  with  creeds; 
And  thus,  my  lord,  your  daughter  must  be  helpU 

Cas,  Zounds,  what  a  prating  keeps  tlie  bald- 
pate  ft-iar ! 
My  lord,  my  lord,  here's  churcli-work  for  an  age! 
Tush,  I  will  cure  her  in  a  minute's  space. 
That  she  shall  speak  as  plain  as  you  or  I. 

[Dunstan *s  harp  sounds  on  the  vqU. 

For,  Hark,  hark,  my  lord,  the  holy  abbot's 
harp 
Sounds  by  itself  so  hanging  on  the  wall ! 

Dun.  Unhallowed  man,  that  scom'st  the  sa> 
'**  cred  read. 
Hark  how  the  testimony  of  my  truth 
Sounds  heavenly  music  with  au  augel's  hand. 
To  testify  Dunstan's  integrity. 
And  prove  thy  active  boast  of  no  eflfect. 

Cas,  Tush,  sir,  that  music  was  to  welcome  me! 
The  harp  hath  got  another  master  now ; 
I  warrant  you,  'twill  never  tune  you  more. 

Dun.  Who  should  be  master  ot  my  harp  but  I? 

Cas.  Try  then  what  service  it  will  do  for  you. 

[He  tries  to  play,  but  cannot. 

Dun.  Thou  art  some  sorcerer  or  necromancer, 
Who  by  thy  spells  dost  hold  these  holy  strings. 

Cas,  Cannot  your  holiness  unbind  the  bonds? 
Then,  I  perceive,  my  skill  is  most  of  force. 
You  see,  my  lord,  the  abbot  is  but  weak ; 
I  am  the  man  must  do  your  daughter  good. 

Alor,  What  wilt  thou  ask  for  to  work  thy  core? 

Cas.  That  without  which  I  will  not  do  tliecure, 
Herself  to  be  my  wife;  for  which  intent 
I  came  from  Spain :  then  if  she  shall  be  mine, 
Say  so,  or  keep  her  else  for  ever  dumb. 

Mor,  The  earl  of  Kent,  mine  honourable  frieod, 
Hath  to  my  daughter  been  a  suitor  long; 
Aud  much  it  would  displease  both  ber  and  him 
To  be  prevented  of  their  wished  love : 
Ask  what  thou  wilt  beside,  and  I  will  grant  it. 

Cas,  Alas,  my  lord^  what  should  the  crazy  ead 
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!0  young  a  virgin  as  your  daughter  ? 

,nd  to  bcr  choice  'twiit  hjoi  and  me. 

And  I  will  pawn  mine  earldom  with  my 

love, 

them  both,  if  I  lose  Honorea. 

match,  my  lords!   We'll  stand  unto 
the  choice. 

!  am  contented,  if  the  earl  be  pleased. 
I  were  not  worthy  of  her  did  I  doubt, 
hen  there  it  goes ;  fetch  me  a  bowl  of 
wine, 

e  match,  my  lord,  before  I  work  ; 
use  the  earl,  slie  must  be  mine, 
[t  is. 
^ne  brings  him  a  cup  of  wine,  he  strains 

the  juice  of  the  herb  into  it. 
ow  shall  your  lordships  see  a  Spaniard's 
skill, 

1  the  plains  of  new  America 
out  sacred  simples  of  esteem 
ind  unbind  nature's  strongest  powers. 
,  which  mortal  men  have  seldom  found, 
:h  ease  procure  roe  when  I  list ; 
bis  juice  shall  Honorea  speak, 
y,  drink  the  freedom  of  thy  heart : 

it  teach  tliee  long  to  call  me  love ! 

[S/ie  drinks. 
ely  Honorea,  thou  art  free, 
elestial  voice  make  choice  of  me. 
3ase  alien  !  mercenary  fugitive ! 
;oous  Spaniard  !    that  with  shameless 
pride 

i  an  English  lady  for  thy  wife. 
ly  slave  should  honour  thee  so  much ; 
nyself,  I  like  myself  the  worse 
1  dar'st  hope  the  gaining  of  my  love, 
iiee  gone,  the  shame  of  my  esteem, 

some  drudge  that  may  be  like  thyself! 
r  you,  good  earl  of  Kent, 
I  your  lordship,  being  of  these  years, 
i  past  dreaming  of  a  second  wife, 
ay  lord  !  'tis  lust  in  doting  age, 
:  patronize  so  foul  a  sin. 
lan  dote  on  youth  !  *tis  monstrous : 
,  go  home,  and  rest  your  weary  head ; 
ity  such  a  brow  should  learn  to  bud. 
y  unto  yon,  my  lord,  and  father, 
?  to  me  it  too  much  overseen, 
our  care  and  counsel  should  devise, 
or  daughter's  choice  to  two  such  grooms. 

elect  for  me,  but  I'll  dispose 
lyself  far  better  than  both  those; 

will  conclude :   you,  as  you  please. 

[Exit  Honorea  in  a  chafe, 
od.  Call  you  this  making  of  a  woman 

speak? 
ley  all  wish  she  were  dumb  again. 


Cos.  How  now,  my  lord,  what  are  you  in  a 

muse? 
Lacy.  I  would  to  God  her  tongue  were  tied 

again. 
Cos.  Ay  marry,  sir,  but  that's  another  thing; 
The  devil  cannot  tie  a  woman's  tongue; 
I  would  the  friar  could  do  that  with  his  beads. 
But  'tis  no  matter ;  you,  my  lord,  have  promis'd^ 
If  she  refuse  the  earl,  she  should  be  mine. 
Mor,  Win  her,  and  wear  her^  roan^  with  all 

my  heart ! 
Cas.  Oh  !  I'll  haunt  her,  till  I  make  her  stoop; 
Come^  come,  my  lord,  this  was  to  try  her  voice; 
Let's  in  and  court  her ;  one  of  us  shall  speed.  * 
R.  Good.  "  Happy  man  be  his  dole  that  misn- 

eth  her,  say  I. 
Dun.  My  weaker  senses  cannot  apprehend 
The  means  this  stranger  us'd  to  make  her  speak ; 
There  is  some  secret  mystery  therein, 
Conceal'd  from  Dunstan;  which  the  Heavens 

reveal, 
That  I  may  scourge  this  bold  blaspheming  man. 
Who  holds  religious  works  of  little  worth  1 

\ExeuKt :  manent  Clinton  and  Forrest. 
For,  Now,  captain  Clinton,  what  think  yon 

of  me  ? 
Clin,  Methinks,  as  yet,  the  jest  holds  pretty 
well; 
The  one  hath  taught  her  to  deny  himself. 
The  otlier  woo'd  so  long  he  cannot  speed. 
For.  This  news  will  please  young  Musgrave. 
Clin.  Marry  will  it. 
And  I  will  hasten  to  acquaint  him  with  them: 
Come  let's  away.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Parson  Shorthose,  and  Grim  the 

CoUier. 

Grim.  No,  Mr  Parson,  grief  hath  made  my 
heart  and  me  a  pair  of  balance,  as  heavy  as  lead ; 
every  night  I  dream  I  am  a  town  top,  and  that  I 
am  whipt  up  and  down  witli  the  scourge-stick  of 
love,  and  tlie  metal  of  affection ;  and  when  I 
'^  wake,  I  find  myself  stark  naked,  and  as  cold 
as  a  stone ;  now  judge  liow  I  am  tumbled  and 
tost ;  poor  Grim  the  collier  hath  wish'd  liimself 
burnt  up  amongst  his  coals. 

Short,  O  Grim,  be  wise,  dream  not  of  love ! 
Thy  sorrows  cannot  Fancy  move : 
If  Jug  love  thee,  love  her  again ; 
If  not,  thy  kindness  then  refrain. 

Grim.  I  am  not  skili'd  in  your  rhjrming,  Mr 
Parson ;  but  that  which  is  bred  in  the  flesh  will 
never  come  out  of  the  bone;  I  have  seen  as 
much  as  another  man;  my  travel  sliould  teach 
me :  there's  never  a  day  in  the  week  but  I  carry 
coals  from  Croydon  to  London ;  and  now  when 
I  rise  in  the  morning  to  harness  my  horses,  and 
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load  mj  cart,  metbinks  I  have  a  taylor  sowing 
stitches  in  my  heart:  when  I  am  driving  my 
cart,  my  heart  that  wanders  one  way,  my  eyes 
they  leer  another,  my  feet  they  lead  me  I  know 
not  whither,  but  now  and  then  into  a  slough 
over  head  and  ears :  so  that  poor  Grim,  that  be- 
fore was  over  shoes  in  love,  is  now  over  head 
und  ears  in  dirt  and  mire. 

Short,  Well,  Grim,  my  coansel  shall  suffice 
To  help  thee ;  but  in  any  wise 
Be  rui'd  by  roe,  and  thou  sbalt  see 
As  thou  lov*st  her,  she  shall  love  thee. 

Grim.  A  lard  !  but  do  you  think  that  will  be 
so?  I  should  laugh  till  I  tickle  to  see  chat  day, 
mid  forswear  sleep  all  the  next  night  after.  Oh 
Mr  Parson,  I  am  so  halter'd  in  affection,  that  I 
may  tell  you  in  secret,  here's  no  body  else  hears 
me,  I  taike  no  care  how  I  fill  my  sacks ;  every 
time  I  come  to  London  my  coals  are  found 
faulty;  I  have  been  &^e  times  pilloried,  my 
coals  given  to  the  poor,  and  my  sacks  burnt  be- 
.fore  my  face.  It  were  a  shame  to  speak  this ; 
but  truth  will  come  to  light.  O  Joan !  thou 
bast  thrown  the  coal-dust  of  thy  love  into  my 
eyes,  and  stricken  me  quite  blind. 

Short,  Now  afore  God  the  Collier  chuseth 
well; 
For  beauty.  Jug  doth  bear  away  the  bell : 
And  I  love  her;  then  Collier,  thou  must  miss. 
For  parson  Sliorthose  vows.  Jug  shall  be  his. 
But  near'st  thou.  Grim,  1  have  that  in  my  bead. 
To  plot  that  how  thou  sbalt  the  maiden  wed. 

Grim.  But  are  you  sure  you  have  that  in  your 
Jiead  ?  O  for  a  hammer  to  knock  that  out !  one 
blow  at  yotir  pate  would  lay  all  open  to  me,  and 
make  me  as  wise  as  you. 

Short,  Think*st  thou  I  do  so  often  look 
For  nothing  on  my  learned  book, 
As  that  I  cannot  work  the  feat } 
I  warrant  I'll  the  miller  cheat ; 
And  make  Jug  thine,  in  spite  of  him : 
Will  this  content  thee,  neighbour  Grim  ? 

Grim.  Content  me !  ay,  and  so  highly,  that  if 
you  do  this  feat  for  me,  you  hire  me  to  you  as  one 
nireth  an  ox  or  an  ass :  to  use,  to  ride,  to  spur, 
or  any  thing ;  yours  to  demand,  miserable  Gnm ! 
Joan's  handmaid !  for  so  I  have  called  myself, 
ever  since  last  May-day,  when  she  gave  me  her 
hand  to  kiss. 

Short,  Well,  let's  away ;  and  in  all  haste, 
About  it  ere  the  day  be  past ; 
And  ever  after,  if  thou  hast  her. 
Acknowledge  me  to  be  thy  master. 

Grim.  I  wool,  sir;  come  let's  away,  the  best 


drink  in  Croydon's  yours ;  I  liave  it  for  you, 
even  a  dozei\  of  jugSy  to  Jug's  health. 

[Kxeuntkftk. 

Enter  Earl  Morgan,  Earl  Lact,  Makui. 

Mor.  My  lord  of  Kent,  the  latter  motioa 
Doth  bind  me  to  you  in  a  higher  degree 
Than  all  those  many  favours  gone  before; 
And  now  the  issue  of  my  help  relies 
Only  on  Mariana's  gentleness. 
Who,  if  she  will,  in  such  a  common  good. 
Put  to  her  helping  hand,  the  match  is  vnanAe. 

Lacy,  Yon  ncM  not  make  a  doubt  of  Marias, 
Whose  love  unto  her  lady  were  enough, 
Besides  her  cousin's  and  her  own  consent, 
To  move  her  to  a  greater  thing  than  this. 

Mar,  My  lords,  if  aught  there  be  in  Biarian, 
That  may  or  pleasure  you,  or  profit  her. 
Ye  shall  not  need  to  doubt  of  my  consent 

Mor,  Gramercy,  Marian ;    and  indeed  tbe 
Is,  in  itself,  a  matter  of  no  moment,  [thing 

If  it  be  weighed  aright;  and  therefore  this. 
Thou  know'st  the  bargain  'twixt  me  and  tlif 

doctor, 
Concerning  marriage  with  my  only  daoghter. 
Whom  I  determin^  that  my  lord  of  Kent 
Sliould  have  espoused  :  but  I  see  her  mind 
Is  only  set  upon  thy  cousin  Musgrave, 
And  in  her  marriage  to  use  constraint 
Were  bootless ;  therefore  thus  we  have  devised : 
Lord  Lacy  is  content  to  lose  hit  part. 
And  to  resign  his  title  to  young  Mcngrave. 
But  now  the  doctor  will  not  yield  his  right 
Thus  we  determine  to  beguile  his  hopes : 
Thou  shalt  this  night  be  brought  unto  his  bed 
Instead  of  her,  and  he  shall  marry  thee: 
Musgrave  shall  have  my  daughter,  she  her  wiO, 
'3  And  so  shall  all  things  sort  to  our  content 

Lacy,  And  this  thou  shalt  be  sure  of,  MarisBi 
The  doctor^s  wealth  will  keep  thee  royally; 
Besides,  thou  shalt  be  ever  near  thy  friendi, 
That  will  not  see  thee  wrong'd  by  any  man. 
Say  then,  wilt  thou  resolve  to  marry  bkn? 

Mar,  My  lords,  you  know  I  am  but  yooog; 
The  doctors  fit  for  one  of  riper  years; 
Yet,  in  regard  of  Uonorea's  good. 
My  cousin's  profit,  and  all  your  conteots, 
I  yield  niyself  to  be  the  doctor's  wife. 

Mor,  Tis  kindly  spoken,  gentle  Marian; 

Enter  Castiliaho. 

But  here  the  doctor  comes. 

Lacy,  Then  Pll  away. 
Lest  he  suspect  aught  by  my  being  here.  [£rit* 


'3  And  90  AaU  all  thingt  wort  to  om-  conteni,'-^Sort  is,  $o  happen  m  the  issne. 
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r.  Do,  and  let  me  alone  to  close  with  bim. 
t.  May  he  ne'er  speak,  that  makes  a  woman 

speak! 
dks  now  sare  for  all  the  time  that's  past, 
^ngue  is  like  a  scare-crow  in  a  tree, 
clatters  still  with  every  puff  of  wind. 
*  so  haunted  her  from  place  to  place, 
t  the  hall,  from  thence  into  the  parlour, 
the  chamber,  down  into  the  garden ; 
till  she  raib,  and  chafes,  and  scolds, 
it  were  the  sessions-day  in  hell, 
ill  I  haant  her  with  an  open  mouth, 
lever  leave  her  till  I  force  her  love  me. 
r.  Now,  master  doctor;  what,  a  match 

or  no? 
.  A  match,  quoth  you  ?    I  think  the  devil 

himselt 
)t  match  her;  for  if  he  could,  I  should, 
r.  Well,  be  content ;  'tis  I  must  work  the 

mean 
&ke  her  yield  whether  she  will  or  no. 
•rd  of  Kent  is  gone  hence  in  a  chafe, 
low  I  purpose  that  she  shall  be  yours ; 
>  herself  unknown :  for  she  shall  think 
ftiusgrave  is  the  man,  but  it  shall  be  you. 
yon  still  discontented,  and  ho  more, 
lariana,  call  thy  mistress  hither, 
when  she  comes,  dissemble  what  you  know, 
;o  away,  as  if  you  car'd  not  for  her; 
il  she  the  sooner  be  brooght  into  it. 

[ExU  Marian. 
.  My  lord,  I  thank  you  for  your  honest  care ; 
as  I  may,  will  study  to  requite  it. 

Enter  Honorea  and  Marian. 

ere  your  daughter  comes.  No,  no,  my  lord, 
i  not  her  favour  I  regard,  nor  her ; 
promise  'tis  I  challenge,  which  1*11  have : 

I  my  bargain.    No  man  else  should  have 

her: 
bat  I  love  her,  but  111  not  be  wrong'd 
\y  one,  my  lord ;  and  so  I  leave  you. 

[Exit  Castiliano. 
r.  He's  passing  cunning  to  deceive  himself; 

II  the  better  for  the  after-sport. 
N.  Sir,  did  you  send  for  me  ? 
r.  Honorea,  for  thee. 

;his  it  is :  Howe'er  unworthily 

s  bestoweil  my  love  so  long  upon  thee, 

will  so  manifestly  contradict  roe ; 

bat  thou  may'st  perceive  how  I  esteem  thee, 

:e  thyself  the  guardian  of  thy  love, 

thine  own  fancy  may  make  choice  for  thee. 

t  persoaded  with  my  lord  of  Kent, 

sve  to  love  thee.    Now  the  peevish  doctor 

rs,  that  his  interest  he  will  ne  er  resign ; 

?fore  we  must  by  policy  deceive  him. 


He  shall  suppose  he  lieth  this  night  with  thee ; 
But  Mariana  shall  supply  thy  room ; 
And  thou  with  Musgrave,  in  another  chamber, 
Shalt  secretly  be  lodged.     When  this  is  done, 
^fwill  be  too  late  to  call  that  back  again ; 
3o  shalt  thou  have  thy  mind,  and  he  a  wife. 
Hon.  But  wilt  thou,  Muriana,  yield  to  this  f 
Man  For  your  sake,  lady,  I  will  undertake  it. 
Hon,  Gramercy,  Marian ;  and  my  noble  father, 
Now  I  acknowledge  that  indeed  you  love  me. 
Mor,  Well,  no  more  words,  Imt  be  you  both 
prepar'd : 
The  night  draweth  on ;  and  I  have  sent  in  secret 
For  Musgrave,  that  he  may  be  brought  unseen, 
To  hide  suspicion  from  dieir  jealous  eyes. 
Hon,  I  warrant  you.  Come,  Marian,  let  us  go. 
[Exeunt  Honor ea  and  Marian. 
Mor.  And  then  my  lord  of  Kent  shall  be  mj 
son. 
Should  I  go  wed  my  daughter  to  a  boj  ? 
No,  no ;  young  girls  must  have  their  wills  re* 

strain'd  ; 
For  if  the  rule  be  theirs  all  runs  to  nought. 

[Exit: 

Enter  Clack  the  Miller  with  Joan. 

Clack.  Be  not  Jug»  as  a  man  would  say,  finer 
than  five-pence,  or  more  proud  than  a  peacock ; 
that  is,  to  seem  to  scorn  to  call  in  at  Clack's  mill, 
as  you  pass  over  the  bridge.  There  be  as  good 
wenches  as  you,  be  glad  to  pay  me  toll. 

Joan.  like  enough,  Clack ;  I  had  as  live  they 
as  I,  and  a  great  deal  rather  too.  You  that  take 
toll  of  so  many  maids,  shall  never  toll  me  after 
you.  Oh  God !  what  a  dangerous  thing  it  is  but 
to  peep  once  into  love !  I  was  never  so  haunted 
with  my  harvest-work  as  1  am  with  love's  pas- 
sions. 

Clack.  Ay  but,  Joan,  bear  eld  proverbs  in 
your  memory ;  Sof^  and  fair ;  now,  sir,  if  you 
make  too  much  haste  to  fiiU  foul,  ay,  and  that 
upon  a  foul  one  too,  there  fades  the  flower  of  all 
Croydon.  Tell  me  but  this :  Is  not  Clack  the 
miller  as  good  a  name  as  Grim  the  collier  ? 

Joan.  Alas,  I  know  no  difference  in  names. 
To  make  a  maid,  or  choose,  or  to  refuse. 

Clack.  You  were  best  to  say  no,  nor  in  men 
neither.  Well,  Til  be  sworn  1  have ;  but  I  have 
no  reason  to  tell  you  so  much,  that  care  so  little 
for  me :  yet  hark.   [Clack  tpeaketh  in  her  ear. 

Enter  Grim  and  Parton  Shorthosr. 

Grim.  O,  Mr  Parson,  there  he  stands  like  a 
scare-crow,  to  drive  me  away  from  her  that 
sticks  as  close  to  my  heart  as  mv  shirt  to  my 
back,  or  my  hose  to  my  heel.  O,  Mr  Parson 
Shorthose,  Grim  is  but  a  man  as  another  man  is. 


'^  '71f  not  herfawitt  /  fCford.— Former  edition, 
**  'TIS  not  for  favour  I  regard."      S.  P. 
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Colliers  have  but  lives  as  other  men  have.  AH 
is  gone,  if  slie  go  from  me :  Grim  is  nobody 
wimout  her.  My  heart  is  in  my  month ;  my 
mouth  is  in  my  hand  ;  my  hand  threatens  ven- . 
geance  against  the  miller ;  as  it  were  a  beadle 
with  a  whip  in  his  hand,  triumphing  o'er  a  beg- 
gar's back] 

Short,  fie  silent,  Grim;  stand  close,  and  see; 
So  shall  we  know  how  all  things  be. 

Grinu  In  wisdom  I  am  appeas'd,  but  in  anger 
I  broil  as  it  were  a  rasher  npon  the  coals. 

Joan,  I'll  not  despise  the  trades  ye  either  have ; 
Yet  Grmi,  the  collier,  may,  ii*  he  be  wise, 
Live  even  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 
For,  in  my  judgment,  in  his  mean  estate 
Consists  as  much  content  as  in  more  wealth. 

Grim,  O,  Mr  Parson,  write  down  this  sweet 
saying  of  her  in  G rim's  commendations.  She 
hath  made  my  heart  leap  like  a  hobby-horse ! 
O,  Joan,  this  speech  of  thine  will  I  carry  with 
roe  even  to  my  grave. 

Short.  Be  silent  then. 

Clnck.  Well  then,  I  perceive  you  mean  to 
lead  your  life  in  a  coiil-pic,  like  one  of  the  devil's 
drudges;  and  have  your  face  look  like  the  out> 
ward  side  of  an  old  iron  pot,  or  a  blackine-box. 

Grim.  He  calletli  my  trade  into  question,  I 
cannot  forbear  him. 

Short.  ^2Ly^  then  you  spoil  all,  neighbour 
Grim ;  I  warrant  you  she  will  answer  him. 

Joan.  What  I  intend  I  am  not  bound  to  shew 
To  thee,  nor  any  other  but  my  mother, 
To  whom  in  duty  I  submit  myself; 
Yet  this  I  tell  thee.  Though  my  birth  be  mean. 
My  honest  virtuous  life  shall  help  to  mend  it; 
And  if  I  marry  any  in  all  this  life, 
He  shall  say  boldly,  he  hath  an  honest  wife. 

Grim.  O  that  it  were  my  fortune  to  light  upon 
her,  on  condition  my  horses  were  dead,  and  my 
cart  broken,  and  I  bound  to  carry  coals  as  long 
as  I  live  from  Croydon  to  London  on  my  bare 
shoulders!  Mr  Parsoiv,  the  flesh  is  frail;  heslmli 
tempt  her  no  longer ;  she  is  but  weak,  and  he  is 
the  stronger ;  I'll  upon  him.  Miller,  thou  art  my 
neighbour;  and  therein  charity  holds  my  hands; 
but  methinks  you,  having  a  water-gap  of  your 
own,  you  may  do  as  other  millers  do,  grind  your 
grist  at  home,  knock  your  coggs  into  your  own 
mill ;  yon  shall  not  cogg  with  her. 

She  doth  discry  thee ; 

And  I  defy  thee. 

To  a  mortal  fight; 

And  so,  miller,  good  night. 
And  now,  sweet  Joan, 
Be  it  openly  known  thou  art  my  own. 


Clack.  Well,  Grim,  since  tboa  art  so  collier- 
like choleric— 

Grim.  Miller,  I  will  not  be  mealy  moath'd. 

Ctack,  I'll  give  thee  the  fewer  words  now,  be- 
cause the  next  time  we  meet  I'll  paj  thee  all  ia 
dry  blows.  *'  Carry  coals  at  a  collier's  hands! 
if  I  do,  let  m^  mill  be  drown'd  ap  in  water, 
and  I  hang'd  m  the  roof. 

Joan.  And  if  thou  lo/st  me.  Grim,  fbcbeir 
him  now. 

Grim.  Ifl  love  thee!  dost  thoo  doubt  of  that? 
nay,  rip  me  up,  and  look  into  my  heart,  and 
thoo  shalt  see  thy  own  face  pictured  there  as 
plainlv  as  in  the  proudest  looking-glass  ia  all 
Croydon;  ifl  Jove  thee!  theu  tears  gush  out, 
and  shew  my  love. 

Clack,  What,  Mr  Parson,  are  yoa  there?  joo 
remember  you  promis'd  lo  win  Joao  for  my  owb 
wearing  ? 

Short.  I  warrant  thee.  Clack ;   but  now  be- 
gone; 
Leave  me  to  work  that  here  alone. 

Clack.  Well,  farewel,  MrShorthose;  be  tme 
when  you  are  trusted.  [Exit  Clacx. 

Short.  She  shall  be  neither  his  uor  thine. 
For  I  jntend  to  make  her  mine. 

Grim.  Ifl  love  thee,  Joan !  Those  very  words 
are  a  pnrgation  to  me.  Yon  shall  see  despera- 
tion in  my  face,  and  death  marching  in  ray  very 
countenance.    Ifl  love! 

Short.  What,  Grim,  hath  grief  drown'd  thee 
at  last  ? 
Are  all  thy  joys  overcast  ? 
Is  Joan  in  place,  and  thoo  so  sad  ! 
Her  presence,  man,  should  make  thee  glad. 

Joan,  Good  Mr  Parson,  'twas  no  fault  of  mine; 
He  takes  occasion  where  there  none  was  given. 
I  will  not  blab  unto  the  world  my  love 
I  owe  to  him,  and  shall  do  whilst  I  live.  [Andc^ 

Grim.  Well,  Joan,  without  all  \h  or  ands, 
e-persese,  a-persese,  or  tittle-tattles  in  the 
world,  I  do  love  thee ;  and  so  much,  that  io  tbv 
absence  I  cry  when  I  see  thee,  and  rejoice  with 
my  very  heart  when  I  cannot  behold  thee. 

Short,  No  doubt,  no  doubt,  thou  lov'st  her 
well. 
But  listen  now  to  what  I  tell ; 
Since  ye  are  both  so  well  agreed, 
I  wish  you  make  more  haste  than  speed. 
To-morrow  is  Holy-rood  day. 
When  all  a  nutting  take  their  way  : 
Within  the  wood  a  close  doth  stand, 
Incompass'd  round  on  either  hand 
With  trees  and  bushes;  there  will  I 
Dispatch  your  marriage  presently. 


''  Carry  codU. — It  is  observed  by  Dr  Warbnrton,  (Note  on  Romeo  0id  ,fuUet,  A.  1.  S.  1.)  tkdi^ 
carry  coala  was  a  phrase  formerly  in  use,  to  signify  hearing  qf  v^artet ;  and  Dr  Percy  has  given  several 
instances  in  proof  of  it.  To  those  may  be  added  the  following.  Ben  JonSon's  Etery  Man  9ui^kit 
Hunumr,  A.  5.  S.  S :  **  Take  heed.  Sir  Puntarvolo,  what  you  do ;  he^U  bear  no  ceaU.  I  can  tcU  yoa 
(o*  my  word.")  7  .^  *  >  ^ 
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m,  Oy  Mr  Parson,  your  devising  pnte  hath 
ine  for  ever ;  Joan,  we'll  have  that  so ; 
}rter  the  work,  the  sweeter. 
I.  And  if  my  mother  give  hut  her  consent, 
sence  shall  in  no  case  hiuder  it. 
m.   Slie !    quotha,   she  is  mine  already ; 
9  her  presently.    Mr  Parson,  'tis  a  match ; 
leet  you.    Now,  miller,  do  I  go  beyond 
have  stripped  him  of  the  wench,  as  a  cook 
strip  an  eel  out  of  her  skin,  or  a  pudding 
tlie  case  thereof.    Now  I  talk  of  a  pud« 
)  *tis  my  only  food,  I  am  an  old  dog  at  it. 
Joan,  let  us  away,  1*11  pudding  you. 
't.  Well,  if  my  fortune  luckily  ensue, 
I  shall  cozen  him,  I'll  cozen  you.  [Exeunt, 

Castiliako  at  one  door  with  Marian, 
/  Lacy  at  another  door  with  Honor ea. 

Come,  lovely  Honorea,  bright  as  day, 
ae  Alcmena  from  her  sacred  bed, 
fupiter,  shap'd  like  Araphitrion  ; 
w  my  love. 

•  My  love !  whom  have  we  here  ?  Sweet 
ave !  but  alas  I  ain  betray'd  ! 

Thou  art  my  love. 
/.  No,  mine. 
.  Nor  yours,  nor  yours ; 
osgrave's  love :  O,  Musgrave,  where  art 

thou? 
/.  Be  not  displeas'd,  my  dear;  give  me 
thy  hand. 

•  Thy  hand,  false  earl !   nor  hand  nor 

heart  of  mine : 
It  thou  thus  cunningly  deceive  my  hopes? 
>uld  my  father  give  consent  thereto  ? 
neither  be,  nor  thou,  shalt  force  my  love. 

Tis  I,  fair  Honorea,  am  thy  love ; 
■je  the  worthless  earl,  give  me  thy  hand. 
'.  Whose  hand  would  you  have,  sir  ?  this 

hand  is  mine, 
ine  b  yours ;  then  keep  you  to  your  own  : 
e  vou  mine,  sir,  and  I  mean  to  keep  ynu. 

do  you  think  to  shake  me  off  so  soon  ? 
title  husband,  now  'tis  too  late ; 
lould  have  look'd  before  you  came  to  bed. 

**  Robin  Goodfellow  with  his  Master's 
gown, 

.  Many  good-morrows  to  my  gentle  master, 
y  new  mistress,  God  give  you  both  joy  ; 
say  you   to  your  gown,  sir,  this  cold 
morning? 

Robin,  I  am  undone,  and  cast  away  ! 

How,  master,  cast  away  upon  a  wife  ? 

Yea,  Robin,  cast  away  upon  a  wife. 

Cast  her  away  then,  master,  can  you  not  ? 
.  No,  sir,  he  cannot,  nor  he  shall  not  doit. 

Why,  how  know  you?  I  am  sure  you 
are  not  she. 
.  Yes,  sir,  I  am  your  mistress,  as  it  falls^ 

As  it  falls,  quoth  ye,  marry  a  foul  fhll  is  it. 
.  Base  rascal,  dost  thou  say  that  I  am  foul  ? 


Rob,  No;  it  was  foul  play  for  him  Co  fall 

upon  you. 
Mar,  How  know  you  that  he  fell  ?  were  you 
so  ni^U  ? 

[Shegiveth  Robtn  a  box  on  the  ear, 
Rob,  Mass,  it  should  seem  it  was  he  that  fell 
if  any; 
For  yod,  methinks,  are  of  a  mounting  nature: 
What,  at  my  ears  at  6rst  I  a  good  beginning. 
Lacy,  My  dear  delight,  wliy  dost  thou  stain 
thy  cheeks. 
Those  rosy  beds,  with  this  unseemly  dew  ? 
Shake  off  those  tears,  that  now  untimely  fall ; 
And  smile  on  me,  that  am  thy  summer's  joy. 

Hott.  Hapless  am  I  to  lose  so  sweet  a  prison. 
Thus  to  obtain  a  weary  liberty. 
Happy  had  I  been  so  to  have  remain'd. 
Of  which  estate  I  ne*er  should  have  complain'd. 
Rob,  Whoop,  wlio  I  more  marriages !  and  all 
of  a  sort;  liappy  are  they,  I  see,  that  live  v/ith- 
out  them  :  if  this  be  the  beginnings  what  will  be 
the  endiug? 

Enter  Earl  Morgan  and  Dunstan. 

Mor.  Look,   Dunstan,  where  they  be;  dis- 
pleas'd, no  doubt : 
Try  if  thou  canst  work  reconciliation. 

Cos.  My  Lfifd,  I  challenge  you  of  breach  of 
promise. 
And  claim  your  daughter  here  to  be  my  wife. 

Lacy.  Your  claim  is  nought,  sir ;  she  is  mine 
already. 

Hon,  Your  claim  is  nought,  sir ;  I  am  none 
ofyours. 

Mar,  Your  claim  is  here,  sir ;  Marian  is  yours. 
What,  husband,  newly  married,  and  inconstant ! 
'Greed  we  so  well  together  all  this  night. 
And  must  we  now  fall  out  ?  for  shame,  for  shame ; 
A  man  of  your  years,  and  be  so  unstay'd  ! 
Come  come  away,  there  may  no  other  be ; 
I  will  have  you,  therefore  you  shall  have  me. 

Rob.  This  is  the  bravest  country  in  the  world, 
Where  men  get  wives  whether  they  will  or  no ; 
I  trow  ere  long  some  wench  will  challenge  me. 

Ctis,  Oh !  is  not  this  a  goodly  consequence ; 
I  must  have  her,  because  she. will  have  me? 

Dun,  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  hear  Dunstan 
speak. 
Marriage,  no  doubt,  is  ordain'd  by  Providence  ; 
Is  sacred ;  not  to  be,  by  vain  affect, 
Turn'd  to  the  idle  humours  of  mens  brains; 
Besides,  for  you,  my  lady  Honorea, 
Your  duty  binds  you  to  obey  your  father. 
Who  better  knows  what  fits  you  than  yourself; 
And  'twere,  in  you,  great  folly  to  neglect 
The  earl's  great  love,  whereof  you  are  unworthy, 
Sliould  you  but  seem  offended  with  the  match; 
Therefore  submit  yourself  to  make  amends; 
For  'tis  your  fault ;  so  may  you  all  be  friends. 

Mor,  And,  daughter,  you  must  thiuk  what  I 
have  done 
Was  for  your  good,  to  wed  you  to  tlie  earl, 
Who  will  maintain  and  love  you  royally : 


SOS 
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For  what  had  Musgrave  but  his  idle  shape? 
A  shadow,  to  the  substance  you  mast  build  on. 
Rob.  She  will  build  substances  on  him  I  trow ; 
Who  keeps  a  shrew  against  her  will  had  better 
let  her  go. 
Mar,  Madam,  conceal  your  grief,  and  seem 
conteut; 
For,  as  it  is,  jou  must  be  ruPd  per  force ; 
Dissemble  till  convenient  time  may  serve 
To  think  on  this  despite  and  Musgrave's  lore. 
Lacy,  Tell  me,  my  dear,  wilt  thou  at  length 

be  pleas*d  f 
Hon.  As  eood  be  pleas'd,  my  lord,  as  not  be 
easd; 
Yet  though  my  former  love  did  move  me  much, 
Think  not  amiss,  the  same  love  may  be  yours.   . 
Cos,  What!  is  it  a  match f  nay  then,  since 
you  agree, 
t  cannot  mend  myself,  for  aueht  I  see ; 
And  therefore  'tis  as  good  to  be  content. 
Come,  lady,  'tis  your  lot  to  be  my  dame. 
Lordiugs,  adieu ;  God  send  you  all  good  speed ; 
Some  Imve  their  wives  for  pleasure,  some  for  need. 
Lacy,  Adieu,  Castiliano ;  are  we  friends  ? 
Coi,  Yes,  yes,  my  lord,  there  is  no  remedy, 
Rob.  No  remedy,  my  masters,  for  a  wife ! 
A  note  for  young  beginners,  mark  it  well. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Forrest,  Captain  Clinton,  Harvey. 


For.  Now,  gallants,  what  imagine  you  of  this  ? 
Our  noses  are  all  slit ;  for  Mariana, 
The  Spanish  doctor  hath  her  to  his  wife ; 
And  Musgrave's  hopes  are  dead  for  Honorea, 
For  she  is  married  to  the  earl  of  Kent : 
Twill  be  good  sport  to  see  them  when  they  rise. 
If  so  they  be  not  gotten  up  already. 

Clin.  I  say  the  devil  go  with  them  all,  for  me; 
The  Spanish  doctor  marry  Marian ! 
I  think  that  slave  was  bom  to  cross  me  still ; 
Had  it  not  been  last  day  before  the  earl. 
Upon  my  conscience  I  had  crack'd  his  crown, 
When  first  he  ask'd  the  lady  for  his  wife ; 
Now  he  hath  got  her  too,  whom  I  desir'd. 
Whv,  he'll  away  with  her  ere  long  to  Spain, 
And  keep  her  there  to  dispossess  our  hopes. 

For,  No,  I  can  comfort  you  for  that  suppose ; 
For  yesterday  he  hir'd  a  dwelling-house, 
And  here  he  means  to  tarry  all  this  year. 
So  long  at  least,  whatever  he  doth  hereafter. 

Clin.  A  sudden  plat-form  comes  into  my  mind, 
And  this  it  is :  Miles  Forrest,  thou  and  1 
Are  partly  well  acouainted  with  the  doctor. 
Ralph  Harvey  shall  along  with  us  to  him  ; 
Him  we'll  prefer  for  his  apothecary  : 
Now,  sir,  when  Ralph  and  ne  are  once  acquainted. 
His  wife  may  often  come  unto  his  house, 
Either  to  see  his  garden,  or  such  like ; 
For,  doubt  not,  women  will  have  means  enough, 
If  they  be  willing,  as  I  hope  she  will ; 
There  may  we  meet  her,  and  let  each  one  plead ; 
He  that  speeds  best,  why  let  him  carry  it. 


For,  I  needs  must  laugh,  to  think  how  aU  we 
three. 
In  the  contriving  of  this  feat,  agree ; 
But,  having  got  her,  every  man  will  strive 
How  each  may  other  of  her  love  deprive. 
Clin,  Tut,  Forrest,  love  admits  these  frieodlj 
strifes ; 
But  say,  how  like  you  of  my  late  device  ? 
For.  Surpassing    well,    but    let's    about  it 
streight ; 
Lest  he,  before  our  coming,  be  provided. 
Clin.  Agreed.  [Exevnt. 

Enter  Musgrave  and  Marian. 

Mui,  Tush,  cousin,  tell  not  me ;  but  this  de- 
vice 
Was  long  ago  concluded  *Cwizt  you  two ! 
Which  divers  reasons  move  me  to  imagine; 
And  therefore  these  are  toys  to  blind  my  eyes, 
To  make  me  think  she  only  loved  me, 
And  yet  is  married  to  another  man. 

Mar,  Whv,  cousin  Musgrave,  are  your  eyes 
90  blind, 

Yon  cannot  see  the  truth  of  that  report? 
Did  you  not  know,  my  lord  was  always  bent, 
Whatever  came,  to  wed  her  to  the  earl  ? 
And  have  you  not,  besides,  heard  the  device 
He  us'd  to  marry  her  against  her  will  ? 
Betray*d,  poor  soul,  unto  earl  Lacy's  bed, 
She  thought  she  held  young  Musgrave  in  her 

arms! 
Her  morning  tears  might  testify  her  thoughts; 
Yet  thou  shalt  see  she  loves  thee  more  than  him, 
And  thou  shalt  taste  tlie  sweets  of  her  deligbts. 
Mean  time  my  house  shall  be  tliy  mansion. 
And  thy  abode,  for  thither  will  she  come : 
Use  thou  that  opportunity,  and  try 
Whether  she  lov'd  thee,  or  did  but  dissemble. 
Mut.  If  she  continue  kind  to  me  hereafter, 
I  shall  imagine  well  of  her  and  you. 

Enter  Castiliano. 

Cos.  Now,  dame,  in  talk  !  wliat  centlemaB  ii 

this? 
Mar.  My  cousin  Musgrave,  husband,  cones  to 

see  you. 
Cat,  Musgrave,  now  on  my  faith  heartily  vet- 
come: 
Give  me  thy  hand,  my  cousin,  and  my  friend, 
My  partner  in  the  loss  of  Honorea; 
We  two  must  needs  be  friends,  our  fortune's  lUffs 
Marry,  yet  I  am  richer  by  a  shrew. 

Mar.  Tis  better  to  be  a  shrew,  sir,  thio  i 
sheep; 
You  have  no  cause,  I  hope,  yet  to  complain. 
Coi,  No,  dame;  for  yet  you  know  'tisbonej- 
moon; 
What !  we  have  scarcely  settled  our  acquaintance. 
Mut.  I  doubt  not,  cousin,  but  ye  shall  agiee; 
For  she  is  mild  enough  if  &lie  be  pleas'd. 

Cat.  So  is  the  devil,  rhey  say ;  yea,  cousin, ycif 
My  dear  and  I,  I  doubt  not,  shall  agree. 
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Enter  Robik. 

',  here  be  two  or  three  geutleraen  at 

he  door 

idly  speak  a  word  with  your  worship. 

r  Clinton,  FoasESTy  Haevey. 

no  bidding,  methinks ;  they  can  come 

Uone. 

od  save  you,  signior  Castiliano. 

captain,  '^come  sta?   welcome  all, 
ny  mends  I 

r,  we  are  come  to  bid  God  give  you  joy, 
our  house. 

ITelcome,  gentlemen : 
r  done  to  come  to  see  us  here, 
lis  kindness  makes  me  fear  my  master's 
lead: 

»purs  must  hare  game,  howe'er  they 
let  it. 

^e  have  a  suit  to  you,  CastiHano. 
^hat  is  it,  sir  ?  if  it  lies  in  roe,  'tis  done, 
lay,  but  a  trifle,  sir;  and  that  is, 

young  man,  by  trade  apothecary, 

to  retain  unto  your  cures. 

arry,  with  all  my  heart,  and  welcome 

too! 

f  I  call  your  name,  my  honest  friend  ? 

alph  Harvey,  sir;  your  neighbour  here 

bard  by. 


The  golden  lion  is  my  dweUing*place, 
Where  what  you  please  shall  be  with  care  peN 
formed. 
Cos,  Gramercies,  Harvey !   welcome,  all  my 
friends! 
Let*s  in,  and  hansel  our  new  mansion-house 
With  a  carousing  round  of  Spanish  wine. 
Come,  cousin  Musgrave,  you  shall  be  my  guest; 
My  dame,  I  trow,  will  welcome  you  herself. 
Mar,  No,  boy,  lord  Lacy's  wife  shall  welcome 

thee* 
Rob,  So  now  the  game  begins,  here's  some 
cheer  toward ; 
'^  I  must  be  skinker  then,  let  me  alone; 
They  all  shall  want,  ere  Robin  shall  hare  none. 

1' Exeunt  omnes  nisi  Clinton  and  Harvey. 
in.  Sirrah,  Ralph  Harvey,  now  the  entry  is 
made. 
Thou  only  hast  access  without ''  suspect. 
Be  not  forgetful  of  thy  agent  here. 
Remember  Clinton  was  the  man  that  did  it. 

Har.  Why,  captain,  now  you  talk  in  jealousy. 
Do  not  misconstrue  my  true-meaning  heart. 

Clin,  Ralph,  I  believe  thee,  and  rely  on  tbee. 
Do  not  too  long  absent  thee  ^m  the  doctor. 
Go  in,  carouse,  and  taint  his  Spanish  brain ; 
I'll  follow,  and  my  Marian's  health  maintain. 

Hnr,  Captain,  you  well  advise  me;  111  go  in| 
And  for  myself  my  love-suits  I'll  begin.  [Eseunl, 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  I. 

BIN  GooDFELLOw  wUk  hit  head  hroken, 

lie  devil  himself  take  all  such  dames 

for  me! 

!  had  rather  be  in  hell  than  here ; 


Nay,  let  him  be  his  own  man  if  he  list, 
Robin  means  not  to  stay  to  be  us'd  thus. 
The  very  first  day,  in  her  angry  spleen. 
Her  nimble  hand  began  to  greer  my  ears 
With  such  unkind  salutes  as  I  ne'er  felt. 
And  since  that  time  there  hath  not  pass'd  an  hour. 


p  ita  ?~The  Italian  for  How  doffvudttf       S.  P. 

it  be  ekinker  tkm. — Skmker  was  a  tapeter  or  drawer.  Prince  Henry,  in  The  Fini  Pari  ^ 
.  A.  2.  S.  4,  speaks  of  an  frnder-skimkir^  meaning  an  wnder-drwotr,  Mr  Steevens  says,  it  is 
rom  the  Dotcn  word  ethenken^  which  signifies  to  fill  a  cup  or  glass*  So,  in  G.  Fletcher's 
■mompmUA,  1591,  p.  13,  speaking  of  a  town  built  on  the  south-side  of  Moskoa,  bv  Basilios 
ror,  for  a  garrison  d  soldiers,  **  to  whom  he  gave  priviledge  to  drinke  mead  and  beer,  at 
or  prohibited  times,  when  other  Russes  may  drinke  nothing  but  water,  and  for  that  cause 
B  newe  citie  by  the  name  of  Naloi,  that  is  Skinck  or  powre  ta." 

m's  SipllMlsto,  A.  5.  S.  S : 

*'  Ore  whelme  me  not  with  sweets,  let  me  not  drink, 
Tin  my  breast  burst,  O  Jove !  thy  nectar  ekmke,** 

nHon's  Peeimeter,  A.  4.  S.  5 : 

Alb,  "  111  ply  the  table  with  dcctar,  and  make  'em  IHeiids. 
Her,  '*  Heaven  is  hke  to  have  but  a  lame  tkinker,** 

inson's  Bmihohmew  Fair,  A.  S.  S.  2 : 

h  yonr  cans  well  i*  the  filling,  at  length,  rogue,  and  Jog  yonr  bottles  o'  the  bnttocf,  sirrah ; 

k  out  the  first  glass  ever,  and  drink  with  all  companies." 

wvf«— Sospicion.    See  Note  45  to  Marlevr's  Edward  ike  Seiwif  Vol.  L  p.  t%t. 
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Wherein  she  hath  not  either  raird  upon  me. 
Or  Inid  her  anger's  load  upon  my  limbs. 
ISven  now  (for  no  occasion  in  the  world, 
But  as  it  pleas'd  her  ladyship  to  take  it) 
She  gat  me  up  a  staff,  and  breaks  my  head. 
But  ril  no  longer  serve  so  curs'd  a  dame, 
I'll  run  as  far  first  as  my  legs  will  bear  me. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  to  hell  I  dare  not  go, 
Until  my  roaster's  twelve  months  be  expir'd; 
And  here  to  stay  with  mistress  Marian, 
Better  to  be  so  long  in  purgatory. 
r«low,  feurewel,  master !  but,  shrewd  dame,  fare- 
ill  ! 
ril  lehve  you,  though  the  devil  is  with  you  still. 

[Exit  Robin. 

Enter  Marian  alone ,  chafing. 

Mar,  My  heart  still  pants  within ;   I  am  so 
chaft! 
The  rascal  slave  my  man,  that  sneaking  rogue. 
Had  like  to  have  undone  us  all  for  ever ! 
My  cousin  Musgrave  is  wiih  Honorea, 
Set  in  an  arbour  in  the  summer  garden ; 
And  he,  forsooth,  must  needs  go  in  for  herbs, 
And  told  me  further,  that  his  master  bid  him ; 
But  Inlaid  hold  iipon  my  younker's  pate, 
And  made  the  blood  run  down  about  his  ears. 
J  trow  he  shall  ask  me  leave  ere  he  go. 
Now  is  my  cousin  master  of  his  love, 
The  lady  at  one  time  reveng*d  and  pleas'd  : 
So  speed  they  all,  that  marry  maids  perforce  ! 

Enter  Castiliako. 

But  here  my  husband  comes. 

Cat,  What,  dame,  alone  ? 

,Mar,  Yes,  sir,  this  once,  for  want  of  company. 

Cos,  Why,  Where's  my  lady,  and  my  cousin 
Musgrave  ? 

Mar,  You  may  go  look  them  both  for  aught 
I  know. 

Ca$,  What,  are  you  angry,  dame  ? 

Mar.  Yea,  so  it  seems. 

Ca$,  What  is  the  cause,  I  pr'ythee? 

Mar,  Why  would  you  know? 

Cat,  That  I  might  ease  it,  if  it  lay  in  me. 

Mar,  O,  but  it  belongs  not  to  your  trade. 

Cat,  You  know  not  that. 

Mar.   I  know  you  love  to  prate,  and  so  I 
leave  you.  [Exit  Marian. 

Cat.  Well,  go  thy  way  ;  ofl  have  I  raked  hell 
To  get  a  wife,  yet  never  found  her  like. 
Why  this  it  is  to  marry  with  a  shrew. 
Yet,  if  it  be,  as  I  presume  it  is, 
There's  but  one  thmg  offends  both  her  and  me ; 
And  I  am  glad  if  that  be  it  offends  her. 
'Tis  so,  no  doubt;  I  read  it  in  her  brow. 
Lord  Lacy  shall,  with  all  my  heart,  enjoy 
Fair  Honorea :  Marian  is  mine ; 
Who,  though  the  be  a  shrew,  yet  is  she  honest. 


So  is  not  Honorea :  for  even  pow. 
Walking  within  my  garden  ail  alone. 
She  came  with  Musgrave,  stealing  closely  by. 
And  follows  him  that  seeks  to  fly  from  her. 
I  spy'd  this  all  unseen,  and  left  them  there. 
But  sure  my  dame  hath  some  conceit  thereof 
And  therefore  she  is  thus  angry,  honest  soul ! 
Well,  I'll  strait  hence  unto  my  lord  of  Kent, 
And  warn  him  watch  his  wife  from  tliese  cloie 

meetings. 
Well,  Marian,  thou  liv'st  yet  free  from  blame: 
Let  ladies  go,  thou  art  the  devil's  dame. 

[Exit  Castiliaio. 

Enter  the  Devil,  like  Musgrave,  with  Hokorea. 

Mut.  No,  lady ;  let  thy  modest,  virtuous  bfe 
Be  always  joined  with  thy  comely  shape. 
For  lust  eclipseth  nature's  ornament. 

Hon,  Youi)g  heady  boy,   think'st  thou  thoa 
shalt  recal 
Thy  long-made  love,  which  thou  so  oft  bast 

sworn  ? 
Making  my  maiden  thoughts  to  doat  on  thee. 
Mut,  VVith  patience  bear  nie,  and  if  what  I 

''  Shall  jump  with  reason,  then  you'll  pardon  me. 
The  time  hath  been  when  my  soul's  liberty 
Vow'd  servitude  unto  that  heavenly  face. 
Whilst  both  had  equal  liberty  of  choice: 
But  since  the  holy  bond  of  marriage 
Hath  left  me  single,  you  a  wedded  wife. 
Let  me  not  be  the  third,  unlawfully 
To  do  earl  Lacy  so  foul  injury. 

But  now  at  last 

Hon,  I  would  that  last 
Might  be  thy  last,  thou  monster  of  all  men ! 
Mut,  Hear  me  with  patience. 
Hon,  Cease :  I'll  hear  no  more ; 
Tis  my  affection,  and  not  reason  speaks : 
Then,  Musgrave,  turn  the  hardness  of  thy  heart, 
And  now  at  least  incline  thy  love  to  mine. 
Alut,  Nay,  now  I  see  thou  wilt  not  be  re- 
claim'd. 
Go  and  bestow  this  hot  love  on  the  earl ; 
Let  not  these  loose  affects  thus  scandalize 
Your  fair  report.    Go  home  and  learn  to  live 
As  chaste  as  Lucrece,  madam.    So  I  leave  yoo. 

[Shepulleth  him  back, 

Hon,  O  stay  a  little  while,  and  hear  my  toogoe 

Speak  my  heart's  words,  which  cannot  chose 

but  tell  thee, 
I  hate  the  earl,  only  because  I  love  thee. 

[Exit  Musgrave. 
Musgrave,  return!  hear,  Honorea  speaks! 
Disdain  hath  left  him  winp  to  fly  from  me ! 
Sweet  Love,  lend  me  thy  wiogs  to  overtake  him; 
For  I  can  stay  him  with  kind  dalliance ! 
All  this  is  but  the  blinduess  of  my  fancy. 
Recal  thyself:  let  not  thy  honour  bleed 


*9  SkaUJvmpwUk  reatomj  4cc«— See  Note  17  to  Akxmnder  and  Campagpe,  Vol.  I.  p.  159. 
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>al  wounds  of  infamy  and  shame, 
borne  shall  call  me  home  ngain, 
dear  lord  bewails,  as  much  as  I, 
ich  love  to  her  that  loves  not  him. 
ereafter  fix  her  maiden  love 
D  any,  lest  she  feel  with  me 
t  revolt,  and  his  inconstancy.    [Ejrit. 

'er  Forrest,  with  Marian. 

t,  ril  remember  thee,  and  streight 

etum: 

the  doctor. 

^here?  Forrest,  farewell ! 

•t  have  him  see  me  for  a  world. 

hy  ?   he  is  not  here;  well,  now  I  see 

ou  fear  him. 

larry  beshrew  thee  for  thy  false  alarm ! 

}  no,  i  neither  fear  nor  love  him. 

t  where'smy  lady  ?  She  is  gone  home  I 

efore,  I 

It  follow  after ;  Marian,  farewell. 

shall  expect  your  coming. 

esently ;   and  hearest  tlu>u,  Marian  ? 

lay,  it  shall  be  so. 

[He  whispers  in  her  car, 
lord,  sir,  you  are  wed,  I  warrant  you ; 
I),  be  merry,  and  it  may  be  kiss ; 
look  for  more,  you  aim  amiss. 

>  to,  go  to !  we'll  talk  of  this  anon. 

[Exit  Forrest. 
^ell,  go  thy  way,  for  the  true-heart- 
st  man 

:,  and  as  full  of  honesty ; 
I  wanton  as  a  pretty  lamb. 

>  again,  for  he  hath  lov*d  me  long, 
ve  many  more  besides  himself: 
coy  and  proud,  as  maids  are  wont, 
0  match  beyond  my  mean  estate ; 

i  favoured  youths,  and  youthful  sports, 
tirst  not  venture  on  the  main ; 
t  will  not  be  so  soon  espy*d ; 
not,  but  a  wife  a  fault  may  hide. 

Enter  Nan. 

>Ian! 

inon,  forsooth, 
lome  hither,  maid ! 
e  my  keys,  and  fetch  the  galley-pot ; 
ir  napkin,  and  some  fruit  dishes ; 
and  make  all  ready  presently ; 
■est  will  come  streight  to  drink  with  me. 
will  forsooth.  [Exit  Nan. 

(Thy  am  I  young  but  to  enjoy  my  years  ? 
L  fEiir,  but  that  I  should  be  lov'd  t 
ihoutd  I  be  lov*d,  and  not  love  others  ? 
s  a  fool  that  her  affection  smothers : 
for  love  I  was  the  doctor*s  wife, 
e  love  me  when  he  first  was  mine; 
b,  this  wife  is  but  an  idle  name  ! 
now  to  try  another  game, 
etum'd  so  soon  ?  O  'tis  well  dont. 


Enter  Nan  with  the  Banquet. 

And  hear'st  thou.  Nan ;  when  Forrest  shall  re- 
turn. 
If  any  happen  to  enquire  for  me, 
Whether  *t  be  captain  Clinton,  or  Ralph  Harvey, 
Call  presently,  and  say  thy  master's  come; 
So  ril  send  Forrest  o'er  the  garden  pale. 
Nan.  I  will,  forsooth. 

Mar.  Mean  ^time  stay  thou  and  make  our 
banquet  ready, 
ni  to  my  closet,  and  be  here  again, 
Before  Miles  Forrest  shall  come  visit  me. 

[Exit  Marian. 
Nan,  I  wonder  what  my  mistress  is  about ; 
Somewhat  she  would  not  have  my  master  know; 
Whate'er  it  be,  'tis  nothing  unto  me ; 
She  is  my  good  mistress;   and  Til  keep  her 

counsel. 
I  have  oh  seen  her  kiss  behind  his  back ;  > 

And  laugh,  and  toy,  when  he  did  little  think  it{ 

0  what  a  winking  eye  the  wanton  hath 

To  cozen  him,  even  when  he  looks  upon  her ! 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  what  she  doth  ? 
I'll  taste  her  jonkets,  since  I  am  alone; 
That  which  is  good  for  them,  cannot  hurt  me. 
Ay,  marry,  this  is  sweet !  a  cup  of  wine 
mil  not  be  hurtful  for  digestion. 

Enter  Castiliano. 

Cos,  I  would  I  had  been  wiser  once  to-day ; 

1  went  on  purpose  to  my  lord  of  Kent, 

To  Kive  him  some  good  counsel  for  his  wife. 
And  he,  poor  heart,  no  sooner  heard  my  news, 
But  turns  me  up  his  whites,  and  falls  flat  down: 
There  I  was  fain  to  rub  and  chafe  bis  veins, 
And  much  ado  we  had  to  get  him  live ; 
But  for  all  that  he  is  extremely  sick. 
And  I  am  come  in  fill  the  haste  I  may 
For  cordials  to  keep  the  earl  alive : 
But  how  now,  what  a  banquet !    What  means 
this? 
Nan,  Alas,  my  master  is  come  home  himself! 
Mistress,  mistress !  my  master  is  come  home ! 

[He  stops  her  mouth, 
Cos,  Peace,  you  young  strumpet,  or  1*11  stop 
your  speech : 
Come  hither,  maid  !  tell  me,  and  tell  me  true. 
What  means  this  banquet  ?  what's  your  mistress 

doing  ? 
Why  cam*st  thou  out,  when  as  thou  saw'st  me 

coming  ? 
Tell  me,  or  else  1*11  hang  thee  by  the  heels, 
And  whip  thee  naked :  come  ou,  what's  the 
matter? 
Nan,  Forsooth,  I  cannot  tell. 
Cas.  Can  you  not  tell  ?  come  on,  I'll  make 

you  tell  me. 
Nan.  O  master;  I  will  tell  you. 
Cas.  Then  say  on. 

Nan.  Nothing,  in  truth,  forsooth,  but  that  she 
means 
To  have  a  gentleman  come  drink  with  her. 
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Cat,  What  gentleman  ? 

Nan,  Forsoothy  *tis  Mr  Forrest,  as  I  think. 

Cm.  Forrest !  nay  then  I  know  how  the  game 
eoeth: 
Whoever  Toseth,  I  am  sure  to  win 
By  their  great  kindness ;  tho't  he  hut  the  horns : 

Enter  Forrest  at  one  door,  Mariak  at 

another. 

But  here  comes  he  and  she.  Cothe  hither,  maid ; 
Upon  tliy  life  give  not  a  «vord,  a  look, 
That  she  may  ^now  aught  of  my  heing  here ; 
Stand  still,  and  do  whate'er  she  hids  thee  do. 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  hut  if  thou  dost  betray  me, 
ru  cut  thy  throat,  look  to  it,  for  I  will  do  it; 
I'll  stand  here  close  to  see  the  end  of  this : 
And  see  what  rakes  she  keeps  when  Fm  abroad. 

Mwr,  *Tis  kindly  done.  Miles,  to  return  so  soon, 
And  so  I  take  it.    Nnn,  is  our  banquet  ready  ? 
Welcome,  my  love !  I  see  you'll  keep  your  word. 

Nan,  'Twere  better  for  ycu  both  he  had  not 
kept  it. 

For,  Yea,  Mariana,  el^e  I  were  unworthy ; 
I  did  but  bring  my  lady  to  the  door, 
And  there  I  left  her  full  of  melancholy. 
And  discontented. 

Afar,  Why,  'twas  kindly  done. 
Come,  come  sit  down,  and  let  us  laugh  a  while: 
Maid,  fill  some  wine. 

Nan,  Alas,  my  breech  makes  buttons, 
And  so  would  theirs,  knew  they  as  much  as  I. 
He  may  change  the  sweet-meats,  and  put 
Purging  comfits  in  the  dishes. 

mar.  Here's  to  my  lady,  and  my  cousin  Mu>- 
grave. 

For,  I  pray  remember  gentle  master  doctor. 
And  good  earl  Lacy  too,  among  the  rest. 

Cat,  Q,  sir,  we  nnd  you  kind !  we  thank  you 
for  it ; 
The  time  may  come  when  we  may  cry  yon  (juit. 

Nan,  Master,  shall  I  steal  you  a  cup  of  wme? 

Cat,  Away,  you  baggage;  hold  your  peace, 
you  wretch. 

For,  But  I  had  rather  walk  into  your  orchard, 
And  see  tout  gallery,  so  much  commended ; 
To  view  the  workmanship  he  brought  from  Spain, 
Wlierein's  describ'd  the  banquet  of  the  gods. 

Mar,  *°  Ay,  there's  one  piece  exceeding  lively 
done; 
Where  Mars  and  Venus  lie  within  a  net, 
IndosM  by  VuScao,  and  he  looking  on. 

Cut.  Better  and  better  yet ;  'twill  mend  anon. 

Mar,  Another  of  Diana  with  her  nymphs, 
Bttthing  their  naked  bodies  in  the  streams; 
Whece  fond  Acteon,  for  his  eves'  offence. 
Is  turn'd  into  a  bart*s  shape,  horns  and  all : 
And  this  the  doctor  hangs  right  o'er  his  bed. 

For.  Those  horns  may  fiiU  and  light  upon  his 
head* 


Cat,  And  if  they  do,  worse  luck ;  what  le^ 
medy  ? 

For,  Nay,  Mariau,  well  not  leave  these  sightt 
unseen : 
And  then  we'll  see  your  orchard  and  your  fruit; 
For  now    there  hangs   queen  apples  on  tin 

trees, 
And  one  of  them  are  worth  a  score  of  these. 
Mar,  Well,  you  shall  see  them,  lest  yon  kne 
your  longing.  [Exeunt  Mar.  and  Foi. 
Cat.  Nay,  if  ye  fall  a  longing  for  green  (hot, 
Child-bearing  is  not  fiir  off,  I  am  sore ! 
Why  this  is  excellent;  I  feel  the  buds': 
My  head  groweth  hard,  my  horns  will  sboitlj 

spring. 
Now  who  may  lead  the  cuckold's  dance  birt  I, 
That  am  become  the  head  man  of  the  parish  ? 
O !  this  it  is  to  have  an  honest  wife. 
Of  whom  so  much  I  boasted  once  to-day. 
Come  hither,  minx !  you  know  your  mistrctf'i 

mind, 
And  you  keep  secret  all  her  villainies; 
Tell  me,  you  were  best,  where  was  this  pbt 

devised? 
How  did  these  villains  know  I  was  abroad  f 
Nan*  Indeed,  forsooth,  I  knew  not  when  it 
was; 
My  mistress  call'd  me  from  my  work  of  late. 
And  bade  me  lay  a  napkin ;  so  I  did. 
And  made  this  banquet  ready :  but  in  truth 
I  knew  not  what  she  did  intend  to  do. 

Cat.  No,  no,  you  did  not  watch  against  I 
came, 
To  give  her  warning  to  dispatch  her  knaves? 
You  cry'd  not  out,  when  as  yoo  saw  me  come? 
All  this  is  nothing,  but  I'll  trounce  you  all. 
Nan,  In  truth,  good  master ! 

Enter  Marian,  Forrest* 

Cat.  Peace,  stay  !  they  come. 
Whimper  not;  and  you  do.  111  ose  yoo  wone. 
Behold  that  wicked  stmmpet  with  that  knave! 
()  that  I  had  a  pistol  for  their  sakes. 
That  at  one  shot  I  mi«;ht  dispatch  them  both ! 
But  I  must  stand  close  yet,  and  see  the  rest 

Mar»  How  lik*st  thou,  Miles,  my  orchard,  sod 
my  house? 

For,  Well;   thou  art  seated  to  thy  heart's 
content, 
A  pleasant  orchard,  and  a  house  well  funiisb*d; 
There  nothing  wants ;  but  in  the  gallery 
The  jminter  shews  his  art  exceedingly. 

Mar,  Yet  is  there  one  thing  goeth  beyoo^ 
all  these ; 
Contented  life,  thatgiveth  the  heart  his  case; 
And  that  I  want.       [One  knocketh  at  the  itor. 

For.  Sweet  love,  adieu.  [Exit  Forxsst. 

Mar.  Farewell,  sweetheart.    Who  is  that  at 
the  door? 


so 


Afp  tkert^t^ 


to  this  description  is  one  in  Marlow's  Edicard  It,  A.  1. 
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Enter  Clinton. 

A  friend. 

Come  Dear :  what,  captain,  is  it  you  ? 
Even  I,  fair  Marian,  watching  carefully 
sed  step  of  opportunity. 
Good,  good !  now  fortune  gluts  me  with 
excess? 

that  have  enough  shall  meet  with  more. 
But  where's  the  doctor  ? 
Mmistring  abroad 
»  some  sick  patients  he  retains. 
Let  him  abroad,  1*11  minister  at  home 
sic  shall  content  my  Marian. 
>  monstrous !  now  the  world  mast  see 
my  shame ; 

I  must  bear  whatever  "  likes  my  dame. 
[  have  no  malady  requires  a  cure, 
^hy,  then  must  I  assume  a  sick  man's 
part, 

ly  sickness  lieth  at  my  heart ; 
eart-buming  that  torments  me  so  ! 
There  is  no  cure  for  fire  but  to  be 
quench'd. 

hou  hast  pre9crib*d  a  sovereign  remedy, 
who  the  devil  made  her  a  physician  ? 
^t*s  not  obscure,  what  love  doth  mani- 
fest; 

stranger's  bed  make  thee  seem  strange 
lat  ever  lov'd  and  honoured  thee. 
V  captain  made  a  captive  by  loose  love, 
in^  mncy ;  fie,  'twere  monstrous  shame 
id's  bow  should  blemish  Mars's  name ; 
by  arms,  recal  thy  drooping  thoughts ; 
thy  troops  into  the  spacious  fields. 
le  counseb  others  well,  if  she  would 
take  it. 

hou  counsellest  the  blind  to  lead  the 
t>lind ; 

i  them  that  cannot  guide  myself? 
rian,  must  release  my  captive  heart, 
i^ith  all  my  heart,  I  grant  thee  free 
please. 


Clin,  Thou  art  obscure  too  much :  but  tell 
me,  love, 
Shall  I  obtain  my  long-desired  love? 

Mar.  Captain,  there  is  yet  somewhat  in  thy 
mind 
Thou  would  St  reveal,  but  wantest  utterance ; 
Thou  better  knowest  to  front  the  braving  foe, 
Than  plead  love-suits. 

Clin.  I  grant,  'tis  even  so ; 
Extremity  of  passions  still  are  dumb, 
No  tongue  can  tell  love's  chief  perfections : 
Persuade  thyself  my  love-sick  thoughts  are  thine; 
Thou  only  may'st  those  drooping  thoughts  refine. 
Mar,   Since  at  my   hands,  thou  seek'st  a 
remedy, 
I'll  ease  thy  grief,  and  core  thy  malady  ; 
No  dru^  the  doctor  hath  shall  be  too  dear; 
His  antidote  shall  fly  to  do  thee  good ; 
Come  in,  and  let  thy  eye  make  choice  for  thee. 
That  thou  may*st  know  how  dear  thou  art  to  roe. 

[Eseunt  Clinton,  Marian. 
Cas.  Is  this  ooedience?   now  the  devil  go 
with  them ! 
And  yet  I  dare  not ;  ^^oh  she's  mankind  grown ! 
O  miserable  men  that  must  live  so, 
And  damned  strumpets,  authors  of  this  woe ! 

Enter  Clinton,  Marian. 

ff 

But  peace !  be  still !  they  come  !  O  shameless 

shame ! 
Well  may  the  world  call  thee  the  devil's  dame. 

Mar.  Captain,  thy  sk.ill  hath  pleased  me  so 
well. 
That  I  have  vow'd  my  service  to  Bellona. 

Cas.  Her  service  to  Bellona!    turn'd  stark 
ruffian  ! 
She'll  be  call'd  Caveliero  Marian. 

Clin.  And  I  will  train  thee  up  in  feats  of  arms. 
And  teach  thee  all  the  orders  of  the  field ; 
That  whilst  we,  like  to  Mars  and  Venus,  jest. 
The  doctor's  head  may  get  a  gallant  crest. 

Cas.  I  can  no  longer  linger  my  disgrace. 
Nor  hide  my  shame  from  their  detested  sight. 


.—See  Note  on  Cornelia,  A.  1.  Dodsley^s  Old  Plays,  Vol.  II.  edit  1780. 
-  ok  sh^s  mankind  grown!— In  Shakspeare's  Coriolanns,  Sicinius  asks  Volomnia, "  Are  yon 
on  which  Dr  Johnson  remarks,  that  '<  a  mankind  woman  is  a  woman  with  the  roughness 
and,  in  an  aggravated  sense,  a  woman /eroctoM,  vtoleni,  and  eager  to  shed  hlood.**  Mr  Up* 
unkind  means  wicked.  See  his  Remarks  on  Ben  Jonson,  p.  92.  The  word  is  ireqaentfy 
nily  maecnUne.    So,  in  Lovt^s  Cwre  ;  or,  The  Martial  Maid,  A.  4.  S.  S : 

**  From  me,  all  mankind  women  learn  to  wooe." 


my  wife'8»a  woman ;  yet 


(( 


Tis  more  than  I  know  yet,  that  know  not  her ; 
If  she  should  prove  mankind^  'twere  rare  ^  fie  I  fie! 


i^  City  Madam,  A.  «.  S.  1 : 


"  Yon  brach 

Are  yon  tnm'd  mankind?** 


in. 
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How  now,  thou  whore,  dishonour  to  my  bed  ! 
Disdain  to  womanhood,  shame  of  thy  sex ! 
Insatiate  monster  !  corrosive  of  my  soul ! 
What  makes  this  captain  revelling  in  my  house  ? 
My  house  ?  nay,  in  my  bed !   you'il  prove  a 

soldier ! 
Follow  Bellona,  turn  a  martialist ! 
1*11  try  if  thou  hast  leam'd  to  ward  my  blows. 
Mar.  Why,  how  now,  man  !  is  this  your  mad- 
ding month  ? 
What,  sir,  will  you  forbid  me  in  good  sort 
To  entertain  my  friends  ? 

Cas,  Your  fnends,  you  whore ! 
They  are  no  friends  of  mine,  nor  come  they  here: 
Clinton  avaunt,  my  house  is  for  no  such. 

Mar,  Alas,  good  sir,  arc  you  grown  so  sus- 
picious, 
Thus  on  no  proah  to  nourish  jealousy  ? 
I  cannot  kiss  a  man,  but  you'll  be  angry. 
Jn  spite  of  you,  or  whoso  else  saitb  nay, 
My  friends  are  welcome  as  they  come  this  way. 
If  thou  mislike  it,  mend  it  as  you  may : 
What  do  you  think  to  pin  up  Marian, 
As  you  were  wont  to  do  your  Spanish  girls  ? 
No,  sir,  I'll  be  half  mistress  of  myself ; 
The  other  half  is  yours,  if  you  deserve  it. 

Clin,  What  madness  mov'd  thee  be  displeas*d 
with  me, 
That  always  us'd  thee  with  so  kind  regard  ? 
Did  I  not  at  thy  first  arrival  here 
Conduct  thee  to  the  earl  of  London's  house  ? 

Mar,  Did  I  not,  being  unsolicited. 
Bestow  my  first  pure  maiden*love  on  thee  ? 


Clin,  Did  I  not  grace  tliee  there  io  all  the 
court. 
And  bear  thee  out  against  the  daring  abbot  ? 
Mar,    Did    I  forsake  many  young  gallant 
courtiers, 
Enamoured  with  thy  aged  gravity  ? 
Who  now  being  weary  of  me,  would'st  diagnft 
me  ? 
Cos,  If  there  be  any  conscience  left  on  eaitb, 
How  can  I  but  believe  these  protestations? 
Clin,  Have  I  not  always  been  tliy  nearest 

friend  ? 
Mar.  Have  I  not  always  been  thy  deaieit 

wife  ? 
Clin.  How  much  will  all  the  worid  in  this 

condemn  thee  ? 
Mar.  At  first  I  little  fear'd  what  now  I  find, 
And  grieve  too  late. 

Cos,  Content  thee,  gentle  dame ; 
The  nature  of  our  countrymen  is  such. 
That  if  we  see  another  kiss  our  wives, 
We  cannot  brook  it :  but  I  will  be  pleas*d ; 
For,  *^  will  I,  nill  I,  so  methinks  I  roust. 
And,  gentle  captain,  be  not  you  offended ; 
I  was  too  hot  at  first,  but  now  repent  it : 
I  pr'ytliee,  gentle  dame,  forgive  roe  this, 
And  drown  all  jealousy  in  this  sweet  kiss. 
Clin.  This  shews  your  wisdom ;  ou,  I'll  foOov 

you. 
Mar.  Well,  doctor,  henceforth  never  reake  it 
scorn 
At  my  sweet  Clinton's  hands  to  take  the  horn* 

[Etani. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  ^^  Robin  Goodfellow,  in  a  tuit  qf 
leather  close  to  hit  body  ;  hit /ace  and  hands 
coloured  russet-colour,  with  a  flail, 

^h.  The  doctor's  self  would  scarce  know 
Robin  now : 
Curs'd  Marian  may  go  seek  another  man. 
For  I  intend  to  dwell  no  longer  with  her ; 
Since  that  the  bastinado  drove  uie  thence. 
These  silken  girls  are  all  too  fine  for  me : 
My  master  shall  report  of  those  in  hell. 


WhiUt  I  go  range  amongst  the  country-maid^ 
To  see  if  home-spun  lasses  milder  Le 
Than  my  curs'd  dame,  and  Lacy*8  wanton  wk- 
Thus  therefore  will  I  live  betwixt  two  shapes; 
When  as  I  list  in  this  transform'd  disguise, 
I'll  fright  the  country  people  as  tbey  pass; 
And  sometimes  turn  me  to  some  other  forai, 
And  so  delude  them  witli  faotastick  shews. 
But  woe  betide  the  silly  dairy-maids, 
For  I  shall  fleet  their  cream-bowls  night  by  nigfat; 
And  slice  the  bacon  flitches  as  they  hang. 
Well,  here  in  Croydon,  will  I  first  begin 


^3  WiU  /,  wiU  L— Whether  I  will  or  wtt.    This  mode  of  expression  is  often  found  in  contemportfy 

writers.    Dekkar*8  Bel^num  qfLondmy  Sign.  F.  3 :  " can  by  no  meanes  bee  brought  to  remenbtf 

this  new  friend,  yet  will  hee^  nill  he,  to  the  taverne  he  sweares  to  have  him." 

*^  Robin  Goo^eUow. — Sometimes  called  Pucke,  alias  Hobgoblin.  In  the  creed  of  ancient  suDOiti' 
fion,  he  was  a  kind  of  merry  sprite,  whose  character  and  atchieveoients  are  recorded  in  a  balls' 
printed  in  Dr  Percys  Rtliquf^  of  Ancient  Poetry^  Vol.  III.  p.  202 ;  where  tlie  reader,  who  is  deiirotf 
of  further  iuformatiou  concerning  this  personage,  may  meet  with  complete  satiifactioB* 
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To  frolic  it  among  the  country  lobs  '• 
This  day,  they  say,  is  call'd  Holyrood-day, 
And  all  the  youth  are  now  a  nutting  gone. 
Here  are  a  crew  ofyonkers  in  this  wood, 
Well  sorted,  for  each  lad  hath  got  his  lass. 
Marry,  indeed,  there  is  a  **  tricksey  girl. 
That  three  or  four  would  fain  he  doing  with  ; 
But  that  a  wily  priest  among  the  rest 
Intends  to  bear  her  share  a%vay  from  all. 
The  miller,  and  my  brother  Grim  the  collier, 
Appointed  here  to  scuffle  for  her  love. 
I  am  on  Griin's  side ;  for  long  time  ago 
The  devil  call'd  the  collier  like  to  like : 

Emter  Grim,  Clack,  Parson  Shorthose,  Joan 
with  a  bag  of  nut t. 

Bat  here  the  miller  and  the  collier  come. 
With  parson  Mack-bate,  and  their  tricksey  girl. 

Grim.  Parson,  persuade  me  no  more ;  I  come, 
Jug,  to  your  custody ;  Jug,  hold  the  nut-bag. 

Clack,  Nay,  I  will  give  you  nuts  to  crack. 

Grim,  Crack  in  thy  throat  and  hauster  too. 

Short,  Neighbours,  I  wish  you  both  agree : 
Let  me  be  judge,  be  ruTd  by  me. 

Grim,  Mr  Parson,  remember  what  Puzziles 
saith,  Nt  accesteris  ad  comilio^  SfC,  I  tell  you 
I  found  this  written  in  the  bottom  of  one  of  ray 
empty  sacks :  Never  persuade  men  that  be  in- 
execrable.  I  have  vowed  it,  and  I  will  perform 
JL  The  quarrel  is  gi'ent,  and  I  have  taken  it 
upon  my  own  shoulders. 

Clack,  Ay,  that  thou  shalt  «re  I  have  done ; 
for  I  will  linr  it  on,  i*faith. 

Grim.  Uyou  lay  it  in,  I  must  bear  it  out,  this 
is  all.  If  yon  strike,  I  must  stand  to  any  thing; 
although  it  be  the  biggest  blow  that  you  can  lay 
opon  me. 

Joan,  Ye  both  have  oftentimes  sworn  that  ye 
love  me ; 
Let  me  over-rule  you  in  this  angry  mood : 
Neif:hbours  and  old  acquaintance,  and  fall  out ! 

Koh.  Why,  that  is  because  thou  wilt  not  let 
tbem  h\\  in. 

Grim.  I  say,  my  heart  bleedeth  when  thou 
speak  est,  and  therefore  do  not  provoke  me. 
Yet,  miller,  as  I  am  monstrous  angry,  so  I  have 
a  wonderful  great  mind  to  be  repeas'd ;  let's  think 
what  barm  cometli  by  this  same  fighting :  if  we 
shoaUi  hurt  one  another,  how  can  we  help  it  ? 
Again,  Clack;  do  but  here  forswear  J oau*s  com- 
pany, and  I'll  be  thine  instead  of  lier,  to  use  in 
ail  your  businesses  from  Croydon  to  London ; 


fo 


vour's  Gilbert  Grim,  the  chief  collier  for  the 
king's  majesty's  own  mouth. 

Clnck.  O,  Grim,  do  I  smell  you  ?  DI  rouke 
ou  forswear  her  before  we  two  part ;  and  there- 
ore  corae  on  to  this  geere.  Collier,  I  will  lay 
6n  load,  and  when  it  is  done,  let  who  will  take 
it  off  again. 

Joan.  Yet  once  more  bear  nic  spt^k ;  leave 
off  for  shame. 
If  not  for  love ;  and  let  not  others  laugh 
To  see  your  follies ;  let  me  over-rule  you. 
Short,  Ay,  let  them  fight,  I  care  not,  I 
Mean  time  away  with  Joan  will  fly ; 
And  whilst  they  two  are  at  it  here. 
We  two  will  sport  ourselves  elsewhere. 

Rob,  There's  a  stone  priest,    he  loveth  a 
wench !   Indeed, 
He  careth  not,  though  both  of  them  do  bleed ; 
But  Robin  Goodfellow  will  conjure  you. 
And  roar  your  match,  and  bang  you  soundly  too. 
I  like  this  country-girl's  condition  well; 
She's  faithful,  and  a  lover  but  to  one ; 
Robin  stands  here  to  ri^ht  both  Grim  and  her. 
Grim.  Master  Parson,  look  you  to  my  love. 
Miller,  here  I  stand 
With  my  heart  and  my  hand 
In  sweet  Juv^'s  right. 
With  thee  to  fight. 

Clatk,  Come,  let  us  to  it  then. 

[They  fight,  Robin  beateth  the  Miller 
with  a  flail,  andj'eil^th  him. 
Jtob.  Now,  miller,  miller,  dustipoui, 
I'll  clapper>claw  yonr  jobbernoul. 

Short,  Come,  Jug,  let's  leave  these  senseless 
blocks. 
Giving  each  other  blows  and  knocks. 
Joftn.  I  love  my  Grim  too  well  to  leave  him  so. 
Short,  You  shall  not  chuse ;  come,  let's  away. 
[Shortbose  pulleth  Jvo  after  him,  Robin 
beateth  the  Priest  with  his  flail. 
Rob.  Nay  then,  sir  priest,  I'll  make  you  stay. 
Clack,  Nay,  this  is  nothing.  Grim;  we'll  not 
part  so.    I  thought  to  have  borne  it  off  with  my 
back-sword  ward,  aqd  I  receiv'd  it  upon  my 
bare  **  costard.  [Theyfght  again, 

Rob.  What,  miller,  are  you  up  again  ? 
^^Nay,  then  my  flail  shall  never  lin. 
Until  I  forc^  one  of  us  twain 
Betake  him  to  his  heels  amain. 

[Robin  beats  the  Miller  again. 
Clack,  Hold   thy   hands.    Grim;   thou   hast 
luurder'd  me ! 


^<  7Vtdksfy.--See  note  on  The  Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton,  Vol.  II.  p.  239. 
^  CMf«rd.— Head.    See  note  90  to  GaMin^  Gwrton^s  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p.  1«6. 
*7  iVoy,  then  mif  flail  shaU  never  lin. — Shall  never  cease,  stop,  or  leave  off.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson's 
Siaph  ^  Sewe^  Intermean  after  4th  Act : 

«  He*U  never  Un  tiU  he  be  a  gallop." 

Mr  Whalley  proposes  to  read  bUn,    **  The  word,"  says  he,  **  is  Saxon,  ani  the  substantive  blin. 
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Grim,  Thoa  lyest,  it  is  in  ray  own  offence  I 
do  it :  get  thee  gone  then ;  I  had  rather  have 
thy  room  than  thy  company. 

Clack.  Marry,  with  all  my  heart.  O!  the 
collier  playeth  the  devil  with  me. 

Rob.  No,  it  is  the  devil  playeth  the  collier 
with  thee. 

Short.  My  hones  are  sore ;  I  pr'ythee,  Jokn, 
Let*s  quickly  from  this  place  be  gone. 
Nay,  come  away,  I  love  thee  so, 
Without  thee  I  will  never  go. 

Rob.  What,  priest,  still  at  your  lechery  ? 

[Robin  beali  the  Priut, 
I'll  thresh  you  for  your  knavery ; 
If  any  ask  who  beat  thee  so, 
Tell  them  'twas  Robin  Goodfellow. 

[Shortuose  runneth  atcay. 

Grim.  Oh,  miller,  art  thou  gone  ?  I  am  glad 
of  it.  I  smelt  my  own  infirmity  every  stroke  I 
struck  at  him.  Now,  Joan,  I  dare  boldly  swear 
thou  art  my  own  ;  for  I  have  won  thee  in  the 
plain  field.  Now  master  Parson  shall  even  strike 
It  up ;  two  or  three  words  of  his  mouth  will 
make  her  gammer  Grim  all  the  days  of  her  life 
after. 

Rob.  Here  is  two  well-favoured  slaves ! 
Grim  and  I  may  curse  all  good  faces, 
And  not  hurt  our  own. 

Joan.  What,  my  love,  how  dost  thou? 

Grim.  Even  as  a  conqueror  may  do :  Ju^,  for 
thy  sake  I  have  made  the  miller  a  poor  cripple 
all  the  days  of  his  life,  good  for  notliing  else  but 
to  be  carried  into  the  spittle-house. 

Rob,  Ay,  there  is  one  lye,  for  thou  didst 
never  hurt  him. 

Joan.  I  am  glad  thou  'scapest,  my  love,  and 
wast  not  hurt. 

Grim.  Who,  I  hurt !  Joan,  thou  knowest  me 
not  yet:   thou  mayest  do  better  hereafter.    I 


I  gave  him  five  mortal  wounds  the  first  h'fe  strokes 
I  I  made  at  him. 

Rob,  There  are  five  lyes  dapt  into  one,  fur 
brevity's  sake. 

Grim.  And  presently,  upon  the  fifth  blow,  I 
made  a  dani^erous  thrust  at  him,  and  violently 
overthrew  him,  horse  and  foot,  and  there  he  lay. 
Rob.  Nay,  there  you  lye.     The  collier  is 
excellent 
To  be  companion  to  the  devil  himself. 
Grim,  But  where's  master  Parson  ? 
Joan,  He  was  well  bang'd,  and  kuew  not  who 
it  was  did  it. 
And  would  have  had  me  gon&  away  with  him. 
Here  lieth  his  nut-bag,  and  the  miller's  too : 
They  had  no  leisure  to  take  them  away. 

urim.  The  better  for  us,  Joan  ;  there  is  good 
cracking  work ;  it  will  increase  housliold  sio6r. 
Come,  let's  after  the  parson :  we  will  comfort 
him,  and  he  shall  couple  us.  I'll  have  Pouocebt 
the  painter  score  upon  our  painted  cloth  at 
home,  all  the  whole  story  of  our  i^oing  a  nuttiit<; 
this  Holyrood-day ;  and  he  shall  paint  me  up 
triumphing  over  the  miller. 

[Exeunt  Grim  and  Joan. 
ier  |;o  boast  at  home 
How  he  hath  beat  the  miller  from  his  love. 
I  like  this  modest  country  maid  so  well, 
That  I  believe  I  must  report  in  hell 
Better  of  women  than  my  master  can. 
Well,  till  my  time's  expir'd,  I'll  keep  this  quarter, 
And  night  by  night  attend  their  merry  meetii^s. 

[Exit  RoBiy. 

Enter  Dunstan,  with  Earl  Lacy  sick. 

Dun.    Let    not    your    sickness    add    more 
feebleness 
Unto  your  weaken'd  age,  but  give  me  leave 
To  cure  thy  yain  suspicious  malady. 


derived  from  Utfuuni,  occurs  in  The  Sad  Shepherd,    Yet  the  word  occurs  in  Drayton,  in  the  sense  of 
stopping  or  staying,  as  it  is  used  here  by  our  Poet : 

**  Qnotfa  Puck,  mv  liege,  I'll  never  tin, 

But  I  will  thorough  thick  and  thin.*' Court  qfFaxry, 

So  that  an  emendation  may  be  unnecessary,  and  Ixn^  the  same  as  iearf,  might  have  been  in  cos* 
mon  use." 

The  latter  conjecture  is  certainly  right,  many  instances  may  be  produced. 
77^  Return  from  Pamaatui,  A.  4.  S.  5 : 

''  Fond  world,  that  ne'er  think*st  on  that  aged  man. 
That  Ariosto's  old  swift-paced  man. 
Whose  name  is  Time,  wno  never  Wu  to  ran, 
Loaden  with  bundles  of  decayed  names." 

A  Chaet  Mayd  m  Cheapndey  by  Middleton,  p.  36 : 

**>  Yon'U  never  tin  'till  I  make  your  tutor  whip  you ;  yon  know  how  I  serv'd  you  once  at  the  fr^ 
schoole  in  Paul's  Church  Yard." 

More  DiMKmbter»y  beeidee  Women,  by  the  same,  A.  S.  S.  1 : 

*'  You'll  nev'r  tin  railing  on  me,  from  one  week's  end  to  another.** 
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(hall  witness  how  thoo  art  deceiv'd, 
;  thy  fair  lady's  chastity : 
we  two  stand  closely  here  unseen, 
-spy  them  presently  approach. 
)  shew  me  this,  thoa  blessed  man  of 
God, 

shalt  then  make  yonng  my  wither*d 
age. 

lark  the  beginning ;  for  here  Musgrave 
Cometh. 

Enter  Musgrave. 

)  thrice  unhappy  and  unfortunate, 

ng  fit  occasion  profTer'd  thee 

ioce  with  beauteous  Honorea, 

*slipp'd  it,  and  o'erslipp'dst  thyself. 

ce  wedlock  tY*d  her  to  the  eaH 

luted  her ;  altho'  report 

ibroad  of  her  inconstancy. 

r  evening  walk,  and  here  will  I 

.'r  coming  forth,  aud  greet  her  fairly. 

See,  Dunstan,  how  their  youth  doth 

blind  our  age ! 

t  deceive  thyself;  and  bring'st  me 

f  proper  shame  and  infamy. 

Enter  Honorea. 

&he  comes :  my  hope,  my  fear,  my  luve. 
iere  comes  the  unstained  iionour  of  thy 
be<l; 

shall  hear  her  virtuous  chaste  replies, 
e  thy  heart  confess  thou  dost  her  wrong. 
4uw  modest  love  hath  banisiiM  wanton 
thoughts, 

'*d  me  from  that  I  was  before, 
haste  life  I  ought  to  entertain ; 
is  ty*d  to  that  strict  form  of  life, 
y  only  to  be  Lacy's  wife. 
God  fill  thy  mind  with  these  chaste 
virtuous  thoughts ! 
3h  now  1  see  her,  I  am  half  asham*d 
g  absence,  of  neglect  of  speech. 
»st  lady,  patroness  of  beauty, 
K>or  servant  make  his  true  excuse ! 
Vlusgrave,  I  easily  take  your  excuse, 
my  fond  self  for  what  is  past. 
Long  time  we  wanted  opportunity ; 
the  forelock  of  welUwislung  time 
ss*d  us  both,  that  here  without  suspect 
renew  the  tenor  of  our  loves. 
O  Dunstan,  how  she  smiles  to  hear  him 
speak ! 

Mo,  child  of  fortune  and  inconstancy. 
It  not  train  me,  or  induce  my  love 
desires,  or  dishonoured  thoughts : 
's  own  work  that  struck  a  deep  remorse 
tainted  heart  for  my  past  folly. 
0  thou  confound'st  me !  Speak  as  tlion 
wert  wont ! 

e  herself,  my  lovely  Honorea  ! 
Why    how    now,    Musgrave !     what 
esteem'st  thou  me, 
a  provok'st  me,  that  first  deny*d  me  ? 


I  will  not  yield  you  reasons  why  I  mfiy  not, 
More  than  your  own.    You  told  me  why  you 
would  not. 
Mus.  By  Heavens,  by  thee,  my  sainti  my  hap- 


piness 


I 


No  torture  shall  controul  my  heart  in  this, 
To  teach  my  tongue  deny  to  call  thee  love. 

Hon,  Well,  in  regard  that  in  my  maiden-days 
I  lov*d  thee  well,  now  let  me  counsel  thee ; 
Reclaim  these  idle  humours ;  know  thyself; 
Remember  me;  and  think  upon  my  lord ; 
And  let  these  thoughts  bring  forth  those  chaste 

effects. 
Which  may  declare  thy  change  unto  the  world: 
And  this  assure  thee — whilst  I  breathe  this  air, 
Earl  Lucy's  honour  I  will  ne'er  impair. 

[Exit  Honorea. 

Dun.   Now  your  eves  see  that  which  your 
heart  believ'd  not. 

Lacy.  Tis  a  miracle  beyond  the  reach 
Of  my  capacity  !  I  could  weep  for  joy. 
Would  but  my  tears  express  how  much  I  love 

her! 
Men  may  surmise  amiss  in  jealousy. 
Of  those  that  live  in  untouch'd  honesty. 

Mus.  Is  she  departed  ?  and  do  I  conceive 
This  height  of  grief,  and  do  no  violence 
Unto  myself?    Said  she,  I  deny'd  her? 
Far  be  it  from  my  lieart  to  think  that  thought ! 
All  ye  that,  as  I  do,  liave  felt  this  smart. 
Ye  know  how  burthensome  'tis  at  my  heart. 
Hereafter  never  will  I  prosecute 
This  former  motion,  my  unlawful  suit ; 
But,  since  she  is  earl  Lucy's  virtuous  wife, 
I'll  live  a  private,  pensive,  single  life. 

[Exit  Musgrave^ 

Dun.  God  doth  dispose  all  at  his  blessed  will; 
Aud  he  hath  chang'd  their  minds  from  bad  to 

good. 
That  we  which  see't  may  Jearn  to  mend  ourselves. 

Lacy.  I'll  reconcile  myself  to  Musgrave's  love: 
I  will  recant  my  false  suspicion. 
And  humbly  make  my  true  submission.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Marian  chafing. 

Mar.  Say'st  thou  thou'lt  make  the  house  too 
hot  for  me  ? 
I'll  soon  abroad,  and  cool  me  in  the  air. 
I'll  teach  him  nevet  scorn  to  drink  his  health 
Whom  I  do  love.     He  thinks  to  overcrow  me 
With  words  and  blows,  but  he  is  in  the  wrongi 
Begin  he  when  he  dares  1  Oh  he's  too  hot 
And  angry,  to  live  long  with  Marian. 
But  rU  not  long  be  subject  to  his  rage ; 
Here  'tis  shall  rid  him  of  his  hateful  life. 
And  bless  me  with  the  stile  of  widowhood, 

"fwas  Harvey's  work  to  temper  it  so  well, 
The  strongest  poison  that  he  could  devise. 

Enter  Clinton. 

I  have  been  too  lotig  subject  to  the  slave ; 
But  now  I'll  cast  offthat  detested  yoke. 
Clin.  Musgrave,  I  see,  is  reconcil'd  to  th'  earl ; 
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For  now  I  met  him  walking  with  lord  Lacy. 
Sure  this  is  Marian's  plot,  and  there  slie  stands. 
What,  love,  alone ! 

Mar.  Ay,  captain,  much  disturbed 
About  the  frantic  doctor's  jealousy ; 
Who,  though  he  seero*d  content  when  thou  wast 

there, 
He  after  fell  reviling  thee  and  me  ; 
Kobb'd  me  of  all  my  jewels;  locks  his  plate 
In  his  own  trunk ;  and  let's  me  only  live 
1  o  bear  the  idle  title  of  his  wife. 

Clin.  Fair  Marian,  by  a  soldier's  loyal  faith,' 
If  my  employment  any  way  may  help 
To  set  thee  free  from  this  captivity, 
Use  me  in  any  sort ;  command  my  sword : 
I'll  do*t  as  soon  as  thou  shalt  speak  the  word. 

Mar.  Now,  by  my  true  love,  which  I  wish 
»  to  thee, 

I  conjure  thee  with  resolution 
To  slay  that  monster  I     D(»  not  fail  to  do  it ! 
For  if  tbon  dost,  I  would  I  had  not  spoke  it. 

Clin,  Now  try  me ;  and,  when  next  we  hap 
to  meet^ 
The  doctor  lies  stone  dead  at  Clinton's  feeL 

Mar.  Nay,  now  I  see  thou  lov'st  me. 

Clin.  Say  no  more. 
If  thou  dost  loath  him,  he  shall  die  therefore. 

Mar.  To-morrow  morning  will  he  early  rise 
To  see  earl  Lacy :  meet  him  in  the  cloyster. 
And  make  that  place  revenge  his  sanctuary. 
This  ni^ht  will  I  break  open  all  the  trunks^ 
Kifle  his  caskets,  rob  him  of  his  gold. 
And  all  the  doctor's  treasure  shall  be  thine. 
If  thou  miscarry,  yet  this  drink  shall  do  it. 

Enter  Castiliano. 

Cos.  My  wife's  impatience  hath  led  me  alone, 

And  made  my  servant  run,  I  know  not  whither. 

Mar,  Peace !  here  is  our  eye-sore.    Clinton, 

leave  us  now. 
Clin.  Nay,  now  occasion  smiles,  and  I  will  do 
it.  [Clinton  draweih  his  sword. 

Mar,  Put  up  thy  sword ;  be  it  thy  morning's 
work: 
Farewel  to-night,  but  fail  me  not  to-morrow. 
Clin.  Farewel,  my  love  !     No  rest  shall  dose 
these  eyes 
Until  the  morning  peep ;  and  then  he  dies. 

[Exit  Clinton. 
Cos.  Now  I  remember,  I  have  quite  out-run 
My  time  prefix'd  to  dwell  upon  the  earth : 
Yet  Akercock  is  absent:  where  is  he? 
Oh,  I  am  glad  I  am  so  well  nenr  rid 
Of  my  earth*s  plague,  and  my  lascivious  dame. 

Mar,  Hath  he  discover'd  my  intendment, 
That  he  presageth  bis  ensuing  death? 
I  must  break  oflf  these  fearful  meditations. 

Com.  How  shall  I  give  my  verdict  up  to  Pluto 
Of  all  these  accidents  ? 

Mar.  Why  ho«jr  now,  man  ! 
Ca»,  What,  my  dear  dame!   my  reconciled 
spouse] 


I  Upon  my  soul,  my  love  to  thee  is  more 
Now  at  this  present,  than  'twas  e'er  before. 

Mar.  He  hath  descry 'd  me  sure,  he  soothflk 
me  so ! 

Cos.  1  love  thee  now,  because  I  now  moi^ 
leave  thee. 
This  was  the  day  of  my  nativity. 
And  therefore,  sweet  wife,  let  us  revel  it. 

Aiar.  Nay,  1  have  little  cause  to  joy  at  all. 

Cas,  Thou  crossest  still  my  mirth  with  dis- 
contents ! 
If  ever  heretofore  I  have  displeased  thee. 
Sweet  dame,  I  crave  thy  pardon  now  for  alL 
This  is  my  birth-day,  giil,  1  must  rejoice : 
Ask  what  thou  wilt,  and  I  will  give  it  thee. 

Mar,  Should  I  but  ask  to  lead  a  quiet  hfe, 
You  hardly  would  grant  this  unto  your  wife; 
Much  less  a  thing  that  were  of  more  import. 

Cas.  Ask  any  tiling,  and  try  if  1*11  deny  thee. 

Mar.  Oh,  my  poor  Musgrave,  bow  hast  tboa 
been  wrong'd, 
And  my  fair  lady  I 

Cas,  Use  no  preambles. 
But  tell  me  plainly. 

Mar.  Nay,  remember  them. 
And  join  their  slander  to  that  love  you  owe  me. 
And  then  old  Lacy's  jealousy. 

Cas.  What  then? 

Mar.  Nay,  now  I  see  you  will  not  understand 
me. 

Cas.  Thou  art  too  dark ;  speak  plainly,  and 
'tis  done. 

Mar,   Then  doom  the  earl,  and  bless  poor 
Musgrave's  eyes 
With  Honorea'fe  love ;  for  this  in  thy  liands  lies. 

Cas.  How  should  I  doom  him  ? 

Mar,  How  else,  but  to  death? 

Cas,  As  if  his  life  or  death  lay  in  my  hands ! 

Mar.  He  is  thy  patient;  is  he  not  ? 

Cas.  He  is. 

Mar,  Then  in  thy  haiuls  lie  both  bis  life  and 
death. 
Sweet  love,  let  Marian  beg  it  at  thy  liands ! 
Why  should  the  grey-beard  live  to  cross  us  sU? 
Nay,  now  I  see  thee  frown :  thou  wilt  not  do  iL 

Cas.  Fie,  fie,  dame,  you  are  too  sospicioas. 
Here's  my  hand :  that  tliou  may*st  know  I  lote 

thee, 
I'll  poison  him  this  night  before  I  sleep. 

Mar.  Thou  dost  but  flatter  me. 

Com.  Tush,  I  have  sworta  it. 

Mar.  And  wilt  thou  do  it? 

Cos.  He  is  sure  to  die. 

Mar,  I'll  kiss  thy  lips  for  speaking  that  kkid 
word: 
But  do  it,  and  I'll  hang  about  thy  neck. 
And  curl  thy  hair,  and  sleep  betwixt  thy  arms, 
And   teach  thee  pleasures  which   thou   nefcr 
knew'st. 

Cas,  Promise  no  more,  and  trouble  me  no 


more; 


I  Tlie  longer  I  stay  here,  he  lives  the  lon^^. 
I  I  must  go  to  him  now,  imd  now  I'll  do  iL 
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Go  homit  and  hasten  supper  *|^nst  I  come 
We  will  Caroase  to  his  departing  soul.         fnae; 
Mar.  I  will,  dear  husbaud;  but,  remember 
Wbeo  tbott  bast  poison*d  him.  Til  poison  thee. 

[Exit  Marian. 
Cos,  0 wonderful, how  women  can  dissemble! 
Now  she  tan  kiss  me,  hang  about  my  neck, 
And  soothe  me  with  smooth  smiles  and  lewd  io- 
ireaties. 


Well,  I  have  promised  her  to  kill  the  earl ; 

And  yet,  I  hope,  ye  will  not  think  1*11  do  it. 

Yet  1  will  sound  the  depth  of  their  device, 

And  see  the  issue  of  their  bloody  driH. 

I'll  give  the  earl,  unknown  to  any  man, 

A  sleepy  potion,  which  shall  make  him  seem 

As  if  he  were  stark  dead,  for  certain  hours : 

But  in  my  absence  no  man  shall  report, 

That  fur  my  dame's  sake  I  did  any  hurt.  [Exit» 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 
EhierGiLtu,  with  Joan. 

Grim,  Nay,  but  Joan,  have  a  care !  bear  a 
brain  for  all  at  once.  Tis  not  one  hour*s  plea- 
sure that  I  suspect  more  than  your  mother's  good 
countenance.  If  she  be  asleep,  we  may  be  bold 
under  correction  ;  if  she  be  awake,  I  may  go  my 
ways,  and  nobody  ask  me.  Grim,  whither  goest 
thou  ?  Nay,  I  tell  you,  I  am  so  well  beloved  in 
our  town,  that  not  the  worst  dog  in  the  street 
will  hurt  my  litUe  finger. 

Joan.  Why  speak  you  this?    You  need  not 
fear  my  mother, 
For  she  was  fast  asleep  four  hours  ago. 

Grim.  Is  she,  fcure  ?   Did  you  hear  her  snort 
in  her  dead  sleep  ? 
Why  then,  Joan,  I  have  an  hour's  mirtli  for  thee. 

Joan.  And  1  a  mess  of  cream  for  thee. 

Grim.  Why,  there  is  one  for  another  then : 
fetch  it,  Joan ;  we  will  eat  and  kiss,  and  be  as 
merry  as  your  cricket.  [Exit  Joan  for  the 
ertam.l  Art  thou  gone  for  it?  Well,  go  thy 
ways  for  the  kindest  lass  that  ever  poor  collier 
met  withal !  I  meau  for  to  make  short  work  with 
her,  and  marry  her  presently.  I'll  single  her 
out,  i'faith,  till  I  make  her  bear  double,  and  give 
the  world  to  understand  we  will  have  a  young 
Grim  between  us. 

Enter  Joan  with  the  cream, 

Joan.  Look  here,  my  love,  'tis  sweetened  for 

thy  mouth. 
Grim.  You  have  put  none  of  your  love-pow- 
der in  it,  to  make  me  ennmourable  of  you ;  have 
you,  Joan  ?  1  have  a  simple  pate,  to  expect  you  ! 
tOne  knockeih  at  the  door.]  Jonn,  hark,  my 
brains  beat,  my  bead  works,  and  my  mind  giveth 
roe,  some  lovers  of  ^ours  come  sneaking  hither 
now  :  I  like  it  not,  'tis  suspectious. 

[One  kriocketh  again, 
Joan.  You  need  not  fear  it :  for  there  is  none 
alive 
Shall  bear  the  l^ast  part  of  my  heart  from  thee. 


Grim.  Say*st  thou  so?  liold  there  still,  and 
whoe'er  he  be,  open  door  to  him. 

She  openeth  the  door;   enter  Sho&those,  and 
Robin  after  him,    . 

Joan.  What,  Mr  Parson,  are  you  come  so  late ; 
You  are  welcome ;  here's  none  but  Grim  and  !• 

Short,  Joan,  I'll  no  more  a  nutting  go, 
I  was  so  beaten  to  and  fro ; 
And  yet  who  it  was  I  do  not  know. 

Grim,  What,  Mr  Parson,  are  you  come  so 
late,  to  say  evening  song  to  your  parishioners? 
I  have  heard  of  your  knavery.  I  give  you  a  fair 
warning;  touch  her  no  lower  than  her  girdle, 
and  no  higher  than  her  chin ;  I  keep  her  lips  and 
her  hips  for  ray  own  use ;  I  do,  and  so,  welcome. 

Rob,  This  two  hours  have  I  dogg'd  the  parsoo 
round 
About  all  Croydon,  doubting  some  such  thing. 

Short.  No,  Grim,  I  here  forswear  to  touch 
Thy  Joan,  or  any  other  such ; 
Love  hath  been  so  cudgell'd  out  of  rae, 
I'll  go  no  more  to  wood  with  thee. 

Rob.  Twas  Robin  beat  this  holy  mind  into 
him; 
I  think  more  cudgelling  would  make  him  more 
honest. 

Grim.  You  speak  like  an  honest  man,  and  a 
good  parson !  and  that  is  more.  Here's  Joan's 
benevolation  for  us,  a  mess  of  cream  and  so 
forth.  Here  is  your  place,  Mr  Parson ;  stand 
on  the  t'other  side  of  tne  table,  Joan.  E^t  hard 
to-night,  that  thoo  may  marry  us  the  better  to* 
morrow. 

Rob.  What  is  my  brother  Grim  so  good  a  fel- 
low? [Thevfall  to  the  cream, 
I  love  a  mess  of  cream  as  well  as  they  ; 
I  think  it  were  best  I  stept  in  and  made  one : 
^^  Ho,  ho,  ho,  my  masters !  No  good  fellowship ! 
Is  Robin  Good  fellow  a  buin-bear  grown, 

[Ro}Mvfalleth  toeat. 
That  he  is  not  worthy  to  be  bid  sit  down  ? 

Grim,  O  Lord  save  us !  sure  he  is  some  coun- 
try-devil, he  hath  got  a  russet  coat  upon  his  face. 


^*  Uo,  ho,  ho,— See  Note  45  to  Gammer  Gwrton's  Needle,  Vol.  I.  p.  US, 
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Short,  Now,  henedicitef  who  is  this? 
*'  I  take  hira  for  some  fiend,  I  wiss 
Ob  for  some  holy-water  here 
Of  this  same  place  this  spirit  to  clear ! 

Rob,  Nay  fear  not,   Grim,  coine  fall  unto 
your  cream ; 
Tut,  I  am  thy  friend,  why  dost  not  come  and 
eat? 
Grim,  I,  sir !  truly,  master  devil,  I  am  well 

here,  I  tliaok  you. 
B>ob,  V\\  have  thee  come,  I  say ;  why  trem- 

biest  thou  ? 
Grim.  No,  sir,  not  I ;  'tis  a  palsy  I  have  still ; 
Truly,  sir,  I  have  no  great  acquaintance  with 
you. 
Rob,  Thou  shalt  have  better, man,  ere  I  depart. 
Grim,  I  will  not,  and  if  I  can  choose. 
Rob,  Nay,  come  away ;  and  bring  your  love 

with  you. 
Grim,  Joan  !  you  were  best  go  to  him,  Joan. 
Rob.  What  shall  I  fetch  the  man  ?  The  cream 

is  sweet. 
Grim,  No,  sir,  I  am  coming ;  much  good  do*t 
you :  ^°  I  had  need  of  a  long  spoon,  now  I  go  to 
eat  with  the  devil. 

Rob,  The  parson*s  penance  shall  be  thus  to 
fast : 
Come  tell  me,  Grim,  dost  thou  not  know  me, 
man? 
Grim,  No,  truly,  sir ;  I  am  a  poor  man,  fetch- 
eth  my  living  out  of  the  fire  ;  your  worship  may 
be  a  gentleman  devil,  for  aui^ht  I  know. 
Rob.  Some  men  call  me  Robin  Goodfellow. 
Grim,  O  Lord  !  sir,  Mr  Robert  Goodfellow, 
you  are  very  welcome,  sir ! 

Rob.  This  half  year  have  I  liv'd  about  this 
town. 
Helping  poor  servants  to  dispatch  their  work, 
To  brew  and  bake,  and  other  husbandry; 
Tut,  fear  not,  maid  :  if  Grim  be  merry, 
I  will  mnke  up  the  match  between  ^e. 

Grim,  There  will  be  a  match  m  the  deviPs 

name! 
Rob,  Well,  now  the  night  is  almost  spent, 
Since  your  affections  are  all  bent 
To  marriage,  and  to  constant  love; 
Grim,  Robin  doth  thy  choice  approve ; 


And  there's  the  priest  shall  marry  yoo ; 
Go  to  it,  and  make  no  more  ado : 
Sirrah,  sir  priest,  go  get  you  gone, 
And  join  both  her  and  him  aopn ; 
But  ne'er  hereafter  let  me  take  yon 
With  wanton  love-tricks ;  lest  1  make  yoo 
£xample  to  aH  stone-priests  ^ver. 
To  deal  with  other  men's  loves  never. 

Short,  VaUie  vof,  and  God  bless  roe, 
And  rid  me  from  his  company  ! 
Come,  Grim,  1*11  join  you  hand  in  liand, 
In  sacred  wedlock's  holy  band. 
I  will  no  more  a  nutting  go. 
That  journey  caused  all  this  woe. 

Grim,  Come,  let's  to  hand  in  hand  quickly! 
Mr  Robert,  you  were  ever  one  of  the  liones(«9t 
merry  devils  that  ever  I  saw. 

Joan,  Sweet  Grim,   and  if  thou  lovest  me, 
let's  away ! 

Grim,  Nay,  now,  Joan,  I  spy  a  hole  in  voor 
coat !  if  yoo  cannot  endure  the  devil,  youMl  ne- 
ver love  the  collier.  Why,  we  two  are  sworn 
brothers.  You  shall  see  me  talk  with  him  even 
as  familiarly  as  if  I  should  parbreak  my  mind 
and  my  whole  stomach  upon  thee. 

Joan.  I  prithee  do  not,  Grim. 

Grim.  Who,  not  I  ?  O  Lord,  Mr  Robert  Good- 
fellow, I  have  a  poor  cottage  at  home,  whither 
Joan  and  I  will  jog  as  merrily!  We  will  make 
you  no  stranger  if  you  come  thither.  You  shall 
be  used  as  devilishly  as  you  would  wish,  i*  faith. 
There  is  never  a  time  my  cart  cometh  from  Lon- 
don, but  the  collier  bringeth  a  ^oose  in  his  sack; 
and  that  withthe  giblets  thereof  is  at  your  service. 

Rob.  This  is  more  kindness,  Grim,  than  I  ex- 
pected. 

Grim,  Nav,  sir,  if  you  come  home,  you  shall 
find  it  true,  t  warrant  you.  All  my  whole  fa- 
mily shall  be  at  your  deviUhip's  pleasure,  except 
my  poor  Joan  here,  and  she  is  my  own  proper 
night-geer. 

Rob.  Gramercies,  but  away  in  haste ; 
The  night  is  almost  spent  and  past. 

Grim,  God  be  with  you,  sir;  1*11  make  as 
much  haste  aboot  it  as  may  be ;  for  and  that 
were  once  done,  I  would  begin  a  new  piece  of 
work  with  you,  Joan.    [Ejceunt  all  but  Robik. 


V  I  take  him  for  iomeflend,  I  wist — So,  in  The  Return  from  Pamaasut,  A.  5.  S.  4 : 

**  1*11  make  thee  run  thb  lousy  case,  /  wu,** 

Massinger't  Ct<y  Madam,  A.  4.  S.  4 : 


t< 


T'u  more  comely, 


/  amt,  than  their  other  whim-whams.'* 

'°  /  had  need  qfa  long  epoon^ — **  He  had  need  of  a  long  spoon,  that  eats  with  the  devil,**  is  a  pro- 
verbial phrase.  See  Ray*8  Rroverbe,  p.  97.  So  Stephano,  m  The  Tempest,  A.  2.  S.  ?,  alluding  to  tfab 
Proverb,  says,  ^'  This  is  a  devil,  and  no  monster :  I  will  leave  him  ;  I  have  no  long  spoon,"  See  also 
Comedy  ^Errors,  A.  4.  S.  3 ;  and  Chaucer's  Squire's  Tale,  v.  10916,  edit.  1776. 

**  Therefore  behovcth  him  a/ic2  long  spotty 
That  shall  ete  with  a  fiend.*' 
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.  Now,  joj  betide  this  merry  moiti, 
3ep  Grimes  forehead  from  the  bora ! 
»bm  bids  bis  kst  adieu 
m,  and  ail  tbe  rest  of  you.  [Exit  Robin. 

Enter  Clinton  alone, 

.  Brigbt  Lucifer,  go  coucb  tbee  in  tbe 

clouds, 
t  this  raorninc  |irove  as  dark  as  uigbt ! 
unseen  may  bring  to  happy  end 
ctor*s  murder,  which  I  do  intend, 
rly  yet,  he  is  not  so  soon  stirring ; 
r  he  ne'er  so  soon,  so  soon  be  dies : 
k  along  before  tbe  palace  gate ; 
bail  I  know  bow  near  it  is  to  day, 
U  have  no  means  to  escape  away. 

[Exit  Clinton. 

Enter  Castiliano. 

My  trunk's  broke  open,  and  my  jeweb 

gone! 
d  and  treasure  stoKn !  my  bouse  despoiled 
ny  furniture,  and  nothing  left ! 
It  my  wife ;  for  she  is  stol'ii  away  ; 
e  bath  pepper'd  me,  I  feel  it  work — 
!tb  are  loosen'd,  and  my  belly  swell'd ; 
trails  bum  with  such  distempered  beat, 
^ell  I  know  my  dame  bath  poison*d  me ; 
she  spoke  fairest,  then  she  did  this  act. 
I  have  spoken  all  I  can  imagine, 
ot  utter  naif  that  she  intends; 
ikes  as  little  poisoning  of  a  man, 
;arouse;  I  feel  that  this  is  true: 

Enter  Clinton. 

low  I  know  too  much  of  womankind. 
I,  here's  tbe  captain !  what  should  he  make 

here 
lis  sword  drawn  ?  there's  yet  more  villainy. 
.  Tbe  morning  is  ftur  spent,  but  yet  he 

comes  not ! 
ler  Marian  sends  him  not  abroad  ! 
doctor,  linger  time,  and  linger  life !   . 
ng  thou  shalt  not  breathe  upon  the  earth. 
No,  no,  I  wiH  not  live  amongst  ye  long : 
r  me  thou  wait*st,  thou  bloody  wretch  ? 
loison  bath  prevented  thee  in  murder. 

er  Earl  Morgan,  Si  Dunstan  with 
HoNO&SA  fainting,  and  Marian. 

ere  be  they,  suppose  earl  Lacv  dead  I 
>w  this  lady  grieveth  for  that  she  wishetb ! 
I.    My  lord  of  London,  by  his  sudden 

death, 
1  the  sign»  before  bis  late  departure, 
ry  probable  that  be  is  poison'd. 
**.  Do  Yoo  but  donbt  it !  credit  me,  my 

i  bim  say,  that  drink  should  be  bis  last; 
i  my  husband  speak  it,  and  be  did  it 

>L.    III. 


Cos,  There  is  my  old  friend,  she  always  speaks 
for  me : 
Ob  shameless  creature,  was't  not  thy  device  ? 

Mor.  Let  not  extremi^  of^ef  o'erwbelm  thee^ 
My  dearest  Honorea !  for  his  death  shall  be 
Surely  reveng'd  with  all  severity 
Upon  the  doctor,  and  that  suddenly. 
Clin,  What  fortune's  this,  that  all  these  come 
this  way 
To  hinder  me,  and  save  thy  life  to-dav  ? 

Hon.  My  gracious  lord,  this  doleful  accident 
Hath  rob'd  me  of  my  joy;  and,  royal  earl, 
Though  in  thy  lifie  thou  didst  suspect  my  love. 
My  grief  and  tears  suspicions  shall  remove. 
JUar.  Madam,  to  you,  and  to  your  father's 
love, 
I  owe  as  much  and  more  than  my  own  life. 
Had  I  ten  husbands  should  agree  to  do  it. 
My  gracious  lord,  you  presently  should  know  it. 
Cas,  Ay,  there's  a  girl :  think  you  I  did  not 
well 
To  live  with  such  a  wife,  to  come  from  bell. 
Mar,  Look,  look,  ray  lord,  there  stands  the 

murderer ! 
Cat,  How  am  I  round  beset  on  every  side ! 
First,  that  same  captain  here  stands  to  kill  me ; 
My  dame  she  hath  already  poisoned  me ; 
Earl  Moi^an  he  doth  threaten  present  death; 
The  countess  Honorea,  in  revenge 
Of  Lacy,  is  extremely  incens'd  against  me : 
All  threatens,  none  shall  do  it,  for  my  date 
Is  now  expired,  and  I  must  back  to  hell. 
And  now,  my  servant,  wheresoever  thou  be, 
Come  quickly,  Akercock,  and  follow  me. 
Lordings,  adieu,  and  my  curs'd  wife  f%urewel. 
If  me  ye  seek,  come  follow  me  to  hell. 

[The  ground  opent,  and  he  falls  down 
into  it, 
Mor,  Tbe  earth  that  opened,  now  is  clos'd 

a(^in. 
JDtf  It.  It  IS  God's  judgment  for  his  grievous  sins. 
Clin,  Was  there  a  quagmire,  that  he  sunk  so 

soon? 
Hon,  O  miracle !  now  may  we  justly  say. 
Heavens  have  reveng*d  my  husband^s  death  tliis 
day. 
Mor,  Alas,  poor  Marian !  w^  have  wrong'd 
thee  much 
To  cause  thee  match  thyself  to  any  such. 
Mar,  Nay,  let  him  go,  and  sink  into  the 
ground ; 
For  such  as  he  are  better  lost  than  found : 
Now,  Honorea,  we  are  freed  from  blame. 
And  both  enricb'd  with  happy  widows  names. 

Enter  Earl  Lacy,  with  Forrest,  Musgrave. 

Lacy,  O  lead  me  quickly  to  that  mourning  train. 

Which  weep  for  me,  who  am  reviv'd  again. 

Hon.  Marian,  I  shed  some  tears  of  perfect 

grief.  [ShefalUth  into  a  swoon, 

Mor,  Do  not  my  eyes  deceive  me  ?  liveth  m j 

son? 

8  s 
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Laey»  My  lord  and  father!  both  alive  and 
well 
ReGOver*d  of  my  weakness ;  whereas  my  wife? 

Mar,  Here  is  my  lady,  your  beloved  wife ; 
Half  dead  to  hear  of  your  untimely  end. 

Lacy,  Look  on  me,  Honorea ;  see  thy  lord : 
I  am  not  dead,  hot  live  to  love  thee  still. 

Dun.  Tis  God  disposeth  all  things  as  he  will; 
He  raiseth  tliose  the  wicked  wish  to  fall. 

CUn.  Zounds,  I  still  watch  on  this  inclosed 
ground ; 
For  if  he  rise  aisain,  Fll  murder  him. 

Hon,  My  lora,  my  tongue's  not  able  to  report 
Those  joys  my  heart  conceives  to  s^  thee  live. 

Dun.  Give  God  the  glory ;  he  recovered  thee, 
And  wrought  this  judgment  on  that  cursed  man. 
That  set  debate  and  strife  among  ye  all. 

Mor,  My  lord,  our  eyes  have  seen  a  miracle, 
Which  after  ages  ever  shall  admire. 
The  Spanish  doctor,  standing  here  before  us. 
Is  sunk  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 
Ending  his  vile  life  by  a  viler  death. 

Lacy,  But,  gentle  Marian,  I  bewail  thy  loss, 
That  wert  maid,  wife,  and  widow ;  all  so  soon. 

Mar,  Tis  your  recovery  that  joys  me  more 
Thau  grief  can  touch  me  for  the  doctor's  death. 
He  never  lov*d  me  whilst  he  liv*d  with  me. 
Therefore  the  less  I  mourn  his  tragedy. 

Mor,  Henceforth  we'll  strictlier  look  to  stran- 
gers lives, 
How  they  shall  marry  any  English  wives : 
Now  all  men  shall  record  this  fatal  day ; 
Lacy  revived,  the  doctor  sunk  in  clay. 

[The  trumpet snound,  ex,  omnes  nisi  Dunst. 

Dun,  Now  IS  earl  Lacy*s  house  fill'd  full  of 

joy, 

He  and  his  lady  wholly  reconcil'd. 

Their  jars  all  ended :  those  that  were  like  men 

Transformed,  turn*d  unto  their  shapes  aeain ; 

And,  gentlemen,  before  we  make  an  end, 

A  little  longer  yet  voor  patience  lend, 

That  in  your  friendly  censures  you  may  see 

What  the  infenial  synod  do  decree ; 

And  after  judge,  if  we  deserve  to  name 

.This  play  of  ours,  The  Devil  and  his  Dame,  [  Exit, 

lit  thunders  and  lighteneth.  Enter  Pluto, 
Minos,  ^acus,  Rhadamanthus,  with 
Fury  bringing  in  Malbecco*s  Ghost, 

• 

P/u.  Minos,  is  this  the  day  he  should  return, 
And  bring  us  tidings  of  his  twelvemonth  spent  ? 

Enter  Belphagor  like  a  Devil,  with  horns  on 
his  head,  and  Akercock. 

Alin.  It  is,  great  king,  and  here  Belphagor 

comes. 
Plu,  His  visage  is  more  ghastly  than*t  was 
wont. 
What  ornaments  are  those  u^on  his  head  ? 

He/.  Htll,  I  salute  thee!  now  I  feel  myself 
Rid  of  a  thousand  torments.    O  vile  earth, 


Worse  for  us  devils  than  bell  itself  for  men ! 
Dread  Pluto,'  bear  thy  subject's  just  complaint 
[Belphagor  kneeieth  to  Pluto. 
Proceeding  from  the  anguish  of  my  soul ! 

0  never  send  me  more  into  the  earth ! 

For  there  dwells  dread  and  horror  more  than 
here. 
Plu,  Stand  forth,  Belphagor,  and  report  the 
truth 
Of  all  thing*  have  betide  thee  in  the  world. 
Bel,  When  first,  great  king,  I  came  into  the 
earth, 

1  chose  a  wife  both  young  and  beautiful. 
The  only  daughter  to  a  noble  earl : 

But  when  the  night  came  that  I  should  ber  bed, 
I  found  another  laid  there  in  her  stead ; 
And  in  the  morning  when  I  found  the  change, 
Though  I  deny*d  her,  I  was  forc*d  to  take  her. 
With  her  I  liv'd  in  such  a  mild  estate, 
Us*d  her  still  kindly,  lov'd  her  tenderly ; 
Which  she  requited  with  such  light  regard. 
So  loose  demeanour,  and  dishonest  life, 
That  she  was  each  man's  whore  that  was  my  wife. 
No  hours  but  gallants  flock'd  unto  my  house. 
Such  as  she  fancied  for  her  loathsome  lust ; 
With  whom,  before  my  face,  she  did  not  spare 
To  play  the  strumpet:  Yea,  and  more  than  tliis, 
She  made  my  house  a  stew  for  all  resorts. 
Herself  a  bawd  to  others*  filthiness ; 
Which,  if  I  once  began  but  to  reprove. 
Oh,  then  her  tongue  was  worse  than  all  the  rest ! 
No  ears  with  patience  would  endure  to  bear  her, 
Nor  would  she  ever  cease  till  I  submit ; 
And  then  she  would  speak  me  fair,  but  wish  me 

dead. 
A  hundred  drifts  she  laid  to  cut  me  off. 
Still  drawing  me  to  dangers  of  my  life ; 
And  now  my  twelvemonth  being  near  ezpir'd, 
She  poison'd  me ;  and  lest  that  means  shouki 

fail. 
She  entic'd  a  captain  to  have  murdered  me. 
In  brief,  whatever  tongue  can  tell  of  ill, 
All  that  may  well  be  spoken  of  my  dame. 

Aker,  Poor  Akercock  was  fain  to  fly  her  sight; 
For  never  an  hour,  but  she  laid  on  me; 
Her  tongue  and  fist  walk'd  all  so  nimbly. 

Plu,  Doth  then,  Belphagor,  this  report  of  thine 
Against  all  women  hold  in  general  ? 

Bel,  Not  so,  great  prince;   for,  as  'mongst 
other  creatures. 
Under  that  sex  are  mingled  good  and  bad. 
There  are  some  women  virtuous,  chaste,  and 

true; 
And  to  all  tliose  the  devil  will  give  their  due. 
But,  oh  my  dame !  bom  for  a  scourge  to  man, 
Fur  no  mortality  would  endure  that 
Which  she  a  thousand  times  hath  ofiered  me. 

Plu.  But  what  new  shapes  are  those  upon 
thy  head  ? 

Bel,  These  are  the  ancient  armsof  cuckoldry; 
And  these  my  dame  hath  kindly  Urfi  to  me; 
For  which  Belphagor  shall  be  here  deridedi 
Unless  your  great  infernal  majesty 
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ilemnlj  proclaiiny  no  devil  shall  scorn 

ifter  still  to  wear  the  goodly  horn. 

K.  This  for  thy  service  I  will  grant  thee 

freelv  : 
?vils  shall,  as  thou  dost,  like  horns  wear, 
lone  shall  scorn  Belphagor's  arms  to  bear, 
low,  Malbecco,  hear  thy  latest  doom ; 
that  thy  first  reports  are  justified 
ter-proofs,  and  woroens  looseness  known, 
ilague  more  will  I  send  upon  the  earth  : 
shalt  assume  a  light  and  fiery  shape, 
io  for  ever  live  within  the  world ; 


Dive  into  womens  thoughts,  into  mens  hearts; 
Raise  op  false  rumours,  and  suspicious  fears ; 
Put  strange  inventions  into  each  man's  mind; 
And   for  these  actions  they  shall  always  call 

thee 
By  no  name  else  than  fearful  Jealousy. 
Go,  Jealousy,  be  gone,  thou  hast  thy  charge ; 
Go,  range  about  the  world  that  is  so  large. 
And  now,  for  joy  Belphagor  is  returned, 
The  furies  shall  their  tortures  cast  away. 
And  all  hell  o'er  well  make  it  holy-day. 
[It  thundereth  and  lightcncth.  Exeunt  omn<$» 


THE  CITY  NIGHT-CAP. 


BT 


ROBERT  DAVENPORT. 


Robert  Davenport' ts  a  writer  of  whom  scarce  any  particulart  are  known.  ^Langhaine  w^t 
he  was  **  the  author  of  two  plays  in  the  reign  of  King  Charles  the  Martyr,  though  not  publish* t  'ttU 
the  reign  of  King  Charles  the  second,*'  Notwithstanding  this  authority,  it  is  more  probahU  that  he 
wrote  tn  the  time  of  James  the  first,  as  twopoetns  of  a  very  grave  cast  were  published  by  him  in  the 
year  1625,  the  one  entitled,  **  A  Crowne  for  a  Conqueror,  from  Rev.  xz.  19,**  and  the  other, 
**  Too  late  to  call  backe  Yesterday,  and  To-morrow  comes  not  yet.  The  words  fitncied  in  a  dia- 
logue, supposed  betweene  a  Lover  and  the  Day.*'  This  last  is  dedicated  to  his  noble  friends,  as  he 
calls  them,  *Mr  Richard  Robinson  and  Mr  Michael  Bowyer ;  and  in  his  addreu  to  them,  he  siHes 
both  the  poems  some  of  the  expence  of  his  time  at  sea.  From  the  address  prefixed  to  the  play  of 
King  John  and  Matilda,  s^ned  R,  D.  he  appears  to  have  been  alive  in  the  year  1655,  when  that 
piece  was  first  published.     He  wrote, 

(1.)  **  King  John  and  Matilda,  a  tragedy,  as  it  was  acted  with  ^eat  applause  by  her  mt^iet 
servants,  at  the  Cock-pit  in  Drury^lane,**  1655.  4to,  It  was  published  for  Andrew  Pennycuicke, 
one  of  the  performers,  who  says  he  was  the  last  who  played  the  character  af  Matilda, 

(2.)  **  The  City  Night-4^ap,  or  Crede  quod  habes  et  habes,  a  tragedy,  as  it  was  acted  with  greet 
applause  by  her  majesties  servants,  at  the  Phanix  in  Drury-laneJ*    1661.    4to.  ^ 

'  Mr  Malone  says,  he  was  the  author  of  a  play  noL  published,  called  The  Pirate. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONS. 


DtiA:^  ^Verona. 

Duke  o/* Venice,  Brother  to  Abstem ia. 

Duke  of  Mils AV, 

Antomio,  the  Duk^s  Son, 

Ix>R£NZo,  Husband  to  Abstem i a. 

Philippo,  his  Friend. 

LoDovico,  Husband  to  Dorothea. 

Lords  of  Verona. 

Senators  of  Venice. 

Pandulpho. 

Spinoso. 

Jaspbo. 


JOVANI. 

Francisco,  Servant  to  Lodovico. 

Pam BO,  a  Clown, 

MoRBO,  a  Pander, 

A  Turk,  Slave  to  Antonio. 

Two  Slaves  to  Lorenzo. 

Officers  and  Servants, 


Abstemia,  Lorenzo's  Wife,  and  Sister  to  tk» 

Duke  of  Venice. 
Dorothea,  Lodovico's  wanton  Lady, 
TiMPANiNA,  a  Bawd, 
Ladies. 


'  Liees  iffDramaHek  Poets,  p.  116. 

^  Both  Robinson  and  Boiler  were  players.  The  fbrmer  is  in  the  Kst  of  the  performefs  in  Shik- 
speare's  plays,  and  acted  in  we  Roman  Actor,  The  name  of  the  latter  is  to  be  tbond  amongst  the 
performers  m  The  Bondman,  by  Massin|er,  King  John,  and  Matilda,  Ac. 

^  Attempt  to  ascertain  the  order  of  ShsLkspeare's  plays. 
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ACT  r. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Lorbvzo  and  Prilippo. 

Thou  sha*t  try  her  ODce  more. 
f.  Fie,  fie ! 
Thou  Shalt  do  't. 
1  be*8t  my  ft-iend,  thoa*lt  do  *t. 
I  Try  jrour  fair  wife  ? 
DOW  'tis  aa  old  point,  and  wondVous  fire- 

^oent 
It  of  our  Italian  comedies. 
,  What  do  I  care  for  that?  let  him  seek 

new  ones, 
t  make  old  ones  better;  and  this  new 

point 
I  sir)  may  produce  new  smooth  passages, 
endins  those  precedent.    Pray,  will  ye 

do\? 
f.  Pray,  fool  yourself  no  farther:   twice 

yon  have  sway'd  me ; 
I  have  try*d  her;  and  'tis  not  yet,  ye 

know, 
lys  since  our  reconciliation, 
nil  it  shew  in  you,  so  near  a  kinsman 
duke ;  nay,  having  woven  yourself  into 
ose-wrooght  mystery  of  opinion, 
!  yon  remain  a  soldier,  a  man 
in  and  quality,  to  put  your  friend 
on  such  a  business,  and  to  expose 
sir  wife  to  the  tempest  of  temptation  ? 
»y  the  white  unspotted  cheek  of  truth, 

.  A  woman* 

L  A  good  woman. 

.  Pish. 

f.  As  fiir  from  your  distrust,  as  bad  ones 

are  from  truth, 
in  love  with  virtue :  would  not  boast  it, 
at  her  whole  life  is  a  welUwrit  story, 
i  each  word  stands  so  well  plac'd,  that  it 


itive  detraction  to  correcL 


She*s  modest,  but  not  sullen,  and  loves  silence; 
Not  that  she  wants  apt  words,  (for  when  she 

speaks, 
She  inflames  love  with  wonder)  but  beoauae 
She  calls  wis^  silence  the  soul's  harmony. 
She's  truly  chaste;  yet  such  a  foe  to  coyness. 
The  poorest  call  her  courteous;  and  which  it 

excellent, 
(Tho*  fair  and  younz)  she  shuns  to  expose  herself 
To  the  opinion  of  strange  eyes.     She  either 

seldom 
Or  never  walks  abroad  but  in  your  company ; 
And  then  with  such  sweet  bashfulness,  as  if 
She  were  venturing  on  crack*d  ice;  and  takes 

delight 
To  step  into  the  print  your  foot  hath  made, 
And  will  follow  you  whole  fields;  so  she  will 

drive 
Tediousness  out  of  time  with  her  sweet  cha- 
racter. 
And  therefore,  good  my  friend,  fi)rbear  to  try 
The  gold  has  past  the  fire. 

Lmr,  Thou  foolish  friend. 
Beauty,  like  the  herb  Larix,  is  cool  i'  th'  water. 
But  hot  i'  th*  stomach.     Women  are  smooth 

flatterers. 
But  cunning  injurers. 

Phil.  Thou  wond'rons  yellow  friend, 
Temper  an  antidote  with  antimony^ 
And  *tis  infectious :  mix  jealousy  with  marriage, 
It  poisons  virtue:  let  the  child  feel  the  stinn;. 
He  II  fly  the  honey-comb.    Has  she  one  action 
That  can  expose  you  to  distrust  ? 

Lor.  Oh !  when  the  Elesander>leaf  looks  most 

green, 
The  sap  is  then  most  bitter.    An  approv*d  ap> 

pearance 
Is  no  authentic  instance ;  she  that  is  lip-holy. 
Is  many  times  heart-hoUow. — Here  she  comes. 

Enter  Abstemia. 
A  prayei^book  in  her  hand !  oh  hypocrisy ! 


be  plot  of  this  comedy  is  partly  taken  firom  the  novel  of  Tk^Cmimti  Imptriktni  m  Dm  QniMti^ 
irtqr  fie^m  Boccace's  Dtamtrm,  day  7,  novel  7. 
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How  fell'st  thou  first  in  love  with  woman  ?  wilt 

try  again, 
But  this  one  time  ? 

Phii.  Condition'd  you  will  stand 
Ear- witness  to  our  conference,  that  you  may  take 
In  at  your  ear  a  virtue  that  will  teach 
Your  erring  soul  to  wonder. 
Lor.  He  would  wittal  me, 
With  a  consent  to  ray  own  horns :  I  will. 
I'll  give  thee  a  new  occasion  :  there  lurks    - 
In  woman's  blood  a  vintiicating  spirit. 

Ab,  I  came,  sir,  to  give  you  notice,    [dulpho, 
Count  Lodovico,  Stroinio,  Spinoso,   and   Pan- 
With  the  rest  of  the  consilhadory,  certify 
They  are  setting  forth  to  meet  the  duke  your 

kinsman, 
Returning  from  Venice. 
Lor.  Oh,  there  he  lias  seen  the  duke  your 
brother.  [company. 

Ab.   Yes,  sir,  and   they  stay  but  for  your 

Lor.  And  you're  cloy'd  with  *t 

[Kicks  her,  and  exit.    Sheroeeps. 
Phil,  And  will  you  still  be  us'd  thus  ?   Oh, 
madam, 
I  do  confess  twice  I  have  batter'd  at 
The  fort  I  fain  would  vanquish,  and  I  know 
Ye  hold  out  more,  'cause  ye  would  seem  a  sol- 
dier. 
Than  in  hate  to  the  assailant.    I  am.  again 
Inflamed  with  those  sweet  fountains  from  whence 

flow 
Such  a  pair  of  streams :  Oh  strong  force  of  desire ! 
The  quality  should  quench,  hath  set  on  fire. 
I  love  you  in  your  sorrows. 

Ab,  And  I  sorrow 
In  nothing  but  your  love.    Twice,  Philippo, 
Have  I  not  be;*.t  back  the  impetuous  storm 
Of  thy  incessant  rudeness?  Wilt  thou  again 
Darken  fair  honour  with  dishonesty  ? 
Thou  know'st  my  lord  hath  long  and  truly  lov'd 

thee 
In  the  wisdom  of  a  friend,  in  a  fair  cause : 
He  wears  his  good  sword  for  thee,  lays  his  heart 
A  lodger  in  thy  bosom,  proclaims  thee  partner 
In  all  he  hnth,  but  me  :  Oh,  be  not  counterfeit : 
We  all  conclude,  a  diamond  with  clouds 
The  goldsmith  casts  into  his  dust :  and  a  gen- 
tleman 
So  blemish'd  in  his  honour,  blots  his  name 
Out  of  the  herald's  book,  stands  a  lost  man 
In  goodness  and  opinion.    Oh,  Philippo, 
Make  me  once  more  so  happy  to  believe 
Tis  but  a  painted  passion. 
Lor,  Most  acate  witch  ! 
Phil.  Come,  learn  of  your  city  wagtail;  with 
one  eye 
Violently  love  your  husband,  and  with  t'  other 
Wink  at  your  friend. 

X.or.  I  will  not  trust  you,  brother. 
Phil.  He  seeks ;  will  ye  not  have  him  find  > 
cries  ye  out 
In  his  mad  fits,  a  strumpet ;  rails  at  all  women. 
Upon  no  cause,  but  because  you  are  one.  | 


He  gives  wound  upon  wound,  and  then  poon 

vinegar 
Into  your  bleeding  reputation, 
Poisou'd  with  bitter  calumny.     Pox  od  him : 
Pile  a  reciprocal  retvard  upon  him: 
Let  ballad-mongers  crown  him  with  their  scorns: 
Who  buys  tlie  buck's-head  well  deserves  tke 

horns. 
Demur  not  on't,  but  clap  them  on. 

Ab.  You  are,  sir. 
Just  like  the  Indian  hyssop,  praisM  of  strangen 
For  the  sweet  scent,  but  hated  of  the  inhabitaati 
For  the  injurious  quality.    Can  be  love  the  wife, 
That  would  betray  the  husband  ?    Hast  thou  not 

seen  me 
Bear  all  his  injuries,  as  the  ocean  suffers 
The  angry  bark  to  plough  thorough  her  botom, 
And  yet  is  presently  so  smooth,  the  eye 
Cannot  perceive  where  the  wide   wound  wai 

made  ? 
And  cannot  this  inform,  I  love  him  better 
In  his  sour  follies,  than  you  in  your  sweet  flat- 
teries? 
If  Verona  hath  observ'd  any  errors  in  me, 
I  well  may  call  for  grace  to  amend  them ; 
But  will  never  fall  from  grace  to  befriend  yoo. 
Phil.  With  what  a  majesty  good  women  thun- 
der! 
Lor.  W  as  given  her  some  close  nod  that  I  an 

here. 
Ab.  Rip  up  the  end  of  thy  intent,  and  see 
How  shame  and  fear  do  lurk  where  yoa  woold 

walk, 
Like  a  pair  of  serpents  in  a  flowVy  mead. 
Lust  sees  with  pleasure,  but  with  fear  doth  tread. 
Phil.  Very  brave,  woman  ! 
Ab.  What  is  the  pleasure  thoQ  parsu*st  ?  Asio 
Finish'd  with  infinite  sorrows.     Head,  and  find 
How  barb'rous  nations  punish  it  with  death : 
How  a  minute's  sin  so  stolen,  tho*  in  the  face 
Sit  summer  calms,  all  smooth ;  yet  thou  wilt  bear, 
From  the  eternal  alarm  of  thy  conscience, 
How  it  sets  within  thy  soul  continual  tempest^ 
Thunder,  and  dismal  blackness !     Mark  but  the 

course 
Of  the  holy-seeming  hollow  man,  and  see 
How  he  that  glories  Heaven  with  no  honoor, 
Covets  to  glorify  himself  with  honesty. 
And,  to  put  you  past  your  hopes,  let  me  leave 

this  with  you ; 
Thou  may'st  hold  an  elephant  with  a  thresd, 

eat  fire 
And  not  be  burnt,  or  catch  birds  with  desire; 
Quench  flame  with  oil,  cut  diamonds  with  cU«i 
Pierce  steel  with  feathers :  this  thoa  may'st  bring 

to  pass 
Sooner  than  hope  to  steal  tlie  husband's  rt^ 
Whose  wife  is  honest,  and  no  hypocrite,  [tail* 
Phil.  What  think  you  now,  sir  ? 
Lor.  Why  now  I  do  think  it  possible  for  the 
world  r«'; 

To  have  an  honest  woman  in  it,— — GooaDye> 
I  must  go  meet  the  duke.    Adieu. 
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Phil.  Farewell. 
Ob  jealousy !  how  nenr  thou  dwell'st  to  hell ! 

[Exeuni. 

Enter  Lodovico,  Pandulpho,  Spinoso, 
Jaspro,  Jovani,  and  down, 

Lod,  The  dake  not  seven  leagues  off !   my 

horse,  rogues. 
Pan.  Our  negligence  deserves  just  blame; 
and  how 
nfwill  please  his  grace  to  construe  it,  we  know 

noL 
'  Ja%,  But  where*s  your  fair  chaste  wife,  my 
lord  ? 
I/hL  Marry,  with  my  man  Francisco.    Oh 
that  fellow  ! 
She  were  undone  without  him ;  for  indeed 
She  takes  great  pleasure  in  him  :  he  learns  her 

music. 
To  hear  what  counsel  she  will  give  him  !  if 
He  but  screw  his  look  sometimes  with  the  pin, 
Slie  will  tell  him  straight  'twas  an  unchristian 

look. 
I  love  him  dearly. 
Spi.  But  can  your  honour  never  wooe  your 
lady 
To  a  more  sociable  affability  ?  She  will  not  kiss. 
Nor  drink,  nor  talk,  but  against  new  fashions. 
Lad,  Oh,  sir,  she  is  my  crown :  nor  is  it  re- 
quisite 
Women  should  be  so  sociable.    I  have  had  such 
a  coil  with  her,  to  bring  her  but  to  look  out  at 
window !      When  we  were  first  married,  she 
would  not  drink  a  cup  of  wine,  unless  niius  parts 
of  it  were  water. 

Omnes,  Admir'd  temperance ! 
Lod.  Nay,  and  ye  knew  ail,  my  lords,  ye 
would  say  so.  T'other  day  I  brought  an  English 
gentleman  home  with  me,  to  try  a  horse  I  should 
sell  him :  he  (as  ye  know  their  custom,  tho*  it 
1»e  none  of  ours)  makes  at  her  lips  the  first  dash. 
Clown.  He  dash'd  her  out  of  countenance, 
I'm  sure  of  that. 

Lmf.  She  diil  so  pout  and  spit,  that  my  hot- 
l>rain*d  gallant  could  not  forbear  but  ask  the 
cause.    Quoth  she — 

CUfKn.  No,  sir,  she  spit  again,  before  quoth 
she  left  her  lips. 

Lod.  I  think  she  did  indeed :  but  then  quoth 
«he,  a  kiss,  sir,  is  sin's  earnest-penny.  Is't  not 
true,  Pambo? 

Clown.  Very  true,  sir.  By  the  same  token, 
^uoth  he  to  her  again,  if  you  dislike  the  penny, 
lady,  pray  let  me  change  it  into  English  hitU- 
pence ;  and  so  gave  her  two  for't. 

Lod.  But  how  she  vex*d  then  !  then  she  rattled 
liim,  and  told  him  roundly,  tho'  confidence  make 
«;uckolds  in  England,  she  could  no  coxcombs  in 
Italy. 

Clown.    But  did  ye  mark   how  bitterly  be 
dos'd  it  with  a  middlmz  jest? 
Lod.  What  was  that,  I  pr'ythee  ? 
Clown.  Why,   quoth  he  again,   Confidence 


makes  not  so  many  cuckolds  in  England,  but 
craft  picks  open  more  padlocks  in  Italy. 

Jov.  That  was  something  sharp. But  there 

she  comes. 

Enter  Dorothea  and  Francisco. 

Lod.  Ye  shall  see  how  I'll  put  ye  all  upon  bef 
presently. 

Clown.  Then  I  shall  take  my  turn. 

Dor,  Francis. 

Fran,  Madam. 

Dor.  Have  you  chang'd  the  ditty  you  last  set  ? 

Fran.  I  have,  madam. 

Dor.  The  conceit  may  stand ;  but  I  hope 
you  have  cloath'd  the  method  in  a  more  chrts- 
tian-iike  apparel. 

Fran.  I  have,  lady. 

Dor.  Pray,  let  me  hear  it  now. 

Fran.  She  that  in  these  days  boksfor  truths 
Seldom  or  never  finds^  in  sooth.       * 

Dor.  That's  wond'rous  well. 

Clown,  Yes,  in  sadness. 

Lod.    Peace,    sirrah ;    nny,    she's    built   of 
modesty. 

Fran.  Even  as  a  wicked  kiss  defiles  the  lips. 
So  do  new  fashions  her  that  through  than  trips. 

Dor.  Very  mudest  language. 

Fran.  She  that  doth  pleasure  use  for  what 
'twill  bring  /wr, 
Will  pluck  a  rose,  alt  ho*  she  prick  her  finger. 

Dor,  Putin  hurt  her  finger,  good  Francis; 
the  phrase  will  be  more  decent. 

Pan.  Y'  are  a  wondrous  happy  man  in  one  so 
virtuous ! 

Lfd.  Nay,  ye  shall  have  no  count  Lorenzo  of 
me,  I  warrant  ye. 

Clown.  Nor  no  count  Lorenzo's  lady  of  your 
wife,  I  warrant  ye. 

Lod,  Sweet  chick,  I  come  to  take  leave  of 
thee :  finger  in  nye  already  ! 
We  are  all  to  meet  the  duke  this  afternoon,  bird, 
Who  is  now  come  from  Venice:  tliou  may'st 

walk 
And  see  the  count  Lorenzo's  lady. 

Dor.  Alas !  she's  too  merry  for  my  company. 

Jas.  Too  merry  !  1  have  seen  her  sad. 
But  very  seldom  merry. 

Dor.  I  mean,  my  lord. 
That  she  can  walk,  tell  tales,  run  in  the  garden. 

Clown,  VVhy,  then  your  ladyship  may  hold 
your  tongue,  say  nothint;,  and  walk  in  the  orchard. 

Dor.  She  can  drink  a  cup  of  wine  not  allay 'd 
with  water. 

Clown.  Why  then  you  may  drink  a  cup  of 
water  without  wine. 

Dor.  Nay,  if  a  nobleman  come  to  see  her 
lord. 
She  will  let  him  kiss  her  too,  against  our  custom. 

Pan,  Why  a  modest  woman  may  be  kissi'd  by 
accident. 
Yet  not  give  the  least  touch  to  her  reputation. 

Lod,  Well  said,  touch  her  home. 
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Dor.  Naj,  bat  they  may  not :  sbe  that  will 
kiss, 
They  say,  will  do  worse,  I  warrant  ber. 

Jov,  Why  I  have  seen  you,  madam,  kiss'd 
against  yoar  will. 

Dor,  A^nst  my  will  it  may  be  I  have  been 
kis8*d  indeed. 

Clown.  Pshaw,  there's  nothing  against  a  wo- 
man's will ;  and  I  dare  be  sworn,  if  my  lady  kiss 
but  any  one  mao,  'tis  because  she  cannot  do 
with  all. 

Lod.  Nay,  I  know  that  to  be  true,  my  lords ; 
and  at  this  time. 
Because  you  cannot  do  with  all,  pray  kiss  them 

in  order; 
Kiss  her  all  over,  gentlemen,  and  we  are  gone. 

Dor.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  'tis  against  our  na- 
tion's custom. 

Lod,  I  care  not ;  let  naturals  love  nations : 
My  humour's  my  humour. 

Spin,  I  must  have  my  turn  too,  then. 

Jov,  It  must  go  round. 

Dor,  Fie,  fie. 

Lod,  Look  liow  she  spits  now  ! 

Jat,  The  deeper  the  sweeter,  lady. 

Clown,  The  nearer  the  bone,  the  sweeter  the 
flesh,  lady. 

Dor,  How  now,  sauce-box  ! 

Clown,  Did  not  my  lord  bid  the  gentlemen 
kiss  you  all  over  ? 

Lor,  I  have  sweet  cause  to  be  jealous,  have  I 
not,  gentlemen  ?  no :  Crede  quod  kabesy  et  hahe$ 
still ;  he  that  believes  he  has  boms,  has  them. 
Will  you  go  brine  my  horse,  sir  ? 

Clown,  I  will  bring  your  horse,  sir;  and  your 
horse  shall  bring  his  tail  with  him.  [Exit, 

Lod,  Francis,  I  pr*yrhee  stay  thou  at  home 
with  thy  lady :  get  thy  instrument  ready ;  this 
melancholy  will  spoil  her:  before  these  loitis 
here,  make  her  but  laugh,  when  we  are  gone — 

Fran,  Laugh  before  these  lords  when  they  are 
gone,  sir ! 

lad.  Pish,  I  mean,  make  her  laugh  heartily 
before  we  come  home ;  and  before  these  lords,  I 
promise  thee  a  leuse  of  forty  crowns  per  annum. 

Fran,  Can  ye  tell  wliether  she  be  ticklish,  sir? 

Lod,  Oh,  infinitely  ticklish  ! 

Fran,  Til  deserve  your  lease,  then,  ere  you 
come  home,  I  warrant. 

Lod,  And  thou  sbalt  ha't,  i'fiiith,  boy. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clown,  Your  horse  is  ready,  sir. 

Lod,  My  lords,  I  think  we  have  staid  with 
the  longest;  farewel,  Doll:  Crede  quod  habes, 
et  habes,  gallants. 

Pan,  Our  horses  shall  fetch  it  up  again :  fare- 
wel, sweet  lady. 

Jat,  Adieu,  sweet  mistress :  and  whcnsoe*er  I 
marry. 
Fortune  turn  up  to  me  no  worse  card  than  you 
are. 

Clown,  And  whensoe'er  I  marry,  Venus  send 


me  a  card  may  save  Fortune  the  labour, 
turn  up  herself.  [£a 

Dor,  How  now?  why  loiter  yon  behind? 
ride  not  you  alon^  with  your  lord  ? 

F^an.  To  lie  with  your  ladyship. 

Dor,  How?  I 

Fran,  In  the  bed,  opon  the  bed,  or  undc 

Dor,  Why,  how  now  Francis ! 

Fran,  This  is  the  plain  truth  on't,  I  won 
with  ye. 

Dor,  Why  Francis 

Fran,  I  know  too  that  you  will  lie  with 

Dor,  Nay,  but  Francis— 

Fran.  Plague  of  Francis !  I  am  neither  ] 
nor  Francis, 
But  a  gentleman  of  Millain,  that  even  ther 
Heard  of  your  beauty,  which  report  there  gui 
With  such  a  chastity,  the  glittering'st  sin 
Held  no  artillery  of  power  lo  shake  it. 
Upon  which,  I  resolv'd  to  try  conclusions; 
Assum'd   this  name  and  fortune,  sought 

service: 
And  I  will  tell  ye  truly  what  I  guess  you. 

Dor,  You  will  not  ravish  me,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  No ;  but  unravel  ye,  in  two  Ihie 
perience  writ  lately : 

Extreams  in  virtue,  are  hut  clouds  to  vi* 
Shell  do  V  tic  dark,  who  is  C  th"  day  too 

Dor.  Indeed  ye  do  not  well  to  belye  me 

Fran.  Come,  I'll  he  with  thee,  wench, 
make  all  well  again;  tho'  vour  confident 
makes  use  of  Crede  quod  kabes^  et  habes^ 
holds  it  impossible  for  any  to  be  a  cockoid 
believe  himself  none :  I  would  have  bis 
have  more  wit,  and  clap  them  on. 

Dor,  And,  truly  Francis,  some  women 
would  do*t. 

Fran,  Who  can  you  chuse  more  conve 
to  practise  with  than  me^  whom  he  doac 
where  shall  a  man  find  a  friend  but  at  hi 
so  you  break  one  proverb's  pate,  and  givi 
other  a  plaister :  Is't  a  match,  wench  ? 

Dor,  Well,  for  once  it  is :  bat  and  ye  di 
more,  iudeed 
I'll  tell  my  husband. 

Fran,  But  when  shall  this  once  be  ?  nov 

Dor,  Now  ?  no  indeed,  Francis. 
It  shall  be  soon  at  night,  when  yoor  lord's  i 
home. 

Fran.  Then  !  how  is  it  possible? 

Dor.  Possible!  women  can  nmke  any  of  I 
things  possible,  Francis:  now  many  casu 
may  cross  us ;  but  soon  at  night,  my  lord, 
sure,  will  be  so  sleepy,  what  with  his  jou 
and  deep  healths  for  the  duke's  return,  tha 
fore  he  goes  to  bed  (as  he  uses  still,  when  b 
been  hard  a  drinking)  be  will  sleep  upoi 
bed  in's  cloaths  so  sound,  bells  would  not 
him,  rung  in  the  chamber. 

Fran.  The  cuckold  slumbers;  and  the 
wife  bit  him  o'  th'  forehead  with  her  bee 
dreams  of  no  such  matter. 
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Dor.  Now  Pambo,  that  makes  !iiin  merry  in 
his  ctiamber,  shall,  when  the  candle's  out,  and 
he  asleep,  bring  you  into  the  ch:unber. 

Fran.  Cut  will  he  be  secret  ? 

Dor.  Will  lie,  good  soul !  I  am  not  to  try  him 
now. 

Fran.  'Sfoot,  this  is  brave, 
My  kind  lord's  fool,  is  my  cunning  lady*s  knave. 
But  pray  how  then  ? 

iJor,  When  you  are  in  at  door,  on  right  be- 
fore you,  you  shall  feel  the  bed ;  give  me  but 
softly  a  touch,  I'll  rise,  aud  follow  you  into  tlie 
next  chamber :  hot  truly  and  you  do  not  use  me 
kindly,  I  shall  cry  out  and  spoil  all. 

Fran.  Use  you  kindly!  was  Indy  e'er  us*d 
cruelly  i'  th*  dark  ?  Do  you  but  prepare  Pambo 
and  your  maid,  let  me  alone  with  her  mittress : 
about  eleven  I  desire  to  be  expected. 

Dor.  And  till  the  clock  strike  twelve,  I'll  lie 
awake. 

Fran.  Now  ye  dare  kiss? 

Dor.  Once  with  my  friend,  or  so:  yet  you 
jnay  take  two,  Francis. 

Fran,  My  cast  is  ams-ace  then. 

Dor.  Duce-ace  had  got  the  game. 

Fran.  Why  then  you're  welcome.  Adieu,  my 
dainty  mistress. 

Dor.  Farewel,  kind  Francis.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lorenzo,  as  from  horse, 

I/n:  I  have  given  them  all  the  slip,  the  duke 
*        and  all ; 
And  am  at  home  before  them  :  I  cannot  rest, 
Pliilippo  aud  my  wife  run  in  my  mind  so : 
I  know  no  cause  why  I  should  trust  him  more 
Tlian  all  tlte  world  beside :  I  remember 
Ue   told   her  that  I  bought  the  buck's-head, 

therefore 
Deserv'd  the  horns :  altho*  I  bid  him  try  her. 
Yet  I  did  not  bid  him  bid  her  with  one  eye 
Love  me,  and  with  the  other  wink  at  a  friend. 
How  we  long  to  grow  familiar  with  affliction  ! 
And,  as  many  words  do  nptly  hold  concordance 
To  make  one  sentence,  just  so  many  causes 
Seem  to  agree,  when  conceit  makes  us  cuckolds. 

Enter  Philippo  ctik;^  Abstemia. 

And  here  comes  proof  apparent,  hand  in  hand 

too; 
Now  their  palms  meet,  that  grasp  begets  a  bas- 
tard. 

PkiL  By  your  white  hand  I  swear't  was  only  so. 

Lor.  Poison  of  toads  betwixt  ye ! 

Ab.  Philippo,  you  have  fully  satis^'d  me. 

Lor,  Insatiate  whore !  could  not  I  satisfy  ye? 
I  shall  commit  a  murder,  if  I  stay : 
FU  go  forge  thunder  for  ye.    Oh  let  roe 
Never  more  marry !  what  plague  can  transcend 
A  whorish  wife,  and  a  perfidious  friend  I  [Exit. 

PhsL  By  the  unblemish'd  faith  then  of  a  gen- 
tleman ; 
And  by  your  potent  goodness,  a  great  oath ; 
(For  you  are  greatly  good ;)  by  truth  itself, 

voj...  in. 


(For  still  I  swear  by  you,)  wliat  again  hath  past. 
Was  at  the  first  but  trial  of  your  chastity. 
Far  above  time  or  story :  as  I  speak  truth, 
So  may  I  prosper. 

Air.  And  came  these  trials  from  your  breast 
only? 

Phil.  Only  from  my  breast;  and  by  the  sweet 
Excellent  blush  of  virtue,  there  is  in  you 
Plenty  of  truth  and  goodness. 

Ab.  You  have  noblv 
Appeas'd  the  storm  o  ertook  you ;  and  you  are 
Again  a  good  man. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Pandulpho,  Spinoso,  Jasfko, 

Joy  AN  I. 

Lor.  Traitor  to  truth  and  friendship ! 
Did  not  mine  honour  hold  me,  I  should  rip  out 
That  blushing  hypocrite  thy  heart,  that  bath  broke 
So  strong  a  tie  of  faith ;  but  behold. 
How  much  of  man  is  in  me !  there  I  cast  them 
From  this  believing  heart,  to  the  iron  hand 
Of  law,  the  wrong'd  man's  saint. 

Phil.  What  means  this? 

Pan.  My  lord,  here's  warrant 
For  what's  done,  immediate  from  the  duke; 
Efy  force  of  which  you're  early  i'  th'  morning 
Before  his  grace  to  answer  to  such  injuries 
The  count  Lorenzo  shall  alledge  against  you. 

Phil  Injuries!  Why,  friend,  what  injuries? 

Lor.  Can  ye  spell  stag,  sir  ?  'tis  four  letters 
with  two  horns. 
Good  gentlemen,  convey  him  from  my  fury. 
For  fear  of  greater  mischief. 

Phil.  Thou  yellow  fool !  [ExU. 

Ab.  I  would  YOU  would  instruct  me,  noble  sir, 
But  how  to  understand  all  this. 

Lor,   Do  ye  see  her?  look  on  her  all,  and 
wonder : 
Did  ye  ever  see  so  foul  guilt  stand  underneath 
A  look  so  innocent? 

Jaro.  I  should  have  pawn'd  my  blood  upon 
her  honour. 

Pan,  Colours  not  in  grain. 
Make  as  fair  sliew,  but  are  more  apt  to  stain. 

Ab.  My  lord. 

Lor.  X  e  whore !       [Kicks  her.    Sfie  swoons. 

Jas,  Look  to  the  lady. 

Lor.  Look  to  her !  hang  her :  let  me  send  her 
now 
To  the  devil,  with  all  her  sins  upon  her  head. 

Spi.  Bear  her  in  gently,  and  see  her  guarded. 

Pan.  You  are  too  violent,  my  lord. 

Lor.  That  men  should  ever  marry  !   that  we 
should 
Lay  our  heads,  and  take  our  boms  up  out  of 
Women's  laps ! 

Jov.  Be  patient,  good  sir. 

Lor.  Yes,  and  go  make  potguns. 

Jas.  Tis  late,  and  sleep  would  do  you  good, 
my  lord. 

Lor.  Sleep !  why,  do  you  think  I  am  mad^sir? 

Jas.  Not  1,  my  lord. 

Lor.  Then  you  do  lye,  my  lofd, 

«  T 
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For  I  am  mad,  horn  mad :  I  shall  be  acted 
In  our  theatres  of  Verona.    Oh!   what  poison's 
Like  a  false  friend?    and  what  plague  more 

ruinous 
Than  a  lascivious  wife?  they  steal  bur  joys, 
And  fill   us   with  af&ictions!    they  leave  bur 

names 


Hedg'd  in  with  calumny :    in  their  false  hearts 
Crocodiles  breed,  who  make  gri.ef  their  disgniBe, 
And,  in  betraying,  tears  still  thro'  their  eyes. 
Oh  !  he  that  can  believe  be  sleeps  secure 
Ih  a  false  friend's  oath,  or  in  a  hid  wife's  arms, 
Trusts  Circe's  withcraft,  and  Calipso's  charms. 
,  Oinnes.  Tis  Iate|  let's  to  the  court. 

[Exeunt  oma. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 

A  bed  thruit  out :  Lodovico  sleeping  in  his 
cloaths :  Dorothea  in  bed.  Enter  Clown 
leading  in  Fkancisco. 

Fran,  Softly,  sweet  Pambo:   are  we  in  the 

chamber  yet  ? 
Clown,  Within  a  yard  of  my  lady,  and  ye  can 

be  quiet. 
Fran,  Art  sure  my  lord's  asleep  ? 
Clown.  I  know  not,  I'll  go  and  ask  him. 
Fran.  No,  no,  no,   do  not  wake  him ;    we 

are  undone  then,  man. 
Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  now  do  I  see  cuckold- 
making  is   as  ticklish   a  profession  as  cunny- 
calching:  my  lord  was  so  paid  with  healtlis  at 
court,  he's  fast  enough. 

Fran.  But  still  I  purine  wonder,  whv  my  lady 
should  prescribe  tliis  strange,  nay  wond'rous  des- 
perate way  to  her  desires. 

Clown.  Is  that  a  question  to  ask  now  ?  would 
you  would  grope  out  tlie  bed;  for  I  sleep  in 
my  talk,  I  am  sure  of  that.  [Lodovico  coughs, 
Fran,  We  are  lost  for  ever :  did  he  not  cough  ? 
Clown,  'TIS  nothing  but  the  last  cup  comes 
up  in  stew'd-broth':  if  everyou  make  true  whore- 
master,  I'll  be  bound  to  resign  my  place  up  to 
my  lord's  page :  sea-sick  before  you  come  to  tb' 
salt  water !  let  me  go  in  your  stead. 

Fran.  No,  I'll  venture,  stood  a  gulph  between, 
Belching  up  a  tempest.    Oh  valiant  lust ! 
How  resolute  thou  go'st  to  acts  unjust ! 
Pambo,  good  night, 
Desire  drowns  fear,  in  presuppos'd  delight. 

Clown,  Turn  of  your  left  band,  'twill  lead  you 
to  the  devil,  to  my  lady,  I  sliould  say,  presently. 

[Exit. 
Fran,  Let  me  see : 
Four -steps  on  the  lefl  hand.    I  have  the  bed. 
And  on  this  side  she  lies.  'Sfoot,  there's  a  beard ! 
But  all's  well  yet,  she  lies  on  this  side  sure. 
I  have  her :  'tis  her  hand,  I  know  the  touch. 
It  melts  me  into  passion.    I  have  much  ado 
To  contain  my  wild  desires.   As  the  wind  strains 
In  caverns  lock'd,  so  througli  my  big  swoln  veins 
My  blood  cuts  capers. 
Dor.  Who's  there? 
Fran.  Tis  I. 
Dor.  Francis! 

Fran.  Fortunate  Francis,  that  was  wrapp'd 
in's  mbtber's  smock. 


Dor,  Give  me  your  hand,  Francis. 

Fran,  There  'tis.    I  melt  already  ! 

Dor.  My  lord,  count  Lodovico,  awake. 

Fran.  I  am  lost  for  ever,  madam. 

Doir,  My  lord  !  my  lord ! 

Fran.  If  I  pull  too  hard,  I  shtdl  pull  her  oat 

*  .    o'th'  bed  too. 

Dor.  My  lord,  will  ye  not  wake? 

Lod.  What's  the  matter?    what's  the  matter? 

Fran,  How  I  do  dwindle !  [you 

Dor,  Pray,  hear  me,  sir ;   I  cannot  sleep  tiM 
Have  resolv  d  me  one  thing. 

Lod.  What  is't,  sweetheart? 

Dor.  Of  all  your  men,  which  do  you  love  best? 

Lod,  That's  a  strange  question  to  ask  at  mid- 
night! Francisco. 

Dor.  And  that  same  false  Francisco  in  your 
absence 
Most  lewdly  tempted  me  to  wrong  your  bed. 

Fran,  Was  ever  woodcock  catcb^d  thus ! 

Lod.  Oh  rogue,  I'll  go  cut's  throat  sleeping. 

Dor.  Nay,  I  have  fitted  him  most  daintily. 

Fran.  Now,  now,  now,  now,  1  am  spitted. 

Dor.  I  seem'd,  sweetheart,  to  consent  to  him— 

Fran.  A  plague  of  seemings :   I   were  best 
confess. 
And  beg  pardon. 

Dor.  And  to  make  him  sure  for  your  revenge, 

*  I  appointed 

About  this  hour,  the  door  left  ope  on  purpose- 
Fran.  Ah! 

Dor.  To  meet  me  in  the  garden. 
Fran.  All's  well  again. 

•  Dor.  Now,  sweetheart. 

If  thou  would'st  but  steal  down  thither,  tboa 
might'st 

Catch  him,  and  snap  the  fool  very  finely. 
Lod,  Oh  my  sweet  birds-nie !  what  a  weoch 
have  I 

Of  thee !  Crede  guod  habes,  et  habes  still; 

And  I  had  thought  it  possible  to  have  been 

Cuckolded,  I  had  been  cuckolded. 

I'll  take  my  rapier  as  I  go,  sirrah; 

And  the  night  being  dark,  I'll  speak  like  thee, 

As  if  thou  had&t  kept  thy  word.    Oh  villain ! 

Nothing  vexes  me,  but  that  he  should  think 

I  can  be  a  cuckold,  and  have  such  a  lady. 

Do  thou  lie  still,  and  I'll  bring  thee  h'ls  heait 

For  thy  monkey's  breakfast. 
Dor.  And  woqld  you  pntt  unkindly,  and  not 
kiss  me  ? 
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Locf.  I  hdTe  no  more  manners  than  a  goose. 
Farewell 
My  chaste  delicious  Doll.    What  may  his  life 
Be  compared  to^  that  meets  with  such  a  wife !  [Ex, 

Enter  Clown. 

Fran.  Pish,  Pamho. 

Clown,  Here,  boy. 

Fran.  Go  meet  him  in  the  garden,  and  hark. 

Clown.  Excellent !  I'll  play  my  lady,  I  war- 
rant ye. 

Fran,  Do*t  daintily. 

Clown^  ^  Welly  1  may  hope  for  a  *squire*s 
place ;  my  father  was  a  coster-monger.     [Exit. 

Fran.  Welly  now  I  see,  as  he  who  fain  would 
know 
The  real  strain  of  goodness,  may  in  her  read  it, 
Who  can  seem  chastCy'^nd  can  be  what  she  seems : 
So,  who  would  see  helPs  craft,  in  her  may  rend  it, 
Who  can  seem  too,  but  not  be  what  she  seems. 
In  brief,  put  him  to  school  (would  cheat  the 

de*il  of  *s  right) 
To  a  dainty  smootb-iac*d  female  hypocrite.  [Ex. 

Enter  Lodovico  and  Clown. 

Lod.  Here's  a  wife,  Pambo ! 

Clown.  Now,  Crede  quod  habes,  et  haheSf  sir. 

Ijod.  Why,  right  man ;  let  him  believe  he  has 
horns,  and  he  has  'em. 

Clown.  To  discover  upon  the  pinch  to  ye ! 

Lod.  Oh !  you  kind  loving  husbands,  like  my- 
self. 
What  fortunes  meet  ye  full  but  with  such  wives ! 

Clown.  Fortune's  I'th'  fashion  of  hay-forks. 

Lod,  Sirrah  Pambo,  thou  shalt  seldom  see  a 
harsh  fellow  have  such  a  wife,  such  a  fortunate 
wedding. 

Clown.  He  will  go  to  hanging  as  soon. 

Ij)d.  No,  no;   we  loving  souls  have  all  the 
fortunes. 
There's  count  Lorenzo  for  example  now ; 


There's  a  sweet  coil  to-morrow  'bout  his  wife. 
He  has  two  servants  that  will  take  their  oaths 
They  saw  her  dishonest  with  his  friend  count 

Philippo ; 
Nay,  in  the  very  act.    Now  what  was't  brought 

her  to't. 
But  his  dogged  usage  of  her? 

Clown.  Nay,  she  never  liv'd  a  good  day  with 
him. 

Lod.  How  she  goes  flaunting  too !  she  must 
have  a 
Feather  in  her  head,  and  a  cork  in  her  heel. 

Clown.  Ay,  that  shews  her  light  from  head  to 
heel,  sir ;  and  who  have  heavier  heads  than  they 
whose  wives  have  light  heeb  ?  that  feather  con- 
founds her. 

Lod.  I  shall  so  laugh  to  hear  the  comical  his- 
tory of  the  great  count  Lorenzo's  horns ;  but  as 
I  have  such  a  wife  now,  what  a  villain  did  I  en- 
tertain to  teach  hermusick?  H*as  done  her  no 
good  since  he  came,  that  I  saw. 

Clown.  Hang  him,  li'as  made  her  a  little  per- 
fect in  prick-song ;  that's  all ;  and  it  may  be, 
she  had  skill  in  that  before  you  married  her  too. 

Lod.  She  could  sing  at  the  first  sight,  by  this 
hand,  Pambo.     But  hark !  I  hear  somebody. 

Enter  Francisco. 

Clown.  'Tis  he  sure ;  h'as  a  dreaming  whore- 
master's  pace.  Prav,  let  me  practise  my  lady's 
part,  and  counterfeit  for  her. 

Lod.  Canst  thou  imitate  to  th'  life  ? 

Clown.  Can  I  ?    Oh  wicked  Francis ! 

Lod.  Admirable  !    Thou  shalt  do't. 

Clown,  pray,  be  you  ready  with  your  rapier 
to  spit  him  then,  and*  I'll  watch  him  a  good  turn, 
I  warrant  ye. 

JFVaw.  Here  they  are.  If  Pambo  now  comes 
off  with  his  part  neatly,  the  comedy  passes 
bravely.    Who's  there— madam  ? 

Clown.  Francis? 

Fran.  The  same. 


^  IVeUy  I  may  hope  for  a  iquire'a  place ;  my  father  waa  a  eoster^monger, — A  coiter-numger  is  a  seller  df 
apples ;  and  on  apj^-aquire  was  formerly  a  cant  term  for  a  pimp, 

Erasmus'  Pnuse  qf  FoUy,    Sign.  P. 

**  Or  doo  you  judge  peradventure  they  coulde  easily  fynde  in  their  faertes,  that  so  many  scriveners, 
so  many  registrers,  so  manie  notaries,  so  mai^  advocates,  so  many  promoters,  so  many  secretaries, 
so  many  moyleters,  so  many  borsekepers,  so  many  gentlemen  of  hooseholde,  so  many  apple  aquiers, 
BO  many  baudes,  I  had  almost  spoken  a  softer  worde,  Sic" 

FauUtf  and  no$kmg  Imt  Faults,  by  Baniaby  Rich,  1606,  p.  24 : 

**  Shee  shall  not  want  the  assistance  of  her  ruffians,  her  applesquireSf  and  of  those  brotheU 

qaeanes  that  lodge,  that  harbour,  and  that  retain  her." 

Ben  Jonson*s  Every  Man  in  ki$  Humowr,  A.  4.  S.  10 : 

**  Well,  good  wife  bawd,  Cob's  wife,  and  you. 
That  make  your  husband  such  a  hoddy  doddy ; 
And  you,  young  appU-squire,  and  o|d  cuckold-makeri^ 
I'll  ha'  you  every  one  before  a  justice." 

See  also  Dekkar's  Betman  i^Lndon.    Sign.  U.  2* 
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Clown,  I  think  this  place  lies  too  open  to  the 
air,  Francis? 

Lod.  Delicate,  Pambo. 

Clown,  And  truly  there's  a  great  dew  fallen 
to-night ; 
The  grass  is  wond'rous  wet. 

Lod.  Sweet  rogue ! 

Clown,  Come,  Francis, 
And  let  us  sport  ourselves  in  yonder  rushes : 
And  being  set.  111  smother  thee  with  busses. 

Ij)d.  Ob  villain ! 

Fran.  Hear  me,  lady; 
It  is  enough,  my  lord  hath  now  a  friend 
In  these  dishonest  days,  that  dares  be  honest. 

Lod.  How  is  this  ? ' 

Clown,  Nay,  for  th^  lord,  he's  a  mere  cox- 
comb, Francis. 

Lod,  Out,  rogue ! 

Fran,   Tis  but  your  bad  desires  that  tell 
you  so. 
Can  I  contain  a  heart  ?  or  can  that  heart 
Harbour  a  thought  of  injury  *gainst  him, 
Under  whose  wing  I  safely  stretch  my  pinions? 
Has  be  not  nobly  entertain*d  me  ?  stand  I  not 
Next  neighbour,  save  yourself,  unto  his  heart  ? 

Ixni,  Ay,  by  this  hand  dost  tbou. 

Fran,  And  should  I  quit  him  thus  ?  No,  lady, 
no. 

Lod,  Brave  Frank  ! 

Fran.  I  am  too  wise  to  fall  in  love  with  woe, 
Much  less  with  woman.     I  but  took  advantage 
Of  mv  lord*s  absence  for  your  trial,  lady. 
For  fear  some  fellow  (far  hotter  reiii'd  than  I) 
Might  have  sought,  and  sped :  and  I  would  be 

loath 
A  lord  so  loving 

Lod,  Shalt  have  five  leases,  by  these  fingers. 

Fran.  Should  have  a  lady  &lse. 
Buck,  lady,  to  your  yet  unblemish'd  bed ; 

Preserve  your  honour,  and  your  lord's cairs- 

head.  [Aside, 

Clown,  Well,  Francis,  you  had  been  better — 
if  I  do  not  tell  my  lord  of  this ! 

Lod,  He  has  put  him  to*t  now. 

Fran,  Then  I  am  lost  for  ever : 
You'll  torn  it  all  on  me,  I  know;  but  ere 
ril  live  to  wrong  so  good  a  lord,  or  stand 
The  mark  unto  your  malice,  I  will  first 
Fall  on  my  sword  and  perish. 

Lod.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  man. 

Fran,  Ha,  who  are  you  ? 

Lod,  One  that  has  more  humanity  in  him, 
than  to  see  a  proper  fellow  cast  himself  away,  I 
warrant  thee.    Tis  I,  *tis  I,  man :  I  have  heard 

all. 

Clown,  And  'twas  I  play'd  my  lady,  to  have 
snapped  ye. 

Fran,  Has  she  been  then  so  good  to  tell  your 
honour  ? 
Now  am  I  worse  afflicted  than  before. 
That  she  should  thus  outrun  me  in  this  race  of 
honesty. 
Lod,  Nay,  sh'as  bobb'd  thee  bravely.    Sh'as 


a  thousand  of  these  tricks,  i'faith,  man:  bat 
howsoever,  what  I  have  found  thee,  I  have  found 
thee.  Hark  in  thine  ear,  shalt  hare  &re  leases, 
and  mine  own  nag,  when  th'ast  a  mind  to  ride. 

Fran.  Let  mc  deserve,  sir,  first. 

Lod,  Shalt  have  them.    I  know  what  I  do,  I 
warrant  thee. 

Fran.  I  joy  in  such  a  lady. 

Lod.  Nay,  there's  a  coople  of  yon,  for  a  wife 
and  a  friend.  Shalt  be  no  more  my  servant.  I 
had  thought  to  have  made  thee  my  steward,  but 
thou'rt  too  honest  for  the  place,  that's  the 
truth  on't. 

Clown,  His  superfluity  is  my  necessity  :  Prajr, 
let  me  ha't,  sir. 

Lod.  I  will  talk  with  thee  to-morrow,  Parobo : 
thou  shalt  have  something  too :  but  I'll  to  bed. 
Honest  Francis,  the  deadest  most  part,  1  see. 
I  will  so  hug  the  sweet  rascal,  that  thinks  every 
hour  ten,  till  I  come  yonder  !  Good  nigb^ 
Ffank. 

To  bed,  Pambo.  What  delight  in  life 
Can  equal  such  a  firiend  and  such  a  wife  ? 
So,  my  dainty  Doll,  I  come  to  thee.        [Exit. 

Clown,  So  a  city  night-cap  go  with  tliee — But 
shall 
I  not  be  thought  on  for  my  night's  service  ? 

Fran,  Oh  look  ye,  pray  forget  not  ye  had 
something. 

Clown,  Well,  and  pray  do  yon  remember  I 
had  nothing. 

Fran.  Nothing!  what's  that? 

Clown.  Nothing  before  I  had  something,  I 
mean.     So  you  are  well  retum'd  from  Utopia. 

Fran.  You're  very  nimble,  sir ;  good-morrow. 

[£x«itii/. 

A  Bar  set  out.  Enter  the  Duke  of  Vcmovi, 
Pandulpho,  Spinoso,  Jaspro,  .fovANf,  Lo- 
renzo, Philippo,  Abstemia,  a  Ouardy  and 
two  Slaves. 

Ver,  Call  the  accus'd  to  th'  bar. 

Phil,  We  appear. 
With  acknowleag'd  reverence  to  the  presence. 

Ver,  We  meet  not 
To  build  on  circumstances,  but  to  come  plaiolj 
To  the  business  that  here  plac'd  us.    Coosio 

Lorenzo, 
You  have  free  leave  to  speak  your  griefs;  bat 

•  this 

Desire  the  senate  to  observe,  and  nearly : 
I  come  here  not  yonr  kinsman;  neither,  madsiii) 
Looking  uuto  the  greatness  of  your  blood. 
As  you  are  sister  to  the  duke  of  Venice ; 
But  as  an  equal  judge,  1  come  to  doom. 
As  circumstances  and  proof  informs. 

Lor,  Thus  then, 
(Great  sir,  grave  lords,  and  honourable  aoditois 
Of  my  dishonour)  I  affirm  'tis  known 
To  th'  signory  of  Verona,  the  whole  city. 
Nay,  the  great  multitude  without,  that  come 
This  day  to  hear  onwilling  trnth,  can  witoeas, 
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tioce  m  J  marriage  with  that  woman  (weep'st 

thoa? 
rath,  who  would  not  look  thee  in  a  woman's 

tears! 
howers  that  fall  too  late,  produce  dear  years) 
know  that  since  oar    marriage,    I   have 

performM 
irly  ail  judicial  wedlock-ofBces, 
malice  knew  not  how  at  my  whole  actions 
lake  one  blow  :  and  to  strike  home,  I  did 

rather 
lur  her  as  a  saint,  sir,  thnn  respect  her 
le  was  ray  wife  :  on  piljgrimage  I  sent 
ly  endeavours  to  the  fair  seeming  shrine 
^r  desires,  where  they  did  offer  daily 
mat  satisftiction,  which  she  seem*d 
procally  to  return,  pay'd  back 
uch  obedience  as  I  lent  of  love : 
iien  the  serpent  stings,  when  like  a  dove 
ion  ieathers  him  :  '  women's  sweet  words 
r  are  from  their  hearts  (though  from  their 

breasts 
fly)  as  lapwings*  cries  are  from  their  nests. 
n.  CHi  you  inveigh ! 
r.  I  would  appear  no  satyr, 
for  this  man  (how  fain  I  would  call  him 

friend !) 
leal  to  the  whole  state,  if  at  the  fight 
ixt  Bizerta  gallies  and  your  grace, 
rein  you  pleas*d  to  send  me  general  there, 
he  deserv'd  (let  roe  not  take  from  him 
oerit's  meet  confession)  but  I  was  there 
nan  (the  erring  man)  that  crown'd  his  merit 
approbation  and  reward  ;   brought  him 

home, 
r'd  him  to  those  graces  you  heapM  on  him : 
i  him  a  neighbour  to  my  heart,  as  lovers 
'jewels,  left  by  their  dead  friends;  I  lock*d 

him 
my  heart,  and  double-barr*d  him  there 
reason  and  opinion ;  his  extremities 
n*d  me  more  unto  him,  whilst  like  an  arch 
built,  by  how  much  the  more  weight  I  bore, 
id  the  stronger  under  him ;  so  lov^d  him, 
in  his  absence  still  mine  ear  became 
ictuary  to  his  injured  name, 
r.  And  what  from  hence  infer  you  ? 
r.  That  'twas  base, 
in  the  depth  of  baseness,  for  this  wife 
•nour'd,  and  this  smooth  friend  so  belov'd, 
inspire  betwixt  them  my  dishonour, 
r.  How?  [thefl: 

r.  To  stain  mv  sheets  with  lust,  a  mmute*8 
■and  perpetually  three  faces;  a  husband's, 
fe'a,  and  friend  s. 
.  Ob,  ^od  my  lord, 
out  this  devil  from  you. 
r  Oh,  good  my  lady, 
not  the  devil  within  yoo,  but  confess. 


Phil,  Hear  me,   great  sir;  I  will  confess, 
Lorenzo, 
And  print  thee  down  the  fool  of  passion. 
Spin,  Speak,  sir. 

PAi/.  Tis  true,  this  boasting  man  did  thus 
erect  me 
In  his  opinion,  plac*d  roe  in  his  love, 
Grac'd  me  with  courtesies :   Oh  the  craft  of 

jealousy  ! 
As  boys,  to  take  the  bird,  about  the  pit 
Cast  ^heat  and  chaff,  contriving  a  neat  train 
To  intice  her  to  her  ruin  :  so  this  friend 
Falser  than  city-oaths,  it  is  not  doubted, 
Having  so  far  indear*d  me,  when  he  came 
To  enjoy  a  fair  wife,  guest  it  impossible 
For  me  to  share  with  him  in  all  things  else, 
And  not  in  her ;  (for  fair  wives  o\\  we  see 
Strike  discord  in  sweet  friendship's  harmony)  i 
And  having  no  way  to  insnare  me  so. 
To  separate  our  loves,  he  seriously 
Woo'd  me  to  try  his  wife. 

Lor.  Tis  false. 

FhiL  lis  true, 
By  all  th<nt  honest  men  may  be  believed  by. 
Three  several  times  I  try'd  her,  by  him  urg'd  to% 
Yet  still  my  truth  not  started,  kept  so  constant. 
That  till  this  hour  this  lady  thus  much  knew  not. 
I  bore  her  brave  reproofs :  Oh  wlien  she  spake, 
The  siiints  sure  listen*d,  and  at  every  point 
She  got  the  plause  of  angels !  now  upon  this. 
This  jealous  lord  infers  (and  it  may  be  but 
To  shun  futurity)  that  I 
(His  betrny'd  friend)  could  not  hold  the  cup. 
But  I  must  drink  the  poison.    No,  Lorenzo^ 
An  honest  man  is  still  an  unmov*d  rock, 
Wash'd  whiter,  but  not  shaken  with  the  shock  ; 
Whose  heart  conceives  no  sinister  device, 
Fearless  he  plays  with  flames,  and  treads  on  ice. 

Vet\  Cousin,did  you,  as  your  friend  here  affirms, 
Counsel  him  to  these  trials? 

Lor.  I? 

Phil.  You  did.  [roan. 

Lor.  Philippo,  thou  art  fallen  from  a  good 
And  hast  ta*en  leave  of  modesty :  let  these  my 

servants 
(That  incredulity  should  be  induction 
To  my  more  certain  shame)  let  these  speak 
And  relate  what  they  saw :  they  grew  so  poblie. 
My  servants  could  discover  them. 

Pan.  Speak,  fHends,  be  fearless ; 
And  what  you  know,  even  to  a  syllable, 
Boldly  confess. 

Ut  Slave.  Then  know,  great  sir,  as  soon 
As  e*er  mj  lonl  was  gone  to  meet  your  grace, 
Signor  Philippo  and  my  ludy  privately 
Went  up  to  her  be  i-chamtier :  we  two  suspecting 
What  afterwards  we  found,  stole  softly  up. 
And  through  the  key-hole  (for  the  door  was 
lock'd) 
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We  saw  my  lady  and  coant  Phi|ippo  there 
Upon  the  bed,  and  in  the  very  act, 
As  my  lord  before  alfirm*d. 

Ab»  Canst  thou  hear,  Heaven, 
And  withhold  thy  thunder? 

Phil.  My  lorcfs,  one  devil,  ye  know. 
May  possess  three  bodies. 

Ver,  Will  you  swear  this,  sir  ? 
t$t  Slave,  i  will,  my  lord. 
Spin.  And  you  ? 
2d  Slave,  I  will,  and  dare,  sir. 
Lor,  Brave  rascals ! 
Ver.  Reach  them  the  book. 
Ab,  Ye  poor  deluded  men,  oh  do  not  swear ! 
Lor,  Think  ot'  the  chain  of  pearl. 
tst  Slave.  Give  us  the  book : 
That  we  affirm  the  truth,  the  whole  truth, 
And  nothing;  but  the  truth,  we  swear. 

Pan,  Believe  me,  I  am  sorry  for  the  lady. 
Phil,  How  soon 
Two  souls,  more  precious  than  a  pair  of  worlds, 
Are  leveird  below  death  ! 

Ab.  Oh  hark  !  did  you  not  hear  it  ? 
Omnes,  What,  lady? 

Ab.  This  hour  a  pair  of  glorious  towers  are 
fallen ; 
Two  goodly  buildings  beaten  with  a  breath 
Beneath  the  srave :  you  all  have  seen  tliis  day, 
A  pair  of  souls  both  cast  and  kist  away. 
Spin.  What  censure  gives  your  grace  ? 
rer.  In  that  I  am  kinsman 
To  the  accuser,  that  I  might  not  appear 
Partial  in  judgment,  let  it  seem  no  wonder 
If  unto  your  gravities  I  leave 
The  following  sentence :  but  as  Lorenzo  stands 
A  kidsmau  to  Verona,  so  forget  not, 
Abstemia  still  is  sister  unto  Venice. 
Phil.  Misery  of  goodness! 
Ab,  Oh !  Lorenzo  Medico, 
Abstemia's  lover  once,  when  he  did  vow 
And  when  I  did  believe;  then  when  Abstemia 
Deny*d  so  many  princes  for  Lorenzo, 
Then  when  you  swore. — Oh  maids!  how  men 

can  weep! 
Print  protestations  on  their  breasts,  and  sigh. 
And  look  so  truly,  and  then  weep  again. 
And  then  protest  again,  and  again  dissemble  ! 
When  once  enjoy'd,  like  strange  sights  we  grow 

stale. 
And  find  our  comforts  like  their  wonder,  fail. 

Phil,  Oh  Lorenzo ! 
Look  upon  tears,  each  one  of  which  well  valued, 
Is  wortn  the  pity  of  a  king ;  but  thou 
Art  harder  far  than  rocks,  and  canst  not  prize 
The  precious  waters  of  truth's  injur*d  eyes. 
Lor.  Please  your  grace  proceed  to  censure. 
Ver.  Thus  'tis  decreed,  as  these  lords  have  set 
down 
Against  all  contradiction :  Signor  Philippo, 
In  that  you  have  thus  grossly,  sir,  dishonour*d 
Even  our  blood  itself,  in  this  rude  injury 


k^ 


Lights  on  our  kinsman,  his  prerogative 
Implies  death  on  your  trespass;  out  yoarmeri^ 
Of  more  antiquity  than  is  your  trespass, 
That  death  is  blotted  out,  and  in  the  place 
Banishment  writ,  perpetual  banishment 
(On  pain  of  death  (if  you  return)  for  ever) 
From  Verona,  and  her  siguories. 

Phil.  Verona  is  kind. 

Pan,  Unto  you,  madam, 
This  censure  is  allotted :  Yoor  high  blood 
Takes  off  the  danger  of  the  law ;  nay  from 
Even  banishment  itself:  this  lord  your  bosbaod 
Sues  only  for  a  legal  fair  divorce, 
Which  we  think  good  to  grant,    the  church 

allowing : 
And  in  that  the  injury  chiefly  reflects 
On  him,  he  hath  free  licence  to  marry  wbeo 
And  whom  he  pleases. 

Ab,  I  thank  ye, 
That  you  are  favourable  unto  my  love, 
Whom  yet  I  love  and  weep  for. 

Phil,  Farewell,  Lorenzo. 
This  breast  did  never  yet  harbour  a  thought 
Of  thee,  but  man  was  in  it,  honest  man ; 
There's  all  the  words  that  thou  art  vrortfa :  of 

your  grace 
I  humbly  thus  take  leave:  farewell,  my  lords: 
And  lastly,  farewell,  tliou  fairest  of  many, 
Yet  by  far  more  unfortunate :  look  up 
And  see  a  crown  held  for  thee ;  win  it,  and  die 
Love's  martyr,  the  sad  map  of  injury  : 
And  so  remember,  sir,  your  injui^d  lady 
Has  a  brother  yet  in  Venice.  [Esit, 

Ab,  Farewell,  Lorenzo, 
Whom  my  soul  doth  love :  if  you  e*er  marry. 
May  you  meet  a  good  wife,  so  good,  that  yoa 
May  not  suspect  her,  nor  may  she  be  worthy 
Of  your  suspicion :  and  if  you  bear  hereafter 
That  I  am  dead,  enquire  but  my  last  words, 
And  you  shall  know  that  to  the  last  I  lov'd  yoa; 
And  when  you  walk  forth  with  yonr  second  choiop. 
Into  the  pleasant  fields,  and  by  chance  talk  of  me, 
Imagine  that  you  see  me  lean  and  pale,       [bed 
Strewing  your  paths  with  flowers :  and  wh^  in 
You  cast  your  arms  about  her  happy  side, 
Think  you  see  me  stand  with  a  patient  look. 
Crying,  all  hail,  you  lovers,  live  and  prosper: 
But  may  she  never  live  to  pay  my  debts  j  [Weept, 
If  but  in  thought  she  wrong  you,  may  sbe  die 
In  the  conception  of  the  injury. 
Pray  make  me  wealthy  with  one  kiss :  fareireO, 

sir: 
Let  it  not  grieve  you  when  you  shall  remember 
That  I  was  innocent :  nor  this  forget. 
Though  innocence  here  suffer,  sigh  and  groan. 
She  walks  but  thorow  thorns  to  find  a  throne. 

[ExU, 

Ven  Break  up  the  court ;  and,  cousin,  lean 

this  reed ; 

Who  stab^  truth's  bosom,  makes  an  angel  bleed. 

Lor,  The  storm  upon  my  breast,  sir.   [EieeiaU, 
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SCENE  I. 
fico,  Jaspro,  Jovani,  and  Chwn, 

chronicle  ever  match  this  couple, 
itleroen  ? 
make  us  wonder, 
ould  seem  to  yield  to  the  temptation, 

meet  in  one  resolved  goodness, 

one  another ! 

re  lies  the  jest  on't.    Sirrah,  Pambo, 
ik,  an'  she  had  met  him  in  the  gar- 
e  would  have  rattled  him. 
nd  ruffled  him  too,  sir :  ^  the  camo- 
lave  been  better  for  it  many  a  day 

1  an  honest-minded  servant  where 
ill  one  find  ? 

•ant !  my  sworn  brother,  man ;  he's 
or  an  office,  he'll  never  thrive  in't : 
servants  will  deal  so  mercifully  with 

fe !  why  she's  a  saint,  one  that  ever 

I  sound  soul  about  her. 

es,  when  she  wears  her  new  shoes. 

I  we  see  her,  my  lord  ? 

ere  is  she,  Pambo  ? 

talking  a  turn  or  two  i'  th'  garden 

ico,  sir :  I'll  go  call  her. 

no,  no;  let  her  alone;  'tis  pity  in- 
t  them,  they  are  so  well  match'd. 
reading  to  her? 

fo,  sir,  she  was  weeping  to  him :  she 
morning  that  her  confessor,  father 
sdead. 

er  Jacomo  dead  ? 

y  now  shall  not  we  have  her  eat  one 
days. 

be'Ii  munch  the  more  in  a  comer ; 
iritan*8  fast, 
r,  do  but  judge  of  her,  ray  lords,  by 

whereas  most  of  our  dames  go  to 
ut  once  a  month,  some  twice  a  quar- 


ter, and  some  but  once  a  year,  and  that  upoa 
constraint  too,  she  never  misses  twice  a  week. 

Jas.  Tis  wonderful ! 

Jofv.  ^fis  a  sign  she  keeps  all  well  at  home : 
they  are  even 
With  the  whole  world,  that  so  keep  touch  with 
Heaven. 

Lod,  Nay,  I  told  ye,  ye  should  find  no  Philippo 
of  Francisco. 

Clown,  And  I  remember  I  told  your  honour 
you  should  find  no  Abstemia  of  my  lady« 

Lod.  Nor  no  Lorenzo  of  myself:  he  was  ever 
a  melancholy  stubborn  fellow ;  he  kept  her  in 
too  much,  and  see  what  comes  on't !  I  give  mj 
wife  her  will,  and  see  what  comes  on't  too ! 

Clown,  Nay,  sir,  there  is  two  come  on't,  ao' 
a  man  could  discover  'em. 

Lod,  Two  what,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Clown*  It  may  be  two  babies,  sir ;  for  thej 
come  commonly  with  giving  a  woman  her  will. 

Lod,  I'd  laugh  at  that,  'taith,  boy — But  who 
has  she  now  for  her  confessor  ? 

Clown,  She  looks  for  one,  they  call  him  father 
Antony,  sir;  and  he's  wish'd  to  her  by  madona 
Lussuriosa. 

Enter  Dorothea  and  Francisco. 

Lod.  There's  another  modest  soul  too,  never 
without  a  holy  man  at  her  elbow  !  But  here 
comes  one  out-weiehs  them  nil — Why,  how  now, 
chick,  weeping  so  rast?  This  is  the  fault  of  most 
of  our  ladies;  painting,  weeping  for  their  sins,  I 
should  say,  spoils  their  faces. 

Fran,  Sweet  madam ! 

Lod.  Look,  look,  look,  loving  soul,  he  weeps 
for  company ! 

Clown,  And  I  shall  laugh  out-right  by-and-by. 

Dor,  Oh  that  good  man  ! 

Lod,  Why,  binl  ? 

Jas.  Be  patient,  lady. 

Dor,  Would  he  go  to  heaven  without  his  zeal- 
ous pupil } 


mmU  woM  haee  been  better  for  it. — ^The  camomile  is  said  to  grow  faster  the  more  it  is 
rodden  upon,  and  to  this  circumstance  the  clown  here  alludes.  Frequent  notice  is  taken 
;rty  in  the  plant  by  our  ancient  writers.  As  in  "  Honours  Academie,  or  The  Famous  PattO' 
tire  Skepheardesse  Julietta;*  1610,  p.  204,  5th  part : 

l^ld  taken  ont  of  the  burning  fiimace,  is  farre  more  bright  and  fierce,  than  when  it  was 
;  and  as  CamomeU,  tlie  more  it  is  trod  upon,  the  thicker  and  better  it  groweth :  even  so  we 
i  Archeresh  to  shew  more  cleare  and  beautifull,  when  the  flame  was  once  past  and  gone 
I  bene  before." 

^  Henry /F.  A.  2.  S.  4 : 

'  though  the  camomUe,  the  more  it  is  trodden  on,  the  faster  it  grows,yet  youth,  the  more  it  ifi 

sooner  it  wears.** 

instances  in  the  Notes  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Dr  Fanner  on  the  last  passage. 
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Clown.  It  may  be  be  knew  not  your  mind, 
forsootn. 

Dor,  He  knew  my  mind  well  enough. 

Clown.  Why  then  it  may  be  he  knew  you 
could  not  hold  out  for  the  journey :  pray  do  not 
set  us  all  a  crying.  [Weeps, 

Lod,  Pr*ytbee,  sweet  bird&-nye  be  content. 

Dor.  Yes,  yes,  content !  when  you  too  leave 
my  company ! 
No  one  comes  near  me ;  so  that  were  it  not 
Por  modest  simple  Francis  here 

Clown.  As  modest  as  a  gib-cat  at  midnight. 

Dor,  That  sometimes  reads 
Virtuous  books  to  me ;  were  it  not  for  him, 
I  might  go  look  content ;  but  'tis  no  matter, 
Nobody  cares  for  me. 

Lod.  Nay,  pr'ythee,  Doll — pray,  gentlemen, 
comfort  her.  [Weeps. 

Clown,  Now  is  the  devil  writing  an  encomium 
upon  cunning  cuckold-makers. 

Fran,  You  have  been  harsh  to  her  of  late,  I 
fear,  sur. 

Lod.  By  this  hand  I  turn'd  not  from  her  all 
last  night :  what  should  a  man  do  ? 

Jas.  Come,  this  is  but  a  sweet  obedient  shower, 
To  bedew  the  lamented  grave  of  her  old  father. 

Clown.  He  thinks  the  deviPs  dead  too. 

Dor.  But  *tis  no  matter ;  were  I  such  a  one 
As  the  count  Lorenzo's  lady,  were  I  so  graceless 
To  make  you  wear  a  pair  of  wicked  horns. 

You  would  make  more  reckoning  of  me 

[Weeps. 

Lod,  Weep  again !  She*ll  cry  out  her  eyes, 
gentlemen. 

Clown.  No,  I  warrant  you:  remember  the 
two  lines  your  honour  read  last  night : 

A  woman*s  eye, 


*S  April's  dust,  no  sooner  wet  but  dry, 

Lod.  Good  pigs-ney !  Frank,  pr  ythee  walk 
ber  t'other  turn  i*  th*  garden,  and  get  her  a  sto- 
mach to  her  supper.  We'll  be  with  ye  pre- 
sently, wench. 

Dor.  Nay,  when  ye  please — But  why  should 
I  go  from  ye?  [away. 

Lod.  Loving  soul !  Pr'ythee,  Frank,  take  her 

Dor.  Pray  let  me  kiss  ye  first.  Come,  Francis, 

Nobody  cares  for  us. 

[At  the  door  Fkancis  kisses  her.  Exeunt, 

Lod,  Well,  there  goes  a  couple ;  where  shall 
a  man  match  you,  indeed  ?  Hark,  Pambo  ? 

Jas.  Did  you  observe  ? 

Jov.  They  kiss'd ! 

Jas,  Peace. 

Lod,  And  intreat  madona  Lussuriosa  to  sup 
with  us ;  as  you  go,  tell  her  my  lady's  never  well 
but  in  her  company. 


Clown.  What  if  your  honour  invited  the  count 
Lorenzo  ?  he'll  he  so  melancholy,  now  bis  bdy 
and  he  are  parted ! 

Lod.  Pray  do  as  you  are  bid,  kind  sir,  and  let 
him  alone :  I'll  have  no  cuckold  sup  in  my  hoose 
to-nisht. 

clown.  'Tis  a  very  hot  evening ;  your  boaoor 
will  sup  in  the  garden  then. 

Lod.  Yes,  marry,  will  I,  sir;  what's  that  to  jon? 

Clown,  Why  your  honour  was  ever  as  good 
as  your  word :  Keep  the  cuckolds  out  of  door, 
and  lay  a  cloth  for  my  lord  in  the  arbour,  jeen- 
tlemen.  VExii. 

Lod.  I  have  been  these  three  roontlis  about  a 
project. 

Jov,  What  is 't,  my  lord  ? 

Lod.  Why,  I  intend  to  compose  a  pampUct 
of  all  my  wife's  virtues,  put  them  in  print,  and 
dedicate  them  to  the  duke,  as  orthodoxal  dirc^ 
tions  against  he  marries. 

Jas,  Twill  give  him  apt  instructions,  when 
he  does  marry,  to  pick  out  such  a  woman. 

Ijod.  Pick  her!  where  will  he  pick  her?  as 
the  English  proverb  says,  He  may  as  soon  find  c 
needle  in  a  bottle  of  hay.  Would  I  knew  wliat 
sins  she  has  committed,  I  would  set  them  dowa 
all  one  with  another ;  they  would  serve  as  foils 
to  her  virtues:  but  I  do  think  she  has  none: 
d'  ye  think  she  has  any,  gentlemen  ? 

Jov.  Oh,  none,  sir,  but  has  some ! 

Lod.  Ay,  piddling  ones,  it  may  be ;  as  when 
a  pin  pricks  her  finger  to  cry  at  sight  on't,  aod 
throw  't  away ;  but  for  other  matters 

Jas.  Now  I  think  on  't,  sir,  I  have  a  derioe 
newly  be«)tten,  that,  if  you  be  so  desirous  to  be 
resolv'd  of  her  perfections,  'twill  be  an  apt  means 
for  your  intelligence. 

Lod,  That  will  be  excellent ;  and  then  mj 
book,  grounded  upon  mine  own  experience,  the 
report  of  my  judgment  in  the  choice  of  a  woman, 
will  sell  them  off  faster  than  the  compositor  caa 
set  the  letters  together. 

Jas.  We  will  discourse  it  as  we  go:  meaa 
time,  sir. 
Let  this  prepare  the  path  to  your  constMCtien, 
Conceit  and  confidence  are  ju^iglers  bom ; 
One  grafb  in  air,  t'  other  hides  the  real  born. 

Lwi.  Well,  he  that  believes  be  has  homs,hts 
boms; 
And  Crede  quod  habes  et  habes^  shall  be  dj 
motto.  [£feHJi/. 

Enter  Pahdulpho  and  Spivoso. 

Spin.  The  powers  of  Venice  upon  our  con- 
fines ! 

Pan.  Yes ;  signor  Philippo,  it  seems,  ^havin| 
possess'd  him    ' 


^ htwing  posaea^d  kUn, — ^That  is,  acquaintedj  or  informed  him.  So,  in  Beery  Jf«B  <«  Mt  _^ 

A.  1.  S.  5,  BokNulil  says,  '<  Posaess  no  gentleman  of  our  acquaintance  with  notice  of  my  lodgiaf.' 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Honest  Mtaes  Fortune,  A.  f .  S.  l  : 

<<  Sir,  I  am  very  weU  pomd  of  it." 
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With  the  passages  that  pass'd  upon  bis  sister, 
Embassadors  were  dispatched  to  Bergamo, 
Where  then  his  forces  lay ;  who  thus  return*d, 
That  he  came  not  a  public  foe  unto  Verona, 
But  to  require  justice  against  couut  Lorenzo, 
To  approve  his  sister  innocent. 

Spin.  What  witness, 
Proof,  or  apparent  circumstance,  builds  he 
His  bold  attempt  upon  ? 

Pan.  He  SHys,  besides 
The  honour  of  Philippo,  he  has  proof 
So  unresistahie  to  amrro  the  plot 
Of  coont  Lorenso,  that  he  only  crav*d 
(Hostages  being  rendered  for  their  safe  returns) 
Here  in  the  senate  chamber  the  fair  trial 
Might  publicly  be  censur'd :  and  by  this 
They  are  at  hand. 

Bnter  at  one  door  Duke  of  Venice,  Philippo, 
and  Lords.  At  the  other,  Duke  o/"  Verona, 
Jaspeo,  Jovani,  Lorenzo  guarded.  A  Bar 
t€t  out.     The  Ut  Slave. 

Ver.  Fair  sir,  tlie  presence  is  leveled  for  your 
f^ievances. 

Ven.  First  summon  to  the  bar  the  count 
Lorenzo. 

Pan.  Lorenzo  Medico,  stand  to  the  bar. 

Lor.  I  do  stand  to  the  bar. 

Ven.  I  come  not  here,  witness  the  good  man's 
comfort. 
To  add  one  step  unto  my  territories;  and  tho*  I 

burden 
The  neighbour-bosom  of  my  confines  with 
The  weight  of  armour,  or  do  wound  your  breast 
(Mydukedom*s  near  next  neighbour)  with  the 

hoofs 
Of  war-appareird  horses,  'tis  not  to  seek 
For  martial  honours,  but  for  civil  justice : 
Conceive  mine  honour  wounded ;  a  sister's  shame 
Is  an  unpleasant  spot  upon  our  arms ; 
Yet  that  we  come  not  here  to  sanctify 
A  sister^s  sin ;  for  if  she  be  so  prov*d. 
Shame  sleep  within  her  epitaph,  and  brand  her; 
Let  bears  and  wolves  that  angel's  fiM;e  confound, 
Gives  goodness  such  a  foul  unfriendly  wound : 
But  if  she  chaste  be  prov'd,  what  balm  can  cure 
A  vrounded  name  ?  As  he  that  not  inflicts 
The  bitter  stroke  of  law  upon  the  strompet, 
Fattens  the  sad  afflictions  of  a  thousand :     . 
So  who  but  stains  an  honest  woman's  name. 
Plagues  are  yet  kept  for  him,  steel  is  no  defence. 
For  the  uocfean  tongue  injures  iooooence. 
I  affirm  my  sister  wrong'd,  wroog'd  by  this  roan, 
This  that  has  wrong'd  pure  judgment,  and  thrown 

poison 
Upon  the  foce  of  truth;  and  upon  him 
I  seek  a  satisfoction. 

Lor.  I  reply ; 
The  law  must  give  yoo  satisfaction. 
That  justly  dicTdivorce  us:  I  appeal 
To  the  whole  consiliadory,  if  equal  law. 
In  her  progressioti,  went  a  step  astray. 
Either  by  proof  or  information. 

VOL.    III. 


Let  tlie  duke  speak  (not  as  be  is  n)y  kinsman) 

If  I  produced  not  legally  in  court. 

Besides  mine  own  assertion,  (which  even  reason 

Grounded  on  probability,)  two  of  my  servants. 

That  upon  oath  affirm'd  they  saw  your  sister 

Even  in  the  very  act  of  sin  and  shame, 

With  that  Philippo  there :  blame  me  not  tben, 

sir, 
If  I  return  an  error  to  your  cause. 
Reason  (the  base  whereon  we  build  the  laws) 
You  injure  in  this  action,  give  her  the  lye  t 
Who  dares  not  build  his  feith  upon  his  eye  ? 
They  swore  what- they  did  see;  and  men  still 

fear, 
(Reason  condudet,)  what  ihey  not  see,  to  swear. 
Ver.  You  hear  my  kinsman's  answer. 
Pan.  And  'tis  requisite 
That  you  produce  your  author :  it  is  held 
Mere  madness  on  a  hill  of  sand  to  build« 

Phil.  The  foundation-work  is  mine, 
And  that  I  answer :  he  builds  on  truth. 
The  good  man's  mistress,  and  not  in  the  sane* 

tuary 
Of  this  injur'd  brother's  power,  but  the  mtegrity 
And  glory  of  the  cause :  I  throw  the  pawn 
Of  my  afflicted  honour,  and  on  that 
I  openly  affirm  your  absent  lady 
Chastity's  well-knit  abstract;  snow  in  the  fkll, 
Purely  refin'd  by  the  bleak  northern  blast. 
Not  freer  from  a  soil ;  the  thoughts  of  infants 
But  little  nearer  Heaven ;  and  if  these  princes 
Please  to  permit,  before  their  guilty  thoughts 
Injure  another  hour  upon  the  lady, 
my  right  drawn  sword  shall  prove  it. 

Lor.  Upon  my  knee,  sir, 
(How  my  soul  dances  1)  humbly  I  intreat 
Your  grant  to  his  request :  fight  with  Philippo 
I'  th'  midst  of  flame,  or  pestilence :  in  a  cave. 
Where  basiHsks  do  breed. 

Ver.  We  must  take  counsel : 
The  price  of  blood  is  precious. 
Lor.  Blood  desires  burthen : 
The  price  of  truth  is  precious.    For  all  the  fights 
I  have  fought  for  you  on  land ;  the  fears  at  sea^ 
Where  I  have  tugg'd  with  tempests,  stood  stormi 

at  midnight, 
Ont-star'd  the  flaring  lightning,  and  the  next 

morning 
Chas'd  the  unruly  stubborn  Turk  with  thunder ; 
For  all  the  bullets  I  have  bravely  shot. 
And  sent  death  singmg  to  the  slaughter,  sir       ■ 
Ver.  Peace. 

Lor.  What  should  a  soldier  do  with  peace  I 
remember 
Mine  honour  lies  a  Meediog,  and  in  mine  yours ; 
Her  wide  wound  inward  bleeds;  aod  white  yoa 

cry  peace. 
Shame  wars  upon  my  name :  oh,  rather  kill  roe, 
Than  cast  me  to  this  scandaL 
Spin,  The  doubtful  cause, 
With  such  a  dare  approved,  yoo  may  pfffait*it 
Ver.  Your  request  is  graoted,  cua. 
Lor.  You  have  now,  sir,  biaatli'd^ 
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Fresh  air  in  the  face  of  fainting  honour. 
Rapiers  of  fair  eouality. 

Ven.  Look  with  what  cunning 
The  spider,  when  she  would  snare  the  fly,  doth 

weave ! 
With  neater  art  appearances  deceive. 
Stay,  as  you  said,  sir,  blood  is  a  precious  price : 
Let  me  but  see  the  men  produc'a,  who  swore 
They  saw  them  in  the  shameful  act ;  and  then 
Farewell  a  sister  and  her  honour. 

Fan,  Produce  your  servants,  sir. 

[Venice  unds  off  a  Lord, 

Lor,   Plague  of  this  change !  here*s  one  of 
them ;  the  t'other, 
In  that  I  threaten'd  him  for  some  neglect. 
The  next  day  ran  away. 

Ven,  Did  you,  sir,  swear 
You  saw  our  sister  and  this  gentleman 
In  this  base  act  of  sin  ? 

Lor,  Fear  nothing. 

\st  Slave,  To  deny  truth, 
Is  more  dangerous  than  to  displease  a  duke : 
I  saw  it,  and  did  swear  it. 

Enter  Lord,  and  Second  Slave, 

Ven,  But  here  comes  one 
Will  swear  you  saw  it  not,  and  are  forsworn. 

1<(  Slave,  'Sfoot,  Stratzo  ! 

Spin,  This  is  the  other  fellow  took  his  oath. 

Ver,  What  come  you  here  to  say,  sir? 

2d  Slave,  That  we  swore  falsely,  may  it  please 
your  grace ; 
Hir'd  by  my  lord  with  gifU  and  promises : 
And  as  I  now  have  spoke  the  truth,  so  Ueaven 
Forgive  my  former  peijury. 

Ver,  Hear  you,  cousin  ? 

l$t  Slave.  Would  you  would  say  something : 
I  have  nettles  in  my  breeches. 

Lor»  Now,  now,  I  hope,  your  eyes  are  open, 
lords; 
The  bed  of  snakes  is  broke,  the  trick's  come  out. 
And  here's  the  knot  i'  th*  rush.    Gopd  Heaven, 

good  Heaven ! 
That  craft,  in  seeking  to  put  on  disguise, 
Should  so  discover  herself! 

Ver.  Explain  yourself! 

Lor,  Now  see,  sir,  where  this  scorpion  lurks, 
to  sting 
Mine  honour  unto  death :  this  noble  duke 
By  nature  is  engag'd  to  defend  a  sister ; 
And  to  this  duke  so  engaged,  this  malicious  lord 
(For  sin  still  hates  her  scourger)  makes  repair. 
And  prepossesses  liin  with  that  suppos'd  inno- 
cence 
Of  an  injur*d  sister,  which  he  had  hir*d  this  slave 
To  follow  him  and  affirm,  and  lays  the  cause 
To  scruple,  and  to  conscience :  they  did  consent 
To  steal  belief  by  seeming  accident. 
^'<^*  j"f%lcr-like,  casts  sin  before  our  eyes ; 
Craft  sometimes  steals  the  wonder  of  the  wise. 
With  an  equal  hand  now  weigh  me,  and  if  I  want 
A  grain  of  honour,  tear  me  from  your  blood, 
And  cast  me  to  contempt. 


l$t  Slave,  My  lord  would  have  made  an  ei- 

cellent  state-sophLster. 
Ver.  In  what  a  strange  dilemma  judgment  »ts, 
Charm'd  to  her  chair  with  wondtr  1 
Ven.  Shall  I  have  justice  ? 
Pan.  Yes,  in  that  this  fellow  swears  for  the 
duke : 
Reach  him  the  book  ;  you  shall  see  him  again 
Take  the  former  oath. 

Ver,  This  doubt  must  be  so  ended  : 
If  it  give  not  satisfaction,  send  back  our  hostage; 
You  have  fair  regress  to  your  forces :  but 
The  blood  remains  on  you ;  and  still  rememba: 
The  price  of  blood  b  precious. 
Phil,  Let  us  end  it. 

Ven,  Oh,  what  a  combat  honour  holds  with 
conscience ! 
Reach  him  the  book ;  and  if  thou  false  do*st  saj. 
May  thine  own  tongue  thine  own  foul  betit 
betray. 
Ut  Slave,  Amen,  say  I : 
Give  me  the  book ;  my  oath  must  end  all  theo  ? 
Spin,  It  must. 

Lor,  Now  you  shall  hear  him  swear 
He  saw  them  both  in  the  base  act. 

Ut  Slave,  Nay,  I  swear 
They  are  now  both  seen  in  the  base  act. 
Omnes,  How's  tliis  ? 
Pan.  Tis  a  strange  oath. 
Ut  Slave.  Tis  true,  tho'. 
Lor,  True,  villain !  are  both  now  seen  in  the 

base  act  ? 
Ut  Slave,  Yes,  both. 
LO-.  Which  both  ? 
Ut  Slave.  You  and  I,  sir. 
Omne$,  How  ? 

15/  Slave.  Both  you  and  I  are  seen  in  thebaie 
act. 
Slandering  spotless  honour ;  an  act  so  base. 
The  barbarous  Moor  would  blush  at. 
Phil.  D'  ye  hear  him  now  f 
Lor.  Out,  slave,  wilt  thou  give  groand  too? 
fear  works  upon  'em : 
Did  you  not  both  here  swear,  i'  th'  seoate-chaB- 

ber, 
You  saw  them  both  disbooest  ? 

Ut  Slave.  Then  we  swore  true,  sir. 
Lor.  1  told  you  'twas  bat  fear. 
Ver,  Swore  ye  true  then,  sir,  when  ye  svoie 
Ye  both  saw  them  dishonest  ? 

Ut  Slave.  Yes,  marry,  did  we,  sir; 
For  we  were  both  two  villains  wbeu  we  saw  thaS} 
So  we  saw  them  dislianest. 
Ven,  Qeaven,  thou  art  eqoal ! 
15/  Slave,   This  is  a  jealous  lord ;  bb  ladj 
chaste, 
A  rock  of  crystal  not  more  clear ;  this  gentlcniB 
Basely  abus'd ;  this  great  prince  diabonouf^^l; 
And  so  we  kneel  for  mercy. 

Ver,  You  have  redeem'd  it : 
Depart,  prove  honest  men.    That  I  sbooUi  betf 
Dishonour  in  my  blood  ! 
Omnes,  Mucb-injur*d  lady  2 
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What  jiisticey  sir,  belongs  unto  the  in- 
Jur'd? 

Firsty  witness  Heaven,  I  tear  thee  from 

ray  blood, 
St  thee  off  a  stranger :  assume  you,  sir, 
:lie  great  cause  is  yours,)  my  seat  of  justice, 
nteiice  this  foul  homicide ;  it  most  be 
ddeiily ;  he  will  infect  the  air  else, 
1,  great  sir,  with  rigour,  whilst  1  stand  byi 

adore  the  sentence. 

Answer,  Lorenzo, 
»o  not  guilty? 

Give  me  my  merit,  death ; 
.  can  build  and  ruin  with  one  breath. 

The  cause  may  seem  to  merit  death,  in 

that 
uls  were  hazarded,  a  princess'  fame, 

dishonour'd,  and  a  luible  lord 
ed  in  reputation ;  but  since  she  lives, 
lat  no  blood  was  spilt,  (tho'  something 

dearer,) 
thus  for  stretches  her  silver  wings 
)ur  trespass ;  we  do  banish  you, 
om  our  dukedom's  limits  and  your  own : 
3ut  set  a  daring  foot  upon  them, 
life  lends  you  ability  to  stand, 
1  into  the  pit  of  death,  unless 
nil  find  out  our  most  unfortunate  sister, 
ing  her  to  our  court. 

Vou,  sir,  are  merciful ! 

This  let  me  add, 

you  have  made  impartial  justice,  sir, 

should  punish  vice  in  their  own  blood : 
ou  find  tlmt  excellent  iniur'd  ladv, 
his  gentleman,  who  hath  suffer*d  for  you, 
ifer  your  lands,  revenues,  and  your  place: 
juring  three  days  stay  within  our  con- 
fines, 

be  death  to  any  that  relieves  yon, 
they  do  a  beggar  at  their  door : 

him  from  our  presence. 

Your  dooms  are  just ! 
S  thy  first  destruction  is  distrust ! 
Exeunt  Loremzo,  Jaspro,  and  Jovant. 

For  you,  fair  sir,  until  we  shall  hear 
tidings 
'  most-injur*d  sister,  please  you  to  call 
rt  your  own;  conceive  it  so ;  where  live: 
rtiiers  in  one  passion  we  will  be, 
eeten  sorrow  with  a  sympathy.  [Exeunt, 

r  LoDOvico  like  a  Friery  Jaspro,  and 

JOVANI. 

What, am  I  fitted,  gallants?  am  I  fitted? 
To  th'  life;  able  to  clieat  suspicion,  and 

so  like 
Antony  the  confessor,  that  I  protest 
not  more  'semblance  in  a  pair  of  eggs. 
An  apple  cut  in  half,  is  not  so  like. 

Well,  of  lords,  you*re  mad  lords  to 
me  to  this ;  but  now,  in  this  habit,  shall 
the  very  core  of  her  heart,  and  her  little 


piddling  sins,  which  will  shew  in  my  book  as 
foils  to  her  giant-bodied  virtues. 
Ja$,  That  will  be  admirable  ! 
Jov,  We'll  step  aside :  by  this  she's  upon  com- 
ing. 
Jos,  We  shall  know  all. 
Lod,  Reveal  confession !  but  go  your  ways ; 
as  much  as  may  lawfully  be  reveai'd,  we'll  laugh 
at,  at  next  meeting. 
Ja$,  Come,  let's  be  gone.    But  once  upon  a 
time,  sir, 
A  beggar  found  a  lark's  nest ;  and  o'eijoy'd 
At  his  sudden  glut,  for  he  thought  'twas  full  of 

young  ones. 
Looking,  they  were  all  gone;    he  was  forc'd 

again  to  beg. 
For  he  found  in  the  lark's  nest  a  serpent's  egg ; 
So  much  good  d'ye,  sir. [Exeunt, 

Enter  Dorothea. 

IamI.  Well,  thou  surpassest  all  tbe  courtiers 
in  these  pretty  ones,  it  a  man  had  the  wit  to 
uiiderstand'them^— 
Yonder  she  comes :  I  can  hardly  forbear  blush- 

But  that  for  discovering  myself. 

Right  reverend  habit,  I  honour  thee 

With  a  son's  obedience,  and  do  but  borrow  thee, 

As  men  would  play  with  flies,  who,  i'th'  midst 

Of  modest  mirtn,  with  care  preserve  tliemselves. 

Dor,  Hail,  holy  father ! 

Lod,  Welcome,  my  chaste  daughter ! 

Dor,  Death  having  taken  good  father  Jacomo, 
Upon  the  plenal  and  approved  report 
Of  your  integrity  and  upright  dealing 

Lod,  Delicate  Doll! 

Dor,  I  have  made  a  modest  choice  of  you, 
grave  sir. 
To  be  my  ghostly  father;  and  to  you  I  fall 
For  absolution. 

Lod,  Empty  then,  my  daughter. 
That  vessel  of  your  flesh  of  all  the  dregs 
Which  (since  your  last  confession  clear'd  you) 

have 
Taken  a  settled  habitation  in  you ; 
And,  with  a  powerful  sweet  acknowledgment. 
Hunt  out  those  spirits  which  haunt  that  house 

of  flesh. 
Tears  make  dry  branches  flourish  green  and 
fresh. 

Dor,  Since  last  I  confess'd,  then  I  do  confess 
My  first  sin  was,  that  my  taylor  bringing  home 
My  last  new  gown,  having  made  the  sleeves  too 

flanting. 
In  an  unchristian  passion  I  did  bid 
The  devil  take  him. 

Lod.  That  was  something  harsh,  dear  daughter; 
Yet  the  more  pardonable ;  for  it  may  be  your 

taylor 
Lies  in  hell,  night  by  night.  Pray,  to  your  second. 

Dor,  Next,  in  a  more  savage  rage,  my  cbanw 
ber-maid 


340 


THE  CITY  NIGHT-CAP. 


[Davenfobt. 


*  Putting  «  little  saffiron  in  ber  starch, 
I  most  unmercifully  broke  her  head. 

Lod,  Twas  rashly  done  too.     But  are  you 
sure,  dear  daughter. 
The  maid's  head  was  not  broke  before  ? 

Don  Noy  no,  sir ;  she  came  to  me  with  ne'er 

a  crack  about  her. 
Lod.  These  will  be  brave  sins  to  mix  with  her 
virtues !  Why  they  will  make  no  more  shew  than 
three  or  four  bailiflb  amongst  a  company  of 
honest  men. — These  sins,  my  dove^ike  daughter^ 
are  out  of  contradiction  venial,  trivial,  and  light. 
Have  you  none  of  greater  growth? 
Dor.  Oh,  yes,  sir,  one  ! 
Lod,  One  1  What  should  that  be,  I  wonder? 
Dor,  One  yet  remains  behind 
Of  weight  and  consequence :  the  same  order 
Heralds  prescribe  in  shews,  I  now  observe 
lu  placing  of  my  sins;  as  there  inferiors 
(Btfcnuse  the  last  lives  fireshest  in  onr  memories' 
^  Fur  tore  the  persons  of  great  note,  so  last 
My  great  sin  comes  to  obliterate  those  past. 
Lod,   Sh'as  trod  some  chicken  tp  death,  I 

warrant  her. 
Dor,  Hear  me,  and  let  a  blush  make  you 
look  red ; 
Ur^«eemly  I  have  abus'd  my  husband's  bed. 
Lod,  You  did  ill  to  drink  too  hard  ere  you 

went  to  bed. 
Dor.  Alus,  sir,  you  mistake  me :  I  have  lain 
With  another  man,  besides  my  husband. 
Lod.  How? 

Dor.  Nay,  the  same  way  I  use  to  lie  with  him. 
But  not  altogether  so  often. 

Lod.  Why  then,  crede  quod  habeSf  et  hahef,  I 
■will  believe  I  have  horns,  for  I  have  'em.  'Sfoot, 
a  woman,  I  perceive,  is  a  neat  herald ;  she  can 
quarter  her  husband's  coat  with  butcher^  arms 
at  pleasure.  But  I  have  a  penance  for  your 
pure  whoreship. — ^You  are  somewhat  broad :  are 
you  not  with  child,  daughter  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  yes ;  sure  'twas  that  night's  work. 
Lod.  How  know  you  that  ? 
Dor.  Alas,  by  experience,  sir.    The  kind  fool 
my  husband 
Wishes  all  well ;  but  like  a  light  piece  of  gold. 
He's  taken  for  more  than  he  weighs. 

Lod.   With  child !    there's  charges  too :    a 
t'other  side  there  should  follow 
A  zealous  exhortation :  but  great  affairs 
That  brook  no  stay,  make  me  be  brief,  remem- 
bering 
Lawful  necessity  may  dispense  with  ceremony. 
You  are  ingenuously  sorry  ? 
Dor.  Yes,  indeed,  sir. 
Lod.  And  resolve  to  fall  no  more  so? 
Dor.  No,  in  truth,  sir. 


Lod.  I  then  pronounce  yoa  here  abtolv'd. 

Now  for  your  penance. 
Dor.  Any  thing. 

Lod.   As  the  met  in  you  seems  strange,  to 
blame  me  not 
If  your  penance  be  as  strange.     You  may  won- 
der at  it ; 
But  it  is  wonderous  easy  in  performance ; 
But  as  your  penance  1  injoin  it.    Nay,  now  I 

remember 
In  an  old  French  authentic  author,  his  book 
Titled,  De  Satirfactume^  I  read  the  same 
Enjoin'd  a  lady  of  Danpbin.    Tis  no  holy  fiat, 
No  devout  prayer,  nor  no  zealons  pilgrimage; 
Tis  out  of  the  prescrib'd  road. 

Dor.  Let  it  be 
So  strange  story  ne'er  match'd  the  injonctiott, 
I  do  vow  the  plenal  strict  performance. 

Lod,  Listen  to  me. 
Soon  at  night  (soi-umour  spreads  it  tbro*  the  citv) 
The  two  great  dukes  of  Venice  and  Verona 
Are  feasted  by  your  lord,  where  a  maskV 
tended. 
Dor.  That's  true,  sir. 
Lod,  Now,  when  ye  aU  are  set  roonn  i 
the  table. 
In  depth  of  silence,  you  shall  confess  these  « 
Aloud  to  your  husband ;  you  art  not  tkit  db 

father : 
And,  'cause  my  orders  bar  me  sucb  inquisitic 
You  shall  saj,  such  a  man  lay  with  me. 
Naming  the  party  was  partner  in  your  sin. 
Dor,  Good  sir ! 

Lod.    Tliis  is  your  penance  I   injoin  y 
keep  it. 
You  are  absol  v'd  ;  break  it,  you  know  the  dan- 
ger of  it.    Good-by. 
Dor,  Oh,  good  sir,  stay  !  never  was  penaoce 

of  more  shame  than  this. 
Lod.  You  know  the  danger  of  the  breach  at 
to  us: 
'TIS  the  shameful  loss  of  our  religious  ordeify  if 
we  reveal. 
Dor.  For  Heayen's  sake, 
Enjoin  me  first  upon  my  kneet  to  creep 
From  Verona  to  Loretto. 
Lod*  That's  nothing. 

Dor.  Nothing  ind^  to  this.    Is  this  yov 
penance. 
So  wond'rous  easy  in  performance  ? 
Lod,  Tis  irrevocable. 

Dor.  I  am  silent:  your  new  penance  wtj 
meet 
A  new  performance.    Farewel,  sir. 
You  are  the  cruel'st  e'er  confest  me  before. 
Led,  And  this  the  trick  to  catch  a  neat  psit 
whore.  [£j«»'« 


*  FutHntr  a  little  uffnm  ia  her  s^orcA.— See  Note  on  Albnmazar,  A.  t.  S*  !•  Dodsley's  Old  V^ 
▼ol.  \I.  fuit.  1780. 
'  /'ar/0r»— i.  e.  before.    Former  editions  read,  For  more.       S.  P. 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Abstemia. 

»,  iniserable^  despis'd  Absteroia, 

0  let  thy  misery  take  breath, 

1  with  many  nmrings.    Oh  Lorenzo  I 
'  in  love  I  am  with  my  affliction, 
*  it  calb  thee  father !    Unto  this  bonse 
g^tlewomea  lodge,  I  was  directed ; 
ere  discover 

actions  closely  carried  in  this  house, 
arsons  (but  not  good)  here  nightly  revel 
its,  and  in  riots,  yet  so  carried, 
e  next  day  the  place  appears  a  sanctuary 
than  sin's  foul  receptacle.    These  ways 
»  me  still  been  strangers ;  but,  Lorenzo, 
>uldst  not  though  believe  it.  Ob  Jealousy ! 
^lipse,  thou  art,  in  thy  disease, 
mad  patient,  wond'rous  hard  to  please. 

Enter  Timpani  a  and  Morbo. 

,  Yonder  she  walks  mumbling  to  herself, 
ince  Antonio  has  blest  her  with's  obser- 

and  ve  win  her  but  to  liim,  your  house 
lie  bell  away.    Accost  her  quaintly. 

1  warrant  thee,  Morbo,  Madona  Tim- 
las  effected  wonders  of  more  weight  than 
en  head.  Have  I  ruin'd  so  many  city^-ci- 
to  let  in  court-martialists,  and  shall  this 
M^ttage  hold  out  ?  I  were  more  fit  for- a 
uk  a  coach  then,  i*faith. — How  now.  Mil- 
how  d*ye  this  morning  ? 
WeH,  I  do  thank  so  good  a  landlady. 

But  hark  you.  Mill ;  is  the  door  close, 
Morbo  ?  * 

.  As  a  usurer^s  conscience.    Grace  was 
;  in,  till  she  saw  the  door  shut  upon  her. 

ril  set  Grace  about  her  business,  and  I 
to  her.    Is  here  any  work  for  Grace, 


'^with  a  wannion  to  her? ^  We  shall  have  eaves- 
droppers,  shall  we? 
Ao,  Chastity  guard  me!  how  I  tremble ! 
Tim.  Come  hither,  mistress  Millicent.    Fie^ 
how  you  let  your  hair  hang  about  your  ears  too! 
How  do  vou  like  my  house,  Mill  r 
Ab,  Well  indeed,  well. 
2  im.  Nay,  I  know  a  woman  may  rise  here  in 
one  month,  and  she  will  herself.     But  tmth*i 
truth :  I  know  you  see  sometliing,  as  they  say, 
and  so  forth.     Did  you  see  the  gallant  was  here 
last  till  twelve? 
Ab,  Which ofthem mean  you?  here  was manyi 
Tim,  Which?  he  in  the  white  feather,  that 
snpp'd  in  the  gallery,  was't  not  white,  Morbo  ? 
Mor,  As  a  lady's  hand,  by  these  ^re  fingers. 
Tim.  White?    No,  no,  'twas  a  tawny,  now 
I  remember. 

Mor,  As  a  gipsv,  by  this  hand.    It  looked 
white  by  q^ndle-liglit,  though. 

Tim,  "  That  lusty  spring,  Millicent,  is  no 
worse  man 
Than  the  duke  of  Milan's  son. 
Ab,  His  excellent  carriage  spoke  him  of  nobl6 

birth. 
7701.  And  this  same  duke's  son  loves  you, 

Millicent. 
Ab,  Now  Heaven  defend  me ! 
Tifn,  What,  from  a  duke's  son  ?  marry  come 
up  with  a  murrain,  from  whence  came  you 
tro,  ha? 

Mor,  Thus  nice  Grace  was  at  first,  and  you 
remember. 

Tim,  I  would  have  ye  know,  housewife,  I 
could  have  taken  my  coach,  and  fetch*d  him  one 
of  the  best  pieces  in  Milan,  and  her  husband 
should  have  look'd  after  me,  that 's  neighbour! 
might  have  noted,  and  cr/d  fiuiewel  naunt^ 
I  commend  me  to  mine  uncle. 


liih  a  KMDMiiMi  U  her* — ^Tkis  expression  occurs  in  Perielet,  Prince  ef  Tfre^  A.  S*  S.  1 : 

'^  Look  how  thou  stirrest  now : 

Come  away,  I'll  fetch  thee  witk  a  wamdon*^ 

Jonson*s  DetU  u  an  Au : 

**  And  a  cmckold  is, 

Where'er  he  put  his  head  with  a  MMmatoii, 

If  his  boms  be  forth,  the  devil's  companion!'* 

That  Uuijf  ifringti.—Sfringti  (adolescens)  a  jfemtk* SmntnwR. 

iser's  Fairy  Queen^  B.  5.  C.  10.  S.  6 : 

'<  Amongst  the  rest  which  in  that  space  beftl> 
There  came  two  eprimgaU  of  full  tender  yeers." 
fbegmUed.    1606. 

ray,  ye  maid,  bid  him  welcome,  and  make  rnvdi  of  htn,  far  by  my  vay,  lie's  a  good  proper 
Mr  •  ' 
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Mor,  And  yet  from  these  perfum'd  fortunes, 
Heaven  defend  you ! 

Ab.  Perfum'd  indeed. 

Mor.  Perfum'd  !  I  am  a  pander,  a  rogue,  that 
hangs  together  like  a  beggar's  rags  by  geometry, 
if  there  were  not  three  iadies  swore  yesterday  that 
my  mistress  perfum'd  the  coach !  so  they  were 
iam  to  unbrace  all  the  side-parts,  to  take  in 
fresh  air. 

Tim,  He  tells  you  true  ;  I  keep  no  common 
company,  I  warrant  ye.  We  vent  no  breath'd 
ware  here. 

Ab,  But  have  ye  so  many  several  women,  to 
answer  so  many  men  that  come  ? 

Mor,  I'll  answer  that  by  demonstration. 
Have  ye  not  observ'd  the  variation  of  a  cloud  ? 
sometimes  it  will  be  like  a  lion,  sometimes  like 
a  horse,  sometimes  a  castle,  and  yet  still  a  cloud. 

Ab,  True. 

Mor,  Why,  so  can  we  make  one  wench  one 
day  look  like  a  country-wench ;  another  day  like 
a  citizen's  wife;  another  day  like  a  lady  ;  and  yet 
still  be  a  punk. 

Ab.  What  shall  become  of  me  ?  Oh  tlie  curse 
Of  goodness,  to  leave  one  woe  for  a  worse ! 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phil,  Morrow,  sweet  madam.  Oh  look  how 
like  the  sun  behiud  a  cloud,  the  beams  do  give 
intelligence  it  is  there  ! 

Tim,  You're  reciprocal  welcome,  sir. 

Phil.  What,  have  ye  not  brought  this  '^  young 
wild  hagi^ard  to  the  lure  yet  ? 

Tim,  Faith,  sir,  she's  a  little  irregular  yet : 
but  time,  that  turns  citizens  caps  into  court- 
periwiffs,  will  bring  the  wonder  about. 

PhiL  Bless  you,  sweet  mistress ! 

Enter  Antonio  and  Slave, 

Mor,  'Sfoot,  here's  the  prince ;  I  smell  thunder. 

Tim.  Your  grace  is  most  methodically  wel- 
iconie.  You  must  pardon  my  variety  of  phrase ; 
the  courtiers  e'en  cloy  us  with  good  words. 

Ant,  What's  be  ? 

Mor,  A  gentleman  of  Ferrara,  sir;  one  Pedro 
Sebastiano. 

Ant.  And  do  ye  set  her  out  to  sale  ?  I  charg'd 
ye  reserve  for  me  alone. 

Tim,  Indeed,  sir. 

Ant,  Pox  of  your  deeds. \^Kickt  her, 

21m.  Oh  my  sciatica ! 

Ant,  Sirrah,  you  perfum'd  rascal ! 

[Kicks  Philippo.     They  draw, 

Tim,  Nay,  good  my  lord. 


r 

Mor,  Good  sir,  'tis  one  of  the  duke's  chamber* 

Phil,  Let  him  be  of  the  devil's  chamber. 

Ant,  Sirrah,  leave  the  house,  or  1  will  send 
thee  out  with  thunder. 

Slave,  Good  sir,  'tis  madness  here  to  stand  him. 

PhiL  'Sfoot,  kickt  ?   Pray  that  we  meet  do 
more  again,  sir ; 
Still  keep  heaven  about  you. 

Ab,  Whate'er  thoa  art,  a  good  man  still  go 
with  thee. 

Ant,  Will  you  bestow  a  cast  of  your  proib* 
sions  ? 
.  Mor,  We  are  vanish'd,  sir. 

Tim.  This  'tis  to  dream  of  rotten  glasKi, 
Morbo. 

Ab,  O  what  shall  become  of  me?    In  his  eye 
Murder  and  lust  contend. 

Ant.  Nay,  fly  not,  you  sweet, 
I  am  not  angry  with  you;  indeed,  I  am  not. 
Do  yon  know  me  ? 

Ab,  Yes,  sir,  report  hath  given  inteUigetice 
You  are  the  prince,  the  duke's  son. 

Ant.  Both  in  one. 

Ab,  Report  sure 
Spoke  but  her  native  language :  You  are  none 
of  either. 

Ant,  How? 

Ab,  Were  you  the  prince,  yon  would  not  tare 
be  slav'd 
To  your  blood's  passion.    I  do  crave  your  paidoa 
For  my  rough  language.    Truth  hatli  a  furebeid 

free. 
And  in  the  tow'r  of  her  integrity. 
Sits  an  unvanquish'd  virgin.    Cau  you  imagine 
'Twill  appear  possible  you  are  the  prince  ? 
Why  when  you  set  your  foot  first  in  this  boose. 
You  crush'd  obedieut  duty  onto  death, 
And  even  then  fell  from  you  your  respect 
Honour  is  like  a  goodly  old  house,  which 
If  we  repair  not  still  with  virtue's  band. 
Like  a  citadel  being  madly  rais'd  on  sand. 
It  falls,  is  swallow'd,  and  not  found. 

Ant,  If  you  rail  upon  the  place,  pr'ythee 
How  cam'st  thou  hitiier  ? 

Ab,  By    treacherous    intelligence.     Hooest 
men  so 
In  the  way  ignorant,  through  thieves  purlieos  go> 
Are  you  son  to  such  a  noble  father? 
Send  him  to's  grave  then 
lake  a  white  almond-tree,  full  of  glad  days. 
With  Joy  that  he  begot  so  good  a  son.    ■ 
Oh,  sir,  methinks  I  see  sweet  majesty 
Sit  with  a  mourning  sad  face  full  of  sorrows. 
To  see  you  in  this  place.    This  is  a  cave 


'^  Fotci^r  vtM  ha^Qird.—A  haggard go§hawke  is  one  that  is  wild  and  hard  to  reclaim.    See  Latham's 
Bo0k  qf  Fauleimry,  4to.  1633.  p.  80. 

Massinger^s  Maid  qf  Honour,  A.  2.  S.  f : 

**  A  prood  haggard. 
And  not  to  be  reclaim'd  !'* 
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»tOD8  and  of  drains.  Oh  turn  back : 
ere  ingender;  'tis  the  steam  of  death: 
y  air  poisons  a  good  man's  breath. 

Enter  Timpani  a  and  Morbo. 

Within  there ! 
Sir. 

Is  my  caroacli  at  door  ? 
And  your  luirses  too,  sir.    Ye  found  her 

pliant. 
Y'are  rotten  hospitals  hong  with  greasy 

sattin ! 
Ah! 
Came  this  nice  piece  from  Naples,  with 

a  pox  to  her  ? 
And  she  has  not  Neapolitaniz'd  him,  I'll 

be  Bead  for  't. 

[Exeunt  Bawd  and  Pander, 
Let  me  borrow  goodness  from  thj  lip. 

Farewel. 
.  Dew  wonder ;  I  haye  met  heaven  in  hell. 

Venice,  Verona,  Lodovico,  Pandul- 
PHO,  Jaspro. 

Is  this  your  chaste,  religious  lady  ? 
Nay,  good  my  lord,  let  it  be  carried 
silent  reputation,  for  the  credit  of  the 
on.  As  all  here  are  privy  to  the  passage, 
«ire  not  to  be  laugh'd  at,  till  after  the 
tnd  we  are  all  ready,  I  liave  made  bold 
me  of  your  grace's  gentlemen  that  are 
ncers. 
Tis  one  of  my  greatest  wonders,  credit 

me, 
c  what  way  she  will  devise  here  openly 
Drm  her  so  strict  penance. 
It  busies  me,  believe  me,  too. 
Ife  may  see  now,  sir,  bow  possible  it  is 
nning  lady  to  make  ao  ass  of  a  lord  too 

Dt. 

An  an !  I  will  prove  a  contented  cuck* 

wisest  man  in's  coiqpany. 

How  prove  yon  that,  sir  ? 

Because  he  knows  himself. 

Very  well  brought  in. 

ir  furniture  fit,  against  the  morning, 

»r  Milan  ? 

Ready,  and  like  your  grace. 

We  are  given  to  understand,  the  injur'd 
princess, 

count  Lorenzo  and  noble  Philippo 

known  to  one  another)  gone  in  search  of, 

een  seen  there  disguised.  Strict  inqui- 
sition 

le  duke  himself  shall,  ere  many  days, 

ir  liopcs  satisfaction. 

Dorothea,    Ladies,   Francisco,    and 
Clown. 

The  ladies,  sir.    Francisco  keeps  before, 

sir, 
nibo  keet>»  all  well  behind. 


Lod,  Yes,  there's  devout  lechery  between 
hawk  and  buzzard.  But  please  ye  set  the  ladies. 
The  mask  attends  your  ^race.  [  Exit, 

Ver,  Come,  ladies,  sit.    Madona  Dorothea^ 
Your  ingenious  lord  hath  suddenly  prepar'd  us 
For  a  conceited  mask,  and  himself  it  seems 
Plays  the  presenter. 

Dor,  Now,  fie  upon  this  vanity  : 
A  profane  mask !  Chastity  keeps  us,  ladies. 

ren.  What,  from  a  mask?   Whereon  grounds 
your  wish  ? 

Dor,  Marry,  my  lord,  upon  experience. 
I   heard  of  one,  once  brought  his  wife  to  a 

mask, 
As  chaste  as  a  cold  night ;  but,  poor  unfortunate 

fellow, 
He  lost  her  in  the  throng ;  and  she,  poor  soul, 
Came  home  so  crush'd  next  morning ! 

Ven,  'Las,  that  was  ill : 
But  women  will  be  lost  against  their  will. 
*  Ver,  Silence,  the  masquers  enter. 

Enter  Lodovico,    Clown,  and  Matquert:    a 
Stag,  a  Ram,  q  Bull,  and  a  Goat, 

Clown,  Look  to  me,  master. 

Lod,  Do  not  shake,  they'll  think  th'art  out. — 

A  mask. 
Clown,  A  mask,  or  no  mask ;  no  mask  but  a 
by-clap ; 
And  yet  a  mask  yclep'd  a  city  night-cap. 
Lod.  And  conve— 

Clown,   And  conveniently  for  to  keep  off 
scorns. 
Considerately  the  cap  is  hedg'd  with  boms. 
Lod,  We  insinuate. 
Clown.  Speak  a  little  louder. 
Lod.  We  insinuate. 

Clown,  We  insinuate  by  this  stag  and  ram  so 
pretty, 
With  goat  and  bull,  court,  country,  camp,  and 
city. 
Lod,  Cuckold.  1 
Clown.  Cuckold,  my  lord. 
Lod,  Tis  the  first  word  of  your  next  line. 

Clown,  Oh cuckold  begins  with  C.    And 

is't  not  sport  ? 
Then  C  begins  witn  country,  camp  and  court: 
But  here's  the  fine  figary  of  our  poet, 
That  one  may  wear  tliis  nightrcap,  and  not 
know  it. 
Dor.  Why,  chickiro,  shall  they  make  such  an 
ass  of  thee  ?  good  your  grace,  can  a  woman  in- 
dure  to  see  her  loving  husband  wear  horns  in*s 
own  house? 

Ver,  Pray,  lady,  'tis  but  in  jest. 

Dor.  In  jest?  nay  for  the  jest  sake,  keep  then 

on,  sweet  bird. 
Clown.  Now  to  our  mask's  name ;  but  first, 
be  it  kuown-a. 
When  I  name  a  city,  I  only  mean  Verona. 
Tliose  two  lines  are  extempore,  I  protest  sir ;  I 
brought  them  in,  because  here  are  some  of  other 
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cities  in  the  room  that  might  ''snaff  pepper 
else. 

Ven.  You  have  fairly  ta'en  that  fear  off:  pray 
proceed. 

Lod,  Your  kindest  men. 

Clfiwn,  Your  kindest  men  most  cuckolds  are, 
ob  pity ! 
And  where  have  women  most  their  will^  oh  city ! 
Sick  for  a  nieht-cap,  go  to  cuckold's  luck ; 
Who  thrives  like  him,  who  hath  the  daintiest  duck 
To  deck  his  stall  ?  nay  at  the  time  of  rapping, 
When  you  may  take  the  watch  at  corners  nappmg ; 
Take  it  forsooth,  it  is  a  wondrous  hap, 
If  you  find  master  constable  without  lis  cap ; 
So  a  city  night-cap  ;  for  whilst  he  doth  roam 
And  fights  abroad,  his  wife  commits  at  home. 

Ven,  A  Verona  constable. 

Clown,  A  constable  of  Verona ;  we  will  not 
Meddle  with  your  city  of  Venice,  sir : 
Therefore  'tis  fit  the  city,  wise  men  say, 
Should  have  a  cap  caird  Cornucopia. 

Lod.  To  con— — 

Clown,  To  conclude  our  cap,  and  stretch  it 
on  the  tenter, 
rris  known  a  city  is  the  whole  land's  center : 
So  that  a  city  night-cap,  ours  we  call, 
By  a  conclusion  philosophical. 
Heavy  bodies  tend  to  th'  center  so  (the  more  the 

pity^ 
The  heaviest  heads  do  butt  upon  the  city : 
And  to.  our  dance  this  title  doth  redound, 
A  city  night-cap,  alias  cuckolds  round. 

Dor.  Cuckolds  round!   and  my  sweet  bird 
leads  the  dance ! 

Ver,  Be  patient,  madam,  'tis  bnt  honest  mirth : 
From  good  construction  pleasure  finds  full  birth. 

[Dance, 

Ver,  Jaspro,  fill  some  wine. 

Jng,  'Tis  here,  sir. 

Ver,  Count  Lodovico ! 

Lod,  Sir. 

Ver,  I'll  instantly  give  you  a  fair  occasion  to 
produce 
The  performance  of  her  penance. 

lid*  1*11  catch  occasion  by  the  lock,  sir. 

Ver,  Here,  a  health  to  all ;  it  shall  go  round. 

Lod,  Tis  a  general  health,  and  leads  the  rest 
into  the  field. 

Clown,  Your  honour  breaks  jests  as  serving* 
men  do  glasses,  by  chance.  [me, 

Ver,  As  I  was  drinking,  I  was  thinking,  trust 
How  fortunate  our  kind  host  was  to  meet 
With  so  chaste  a  wife ;  troth  tell  me,  good  count 

Lodowick, 
Admit  Heaven  had  her. 


Lod,  Oh,  good  your  grace,  do  not  wound  me. 
Admit  Heaven  badheit!  'las  what  should  lieafco 
do  witli  her  ? 
Ver,  Your  love  makes  you  thus  passionate } 
but  admit  so : 
Faith,  what  wife  would  you  chuse  ? 
Lod,  Were  I  to  chuse  then,  as  I  would  I  weiti 
so  this  were  at  Japan, 
I  would  wish,  my  lord,  a  wife  so  like  my  lady. 
That  once  a  week  she  should  go  to  con/essioo; 
And  to  perform  the  penance  she  should  mo. 
Nay,  should  do  nought  but  dream  on 't  till  'twere 
done. 
Joi,  A  delicate  memento,  to  pat  her  in  mind 
of  her  penance. 

Dor,  Now  you  talk  of  dreams,  sweetbesrt, 
1*11  tell  ye  a  very  unhappy  one  ;  I  was  a  dream'd 
last  night  of  Francis  there. 
I^.  Of  Frank? 

Dor,  Nay,  I  have  done  with  him. 
Lod,  Now  your  grace  shall  see  the  devil  oat- 
done. 
Ver,  Pray  let  us  hear  your  dream. 
Dor,  Bless  me  !  I  am  e'en  asham'd  to  tell  it: 
but  'tis  no  matter,  chick, 
A  dream  is  a  dream,  and  this  it  was : 
Methought,  sweet  husband,  Francis  lay  with  me. 
Lod,  The  best  friend  still  at  home,  Francisco. 
Could  the  devil,  sir,  perform  a  penance  neater, 
And  save  his  credit  better  ? — On,  chick ;  a  dream 
is  but  a  dream. 
Dor,  Methought  I  prov'd  with  child,  smtccC- 

heart. 
Lod,  Ay,  bird } 
Fran,  Pox  of  these  dreams. 
Dor.  Methought  I  was  brought  to  bed,  sad 
one  day  sitting 
r  th'  gallery,  where  your  masking  suits  and  tif- 

aids  hang, 
Having  the  child  methought  upon  my  knee. 
Who  should  come  thither  as  to  play  at  foils, 
But  thou,  sweetheart,  and  Francis  f 
Lod,  Frank  and  1 1  Does  your  grace  mark  that? 
Ver,  I  do,  and  wonder  at  her  neat  conveyance 

on't. 
Dor,  '^Ye  had  not  play'd  three  veoies,  but 
methought 
He  hit  thee  such  a  blow  upon  the  forehead. 
It  swell'd  so,  that  thou  cooldst  not  see. 
Lod,  See,  see ! 

Dor.  At  which  the  child  cry'd,  so  that  I  cookl 
not  still  it ; 
Whereat,  methought,  I  pray'd  thee  to  put  os 
The  hat  thou  wor'st  but  now  before  the  duke, 
thinking  thereby 


*'  Snuff  pepper  eUe—\,  e.  might  take  offence  or  be  affronted.  To  take  pepper  ta  the  maae^  wis  A^ 
merly  a  cant  phrase  for  being  affronted  or  irritated ;  at  in  Tarlton^  Newet  mU  qf  Pmrgmtm%  i&H 
p.  10 :  **  Mjfle$  hearing  him  name  the  Baker,  tooke  straight  pepper  in  the  rom,  and  startiiig  up  tbret 
off  his  cardmals  roabes." 

^^  Ye  had  not  plafd  three  veme^-'l  e.  says  Mr  Steevens  (Sote  to  Merry  ffnfei  ^Whtdrnt^  A.  l.&t*) 
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To  still  the  child :  but  being  frighted  with't, 
He  cry'd  the  more. 

Lod.  He  !  Frank,  thou  get'st  boys. 
Fran.  In  dreams,  it  seems,  sir. 
Dor,  Whereat  I  cry'd,  methought,  pointing 
to  thee. 
Away,  you  naughty  man,  you  are  not  this  child's 
father. 
Lod.  Meaning  the  child  Francisco  got. 
Dor,  The  same :  and  then  I  wak'd  and  kiss'd 

thee. 
Omna.  A  pretty  merry  dream ! 

Enter  Jaspro. 

Ja$,  Your  senrant  tells  me, 
CoQDt  Lodowick,  that  one  father  Antony, 
A  holy  man,  stays  without  to  speak  with  you. 

« Jjod,  With  me,  or  my  lady  ? 

Jot,  Nay,  with  you,  and  about  earnest  busi- 
ness. 

Lod.  ril  go  send  him  up,  and  he  shall  inter- 
pret my  lady's  dream.    Hist,  Jaspro.    [Exeunt. 

Dor.  Why,  husband !  my  lord  ! 

Fran.  Didst  mark  ?  '^  He  must  interpret. 

Clown.  I  smell  wormwood  and  vinegar. 

Ven.  She  changes  colour. 

Dor.  He  will  not  sure  reveal  confession  ! 

Ver,  We'll  rise  and  to  our  lodgings :  I  think 
your  highness 
Keeps  better  hours  in  Venice  ? 

Ven.  As  all  do,  sir: 
We  many  times  make  modest  mirth  a  necessity 
To  produce  ladies  dreams. 

Fran.  How  they  shoot  at  us !  Would  I  were 
in  Milan ! 
riiese  passages  fry  me. 

Enter  Jaspro  and  Lodovico. 

Jof.  Here's  strange  juggling  come  to  light. 


Ver.  Ha,  ju^Iing ! 

Jas.  This  fryer  hath  confess'd  unto  count  Lo- 
dowick, 
That  his  lady  here,  being  absolv'd, 
Confess'd  this  morning  to  him  here  in  her  own 

house. 
Her  man  Francisco  here,  had  lain  with  her. 
At  which  her  lord  runs  up   and    down    the 

garden 
Like  one  distracted,  cryinp.  Ware  liorns,  ho. 

Dor.  Artmad.^  Deny  it  yet;  lam  undone 
else. 

down.  Father  Tony ! 

lA)d,  I  confess  it,  I  deny  it,  ay  any  thing,  I 
do  every  thing,  I  do  nothing. 

Ver,  The  fryer's  fallen  frantick;   and  being 
mad. 
Depraves  a  lady  of  so  chaste  a  breast, 
A  bad  thought  never  bred  there. 

Dor.  Tis  ray  misfortune  still  to  suffer,  sir. 

Lod.  Did  you  not  see  one  slip  out  of  a  cloak* 
bag  i'  th'  fashion  of  a  flitch  of  bacon/  and  run 
under  the  table  amongst  the  hogs  ? 

Ven.  He's  mad,  he's  mad. 

Clown,  Ay,  ay,  a  tythe-pig;  'twas  overlaid  last 
night,  and  he  speaks  nonsense  all  the  day  after — 
Dor.  Shall  I,  sir,  suffer  this,  in  mine  own  house 
too? 

Clown.  I'd  scratch  out 's  eyes  first. 

Ver.  Since,  lady,  you  and  your  man  Francisco 
Are  the  two  injur'd  persons,  here  disrobe 
This  irregular  son  of  his  religious  mother. 
Expose  him  to  apparent  blush  of  shame. 
And  tear  those  holy  weeds  off. 

Fran.  Now  you,  my  frantick  brother. 
Had  you  not  been  better  spar'd  your  breath  ? 

Dor.  And  ye  keep  counsel,  sir,  no  better. 
We'll  ease  you  of  your  orders. 

Clown.  Nay,  let  me  have  a  hand  in  't:  I'll 


'  three  r^icef.  French.    Tliree  different  set-to's,  boutSy  a  technical  term."    Several  instances  are 
there  produced,  to  which  may  be  added  the  following : 

Ben  Jonson's  Every  Man  in  hi$  Humow,  A.  1.  S.  5 : 

''  Mai,  But  one  venue^  sir. 

**  Bob.  Venue  !  fie,  a  most  gross  denomination  as  ever  I  heard." 

Tfce  Old  Law,  by  Massinger,  Middlcton,  and  Rowley,  A.  3.  S.  2 : 

'<  To  give  your  perfum'd  worship  three  venues, 
A  sound  old  man  puts  his  thrust  better  home, 
Than  a  spic'd  young  man." 

Green's  Hiatarie  of  Fryer  Bacon  and  Fryer  Bongay,  Sign.  G  4.  edit.  1630: 

<<  Why  8tand*st  thon,  Sirlsby,  doubt*st  thou  of  thy  life  f 
A  Vemfy  man,  faire  Margret  craves  so  much." 

Fennor's  Compier'i  Commm-weaUhy  1617,  p.  21 : 

^  Thas  are  my  young  novices  stmcke  to  the  heart  at  the  first  venmy,  and  dares  come  no  more  for 
^Mure  of  as  sharpe  a  repulse." 

**  He  musi  inierfret.— Former  editions  read,  /  mu$t  interpret,    Francisco  seems  to  allude  to  Lodo* 
rico's  last  words.        S.  P. 
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tear  the  cont  with  more  zeal  than  a  puritan 
woeld  tear  a  surplice. 

Fran,  See  what  'tis  to  accuse  when  youVe 

mad. 
Dor,  I  confess  again  to  you  now,  sir,  tliis  man 

did  lie  with  nie. 
Clown,  And  I  brought  him  to  her  chamber 
too :  but  come,  turn  out  here. 
Duke.  Who's  this  ? 
Omnes.  Tis  count  Lodowick. 
Lad.  How  dreams,  sweet  wife,  do  fall  out  true ! 
Clown.  I  was  a  dream*d,  now  I  remember,  I 
was  whipped  thro'  Verona. 

Lod.  I  was  your  confessor : 
Did 'not  I  enjoin  your  chaste  nice  ladyship 
A  dainty  penance  ? 

Jas,   And  she   performed  it  as  daintily,  sir, 

we'll  be  sworn  for  that. 
Dor,  Oh,  good  sir,  I  crave  your  pardon  ! 
Lod.  And  what  say  you,  Francis? 
Fran,  You  have  run  best,  sir :  vain  'tis  to  de- 
'  fend ; 
Crnfl  sets  forth  swift,  but  still  fails  in  the  end. 
Lod.  You  brought  him  to  her  chamber,  Pambo. 
Clown.   Good,   my   lord,   I    was   njerely  in- 
veigled 10  *t. 
Lod,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  ye,  I  take  no 
notice  of  ye;  I  have  play'd  my  part  off  to  th* 
life,  and  your  grace  promised  to  perform  yours. 
Ver.   And   publicly   we  will  still  raise  their 
fame : 
Who  e'er  knew  private  sin  'scape  public  shame? 
You,  sir,  that  do  appear  a  gentleman. 
Yet  are  within  slave  to  dishonest  passions. 
You  shall  thro*  Verona  ride  upon  an  ass 
With  Your  face  towards  his  back-part,  and  in 
Your  hand  his  tail  'stead  of  a  bridle. 

Clown.  'Snails,  upon  an  ass !  an  't  *ad  been 
upon  an  horse,  it  had  been  worthy,  graraercy. 

Ver,  Peace,  sirrah : 
After  that,  you  shall  be  branded  in  the  forehead. 
And  after  banish'd.     Away  with  him  ! 

Fran.  Lust  is  still  [ings. 

Like  a  midnight-meal :  after  our  violent  drink- 
Tis  swallow'd  greedily ;   but  the  course  being 

kept. 
We  are  sicker  when  we  wake  than  ere  we  slept. 

[Exit, 


Clown.  He  must  be  branded  !  if  the  whore- 
master  be  burnt,  what  shall  become  of  the  pro- 
curer? 

Ver,  You,  madam,  in  tha(  you  have  cozea'd 
sanctity. 
To  promise  her  the  vows  you  never  paid, 
You  shall  unto  the  monastery  of  matrons, 
And  spend  your  days  reclusive :  for  we  conceire  it 
Her  greatest  plague,  who  her  days  in  lost  hath 

past 
And  soil'd,  against  her  will  to  be  kept  chaste. 

Dor,  Your  doom  is  just,  no  sentence  cao  be 
given 
Too  hard  for  her  plays  fast  and  loose  with  Heaven. 

Lod,  I  will  buss  thee,  and  bid  fair  weather 
after  thee.     But  for  you,  sirrah 

Clown,  Nay,  sir,  'tis  but  Crede  quod  habet,  et 
hales f  at  most;  believe  I,  have  a  baiter,  and  I 
have  one. 

Ver,  You,  sirrah,  we  are  possess' d,  were  their 
pander. 

Clown.  I  brought  but  flesh  to  flesh,  sir,  and 
your  grace  does  as  much  when  you  bring  your 
meat  to  your  mouth. 

Ver,  You,  sirrah,  at  a  cart's  tail  shall  be  whip'd 
Thro'  the  city. 

Clown,  There's  my  dream  out  already;  hot 
since  there  is  no  remedy  but  that  whippin^beer 
must  close  up  my  stomach,  I  would  request  a 
note  from  your  grace  to  the  carman,  to  intreat 
him  to  drive  apace :  I  shall  never  endure  it  else. 

Ver.  I  hope,  count  Lodowick,  we  have  satis- 
fied ye. 

Lod,  To  th'  full ;  and  I  think  the  cuckold 
catch'd  the  cuckold-makers. 

Ver.  'Twas  a  neat  penance;  but  oh!  the  art 
of  woman  in  the  performance  ! 

Lod.  Pshew,  sir,  'tis  nothing:  had  she  been 
in  her  t^ranam's  place. 
Had  not  the  devil  first  began  the  sin. 
And  cheated  her,  she  would  have  cheated  him. 

Ver,  Let  all  to  rest;  and,  noble  sir,  i*  th'  mor- 
ning, 
With  a  small  private  train,  we  are  for  Milan. 
Vice  for  a  time  may  shine,  and  virtue  sigh; 
But  truth,  like  heaven's  sun,  plainly  doth  reveal, 
And  scourge  or  crown,  what  darkness  did  con- 
ceal. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L 

Enter  Antonio,  and  a  Slave,  one  in  the 
other's  habit. 

Slave.  But,  faith,  sir,  what's  your  device  in 
this? 
This  change  insinuates  some  project. 
Ant,  ShaUItellthee? 


Thou  art  roy  slave,  I  took  thee  (then  a  Turk) 
In  the  fight  thou  know'st  we  made  before  Palermo: 
Thou  art  not  in  stricter  bondage  unto  me 
Than  I  am  unto  Cupid. 

Slave,  Oh  then  you  are  going,  sir. 
To  your  old  rendezvous ;  there  are  brave  ropin 
there :  fspies 

But  the  duke  observes  you  narrowly,  and  iets 
To  watch  if  you  step  that  way. 
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Ant.  Why  therefore,  man, 
Thus  many  times  I  have  chang'd  habits  with  thee, 
I'o  ciieat  suspicion;  and  prejudicate  nature 
(Mistress  of  inclinations)  sure  intended 
To  knit  thee  up  so  like  me,  for  this  purpose; 
For  th'ast  been  taken  in  my  Imbit  for  me. 

Slave.  Yes,  and  have  had  many  a  French 
cringe 
As  I  have  walk'd  i'  th*  park ;  and,  for  fear  pf 

discovery, 
I  have  crown'd  it  only  with  a  nod. 

Enter  a  Lord, 

Ant,  Th*art  a  mad  villain. 
But,  sirrah,  I  am  wondrously  taken 
With  a  sweet  face  I  saw  yonder;  thou  know'st 
where. 
Slave,   At  Venus-college,  the  court  bawdy- 
house. 
Ant.  But  this  maid,  howsoever  she  came  there, 
I«  acquainted  do  with  Heaven,  that  when  I  thought 
To  have  queiich'd  my  frantick  blood,  and  to  have 

pluck'd 
The  fruit  a  king  would  leap  at ;  even  then 
She  beat  me  with  such  brave  thunder  off,  as  if 
Heaven  had  lent  her  the  artillery  of  angels. 
Slave,  She  was  coy  then  ? 
Ant,  Coy,  man  !  she  was  honest ;  left  coyness 
to  court-ladies : 
She  spake  the  language  of  the  saints,  metliought. 
Holy  spectators  sate  on  silver  clouds. 
And  clapp'd  their  white  wings  at  her  well-plac'd 

words. 
She  piece-meal  pulKd  the  frame  of  my  intentions, 
And  so  join*d  it  again;  that  all  the  tempest 
Of  blood  can  never  move  it. 


Slave.  Some  rare  phcenix  !  what*s  her  name  ? 
Ant.  Tis  Millicenta,  and  wondrous  aptly. 
For  she  is  mistress  of  a  hundred  thousand  holy 

heavenly  thoughts. 
Chastely  I  love  her  now,  and  she  must  know  it : 
Such  wondrous  wealth  is  virtue,  it  makes  the 

woman 
Wears  it  about  her,  worthy  of  a  king ; 
Since  kings  can  be  but  virtuous,  farewel. 
A  crown  is  but  the  care  of  deceived  life; 
He*s  king  of  men,  is  crown'd  with  such  a  wife. 
[Exit  Antonio,  and  the  J^rd  after  him. 
Slave.  '^  Are  your  thoughts  levelKd  at  that 

white  thtn  ? 
'^  This  shall  to  th'  duke  your  dad,  sir;  he  can 

never  talk  with  me, 
But  he  twits  me  still  with,  I  took  thee  at  that 

fight 
We  made  before  Palermo ;  I  did  command 
Men  as  he  did  there,  Turks  and  valiant  men  : 
And  tho*  to  wind  myself  up  for  his  ruin. 
That  I  may  fall  and  crush  him,  I  appear 
To  renounce  Mahomet,  and  seem  a  Christian; 
'Tis  but  conveniently  to  stab  this  Christian, 
Or  any  way  confound  him,  and  *scape  cleanly. 
And  one  expects  the  deed:  to  hasten  it. 
This    letter   came  even   now,    which  likewise 

certifies 
Ue  waits'me  three  leagues  off,  with  a  horse  for 

flight 
Of  a  Turkish  captain,  commander  of  a  gaily. 
He  keeps  me  as  his  slave,  because  indeed 
I  playM  the  devil  at  sea  with  him ;  but  having 
Thus  wrought  myself  into  him,  I  intend 
To  give  him  but  this  day  to  take  his  leave 
Of  the  whole  world.     He  will  come  back  by 

twilight : 


»*  Are  your  thoughts  leveird  at  that  white  then  ? — To  levell  or  to  hit  the  white,  were  phrases  taken  from 
archery,  and  often  used  by  our  ancient  writers.  The  white  was  the  mark,  at  which  archers  practised 
when  tbey  learned  to  shoot. 

Massinger's  Emperor  ^f  the  East,  A.  4.  S.  3 : 

"  the  immortality  of  my  fame  is  the  white  I  shoot  at." 

Beanmoot  and  Fletcher's  Four  Moral  Representations  in  one,  Vol.  X.  p.  539,  edit.  1778 : 

"  And  let  your  thoughts  flee  higher ;  aim  them  right, 
Sir,  you  may  hit ;  you  have  the  fairest  white," 

Euphues  and  his  England,  1582  : 

"  vertue  is  the  white  we  shoot  at,  not  vanitie."    P.  11. 

<<  he  glaunced  from  the  marke  Euphues  shot  at,  and  hit  at  last  the  white  which  Philautus 

set  up."    P.  18. 

''  An  archer  saye  you  is  to  be  knowen  by  his  airae,  not  by  his  arrowe :  but  your  aimc  is  so  ill,  that 
if  yon  knewe  howe  nure  wide /rom  the  white  your  shaft  sticketh,  you  would  hereafter  rather  breake 
your  bowe  then  bend  it.''    Ibid,  p.  57. 

'7  This  shall,  &c. — In  thjs  speech  are  to  be  found  tlic  outlines  of  the  character  ofZanga,  so  admir- 
ably drawn  by  Dr  Young.  The  plot  of  The  Revenge  im  however  said  to  have  been  taken  from  Mrs 
Bchn's  play  oi' Abdelazar,  which  was  borrowed  from  Marlow's  Lust's  Dominion;  or,  The  Lascivious 
Qmeen, 
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ril  wait  liim  with  a  piistol.    Oh  sweet  revenge ! 

het,  he  shall  understand, 
farthest  off,  he's  nearest 


-  ..  ..»..-  ......  „..„  «  |,.».w.. 

Laugh,  our  great  prophet,  he  shall  understand, 
When  we  think  death  fartl 


hand. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  You  and  I  must  meet  no  more,  sir : 
There's  your  kick  again.     [Kicks  him. 
SUtve,  Hold,  hold ;  what  mean  you,  sir? 

Phil.  I  have  brought  your  kick  back,  sir 

[Shoots  him. 

Slave.  Hold,  man,  I  am  not [Falls. 

Phil.  Thou  hast  spoken  true,  thou  art  not 

What  art  thou  ? 

But  I  am  for  Verona.  [Exit. 

Slave.  Mine  own  words  catch  me;  'tis!  now 

understand, 

Whei)  we  think  death  farthest  off,  he's  nearest 

hand.  [Dies. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  She  lives  not  sure  in  Milan  :  report  but 

wore 
Her  usual  habit,  when  she  told  in  Verona, 
She  met  Abstemia  here.    Oh,  Abstemia  ! 
How  lovely  thou  look'st  now  !  now  thou  appearest 
Chaster  than  is  the  morning's  modesty. 
That  rises  with  a  blush,  over  whose  bosom 
The  western  wind  creeps  softly :  now  I  remember 
How,  when  she  sat  at  table,  her  obedient  eye 
Would  dwell  on  mine,  as  if  it  were  not  well. 
Unless  it  looked  where  I  look'd  :  Oh  how  proud 
She  was,  when  she  could  cross  herself  to  please 

me ! 
But  where  now  is  this  fair  soul  ?  like  a  silver 

cloud 
She  hath  wept  herself,  I  fear,  into  th*  dead  sea. 
And  will  be  found  no  more :  this  makes  me  mad, 
''To  rave  and  call  on  death ;  but  the  slave  shrinks, 
And  is  as  far  to  find  as  she.    Abstemia, 
If  thou  not  answer  or  appear  to  knowledge. 
That  here  with  shame  I  sought  thee  in  this  wood, 
I'll  leave  the  blushing  witness  of  my  h\ood.[Exit, 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Milan,  Sebastiano, 
Sanchio,  and  the  Lord, 

Mil.  Followed  you  him  thus  far? 
Lord.  Just  to  this  place,  sir: 
The  slave  he  loves  left  him  ;  here  they  parted. 
Mil.  Certain  he  has  some  private  haunt  this 
way. 


Seb,  Ha ! ^private  indeed,  sir :  Oh  behold 

and  see 
Where  he  lies  full  of  wounds  ! 
Lord.  My  lord. 
Mil.  My  son  Antonio !  who  hath  done  tLis 

deed? 
San.  My  lord  Antonio ! 
Mil.  He's  gone,  he's  gone !  warm  yet,  bleeds 
fresh;  and  whilst 
We  here  hold  passion  play,  we  but  advantage 
The  flying  murderer.     Bear  his  body  gendy 
Unto  the  lodge.    Oh,  what  hand  bath  so  hid 
That  sunlike  face  behind  a  crimson  doud  ! 
Use  all  means  possible  for  life :  but  I  fear 
Charity  will  arrive  too  late.    To  horse. 
Disperse  thro'  the  wood,  run,  ride,  make  way, 
The  sun  in  Milan  is  eclips'd  this  day. 
Omnes.  To  horse,  and  raise  more  pursuit 

[Eieunt. 

Enter  Lorenzo  with  his  sword  drawn. 

Lor.  Abstemia  !    Oh  take  her  name,   yoa 

winds,  upon  your  wings. 
And  thro'  the  wanton  region  of  the  air 
Softly  convey  it  to  her :  there's  no  sweet  sof- 

ferance. 
Which  bravely  she  pass'd  through,  but  is  a  thorn 
Now  to  my  sides :  my  will  the  center  stood 
To  all  her  chaste  endeavours :  all  her  actions, 
With  a  perfection  perpendicular. 
Pointed  upon  it.     She  is  lost !  oh,  sbe. 
The  well-built  fort  of  virtue's  victory  ! 
For  still  she  conquer'd  :  since  she  is  lost,  then, 
My  friendly  sword,  find  thou  my  heart. 
Within.  Follow,  follow. 

Enter  the  Duke  o/' Milan,  Sanchio,  and 
Sebastiano. 

Mil.  This  way,  wliat's  he?  lay  hands  on  him. 
Seb.  The  murd'rcr,  on  my  life,  my  lord,  here 
in  the  wood 
Was  close  beset,  he  would  have  slain  himself. 
Mil.   Speak,    villain,    art  thou  the  bloody 

murderer  ? 
Lor.  Of  whom? 
San.  His  dissembled  ignorance  speaks  hin 

the  man. 
Seb.  Of  the  duke*sson,  the  prince  Antonio,  sir; 
Twas  your  hand  that  kill'd  him. 

Lor.  Your  lordship  lyes,  it  was  my  sword. 
Mil.  Out,  slave! 
Ravens  shall  feed  upon  thee :  speak,  what  cause 


»*  To  rave  and  call  <m  death^  &c.— So,  in  CifmbeUne,  A.  5.  S.  3 : 


ic 


■I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd. 


Could  not  find  death,  where  I  did  hear  him  groan ; 
Nor  feel  him,  where  he  struck  :  being  an  nm  monster, 
Tis  8tran<;e,  he  hides  him  in  fresh  cups,  soft  beds, 
Sweet  words ;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
That  draw  his  knives  i*  th*  war.** 


5NPORT.] 


THE  CITY  NIGHT-CAP. 


349 


tboa  with  one  unhappy  wound  to  cloud 
tar  of  Milan? 

Because  he  was  an  erring  star, 
.*d  nor  regular ;  I  will  resolve  nothing : 
',  do  not  repent  it ;  and  were  it 
again,  Fd  do't. 
fs.  Blood-thirsty  villain ! 

Leave  him  to  swift  destruction,  tortures, 
and  death. 

Antonio  !  how  did  thy  youth  stray, 
t  wild  winter  in  the  midst  of  May? 

Ob,  my  Abstemia !  who  cast  thy  fate  so 

bad, 
ip  affliction,  like  a  husband  clad  ?  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Antonio  and  Abstemia. 

Good  sir,  the  prince  makes  known  his 

wisdom, 
Le  you  speaker  in  his  cause. 
Me?  know,  mistress, 
felt  love*s  passions  equal  with  himself, 
n  discourse  of  love's  cause  :  had  you  seen 

him 
\ie  sent  me  to  ye,  how  truly  he  did  look ; 
iien  your  name  slip*d  thro*  his  trembling 

lips, 
*s  lovely  paleness  straight  possess'd  him. 
Fie,  fie. 
Go,  says  he,   to  that  something  more 

than  woman, 

*  look'd  as  if  by  something  he  meant  saint,) 

*  I  saw  heaven's  army  in  her  eyes, 

It  from  her  chaste  heart  such  excellent 

goodness 
ike  full  rivers  flowing,  that  there  wants 

nothing 
soft  yielding  will,  to  make  her  wife 
le  prince  Antonio.    Oh,  will  you  fly 
ne  which  great  ladies  would  pursue 
leir  knees  with  prayers? 
>»o,  Lorenzo, 

V  to  this  new  love  made  no  denial : 
e  wife's  truth  shines  thro'  the  greatest 

trial. 

Enter  Morbo. 

How  now,  what  makes  yon  i'  th'  wood 
there's  my  old  lady  ? 
[  know  not. 

All  the  country's  in  an  uproar  yonder : 
tee  Antonio's  slain. 
».  How! 

Nay,  no  man  can  tell  how;   but  the 
r  witb*s  sword  iu*s  hand  is  taken. 

Is  he  of  Milan  ? 

No,  of  Verona :  I  heard  his  name,  and 
"orgot  it. 

I  am  all  wonder ;  'tis  the  slave  sure  ! 

Lor— Lor — ^Lorenzo. 


Ab.  Ha,  Lorenzo  !  What,  I  pray? 

Mor.  Lorenzo  Me — Medico  has  run  him  in 
the  eye,  some  thirty-three  inches,  two  barley- 
corns; they  could  scarce  know  him  for  the  blood, 
but  by  bis  apparel.  I  must  find  out  my  lady ; 
he  usM  our  house,  intelligence  has  been  given  of 
his  pilgrimage  thither :  I  am  afraid  I  shall  be 
sing*d  to  death  with  torches,  and  my  lady  stew'd 
between  two  dishes. 

Ant,  Why  hath  this  thus  amaz'd  you,  mistress? 

Ab,  Ob  leave  me,  leave  me,  I  am  all  distrac- 
tion. 
Struck  to  the  soul  with  sorrow. 

Enter  Milan,  Lords,  and  Jjorzvzo  guarded. 

Ant.  See  where  they  come ! 
My  father  full  of  tears  too !  Til  stand  by : 
Strange  changes  must  have  strauge  discovery. 

Ab.  Tis  he :  heart,  how  thou  leap*st !  Oh  ye 
deluded. 
And  full  of  false  rash  judgment !  why  do  ye  lead 
Innocence  like  a  sacrifice  to  slaughter  ? 
Get  garlands  rather,  let  palm  and  laurel  round 
Those  temples,  where  such  wedlock-truth  is  found. 

Lor,  Ha? 

Omnes,  Wedlock ! 

Ab,  Oh  Lorenzo  !  thou  hast  sufler'd  bravely. 
And  wond'rous  far :  look  on  me,  here  I  come 
Hurried  by  conscience  to  confess  the  deed : 
Thy  innocent  blood  will  be  too  great  a  burthen 
Upon  the  judge's  soul. 

Lor,  Abstemia! 

Ab,  Look,  look, 
How  he  will  blind  ye !  by  and  by  he'll  tell  ye 
We  saw  not  one  another  many  a  day ; 
In  love's  cause  we  dare  make  our  lives  away. 
He  would  redeem  mine:  'tis  my  husband,  sir; 
Dearly  we  love  together :  but  1  being  often 
By  the  dead  prince  your  son  solicited 
To  wrong  mv  husband's  bed,  and  still  resisting. 
Where  you  found  him  dead,  he  met  me,  and  the 

place 
Presenting  opportunity,  he  would  there 
Have  forc*d  me  to  his  will ;  but  prizing  honesty 
Far  above  proffer'd  honour,  with  my  knife. 
In  my  resistance,  most  unfortunately 
I  struck  him  in  the  eye :  be  fell,  was  found, 
The  pursuit  rais'd,  and  ere  I  could  get  home 
My  husband  met  me,  I  confess'd  all  to  him : 
He  excellent  in  love  as  the  sea-inhabitant. 
Of  whom  'tis  writ,  that  when  the  flatt'ring  hook 
Has  struck  his  female,  he  will  help  her  off,   - 
Altho'  he  desperately  put  on  himself; 
But  if  he  fail,  and  see  her  leave  his  eye. 
He  swims  to  land,  will  languish,  and  there  die : 
Such  is  his  love  to  me ;  for  pursu'd  closely. 
He  bid  me  save  myself,  and  he  would  stay 
With  his  drawn  sword,  there  about  the  place,  on 
purpose 


'S^  Ttf  dt/>«->To  embrace. 
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To  requite  ray  loyalty,  the'  with  his  death. 
Fear  forced  my  acceptance  then,  but  conscience 
Hath  brought  me  back  to  preserve  innocence. 

Seb,  The  circumstances  produce  piobability. 

Lor.  By  truth  herself,  she  slanders  truth :  she 
and  I 
Have  not  met  these  many  months.     Oh  my 

Abstemia! 
Thou  wouldst  be  now  too  excellent. 

Ant,  These  are  strange  turns. 

Mil,  Let  not  love  strangle  justice;  speak,  on 
thy  soul, 
Wsib  it  her  hand  that  slew  the  prince  ? 

Lor.  Not,  on  my  lile; 
Tis  I  have  deserv'd  death. 

Ab.  Love  makes  tiim  desperate, 
Conscience  is  my  accuser.    Oh  I>orenzo  ! 

[The  Duke  and  LorcU  tehisper. 
Live  thou,  and  feed  on  my  remembrance : 
A^^hen  thou  shalt  think  how  ardently  I  love  thee. 
Drop  hut  a  pair  of  tears,  from  those  fair  eyes, 
Thou  oflfer'st  truth  a  wealthy  sacrifice. 

Lor.  Did  ye  hear,  sir? 

Mil,  No,  what  said  she  ? 

Lor.  She  ask'd  me  why  I  would  cast  myself 
away  thus, 
When  she  in  love  devis*d  this  trick  to  save  me. 

San.  There  may  be  jugghug,  sir,  in  this;  it 
may  be 
They  have  both  hands  i*  th*  deed,  and  one  in  love 
Would  suflfer  for't. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Mil.  What  news  ? 

Lord.  The  dukes  of  Venice  and  Verona, 
With  some  small  train  of  gentlemen,  are  privately 
This  hour  come  to  th*  court. 

Mil.  Bear  them  to  prison. 
Until  we  have  given  such  entertainment,  sorrow 
Will  give  us  leave  to  shew :  until  that  time 
The  satisfaction  of  my  lost  son's  life 
Must  hover  *twixt  a  husband  and  a  wife. 

[Exeunt.  Manet  Antonio. 

Ani.  How  strangely  chance  to-day  runs !  the 
slave  kiird 
In  my  apparel,  and  this  fellow  taken  for*t. 
Whom  to  my  knowledge  I  never  saw.    She  loves 

him 
Fast  all  expression  dearly.     I  have  a  trick, 
In  that  so  infinitely  dear  she  loves  him. 
Has  seal'd  her  mine  already;  and  I'll  put 
This  wondVous  love  of  woman  to  such  a  nonplus. 
Time  hath  produced  none  stranger.     I  will  set 
Honour  and  Love  to  fight  tor  life  and  death. 
Beauty  (as  castles  built  of  cards)  with  a  breath 
Is  levell'd  and  laid  flat. 

Enter  Philippo,  putting  on  a  disguise,  lays 

down  a  pistol. 

Phil.  Misery  of  ignorance! 
It  was  the  prince  Antonio  I  have  slain,    [vell'd. 

j4»/.  Ha !  the  clew  of  all  this  error  is  unra- 
This  is  the  valiaut  gentleman  so  threatcn'd  me; 


He  met  the  slave  doubtless  in  my  habit. 
And  seal'd  upon  him  his  mistaken  spleen. 
If  it  be  so,  there  hangs  some  strange  intent 
In  those  accuse  themselves  for*t. 

Fhil.  It  seems  some  other  had  laid  the  plot  to 
kill  him. 
This  paper,  I  found  with  him,  speaks  as  mucb, 
And  sent  to  the  intended  murderer. 
Happened  it  seems,  to  his  hands.     It  concurs ; 
For  they  say,  there  is  one  taken  for  the  fact, 
And  will  do  me  the  courtesy  to  he  hung*d  for  me. 

[Antonio  takes  up  the  pistol. 
There's  comfort  yet  in  that.  So,  so,  I  am  fitted, 
And  will  set  forward. 

Ant.  Goose,  there's  a  fox  in  your  way. 

Phil.   Betrayed! 

Ant.  Come,  I  have  other  business  afoot:  I 
have  no  time  to  discover  'em  now,  sir.  See,  I 
can  enforce  you ;  but  by  this  hand,  go  but  with 
me,  and  keep  your  own  counsel.  Garden-houses 
are  not  truer  bawds  to  cuckold-making,  than  I 
will  be  to  thee  and  thy  stratagem. 

Phil.  Th'  art  a  mad  knave;  art  serious? 

Ant.  As  a  usurer  when  he*s  telling  interest- 
money. 

Phil.  Whatever  thou  art,  thy  bluntness  begets 
belief.     Go  on,  I  trust  thee. 

Ant.  But  I  have  more  wit  than  to  trust  you 
behind  me,  srtr;  pray,  get  you  before.  I  have  a 
friend  shall  keep  ynu  in  custody  till  I  have  pass'd 
a  project;  and  if  you  can  keep  your  own  coun- 
sel, I  will  not  injure  you.  And  this  for  your 
comfort,  the  prince  lives. 

Phil.  Living !  Thou  mak'st  ray  blood  dance. 
But  pr'ythee,  let's  be  honest  one  to  another. 

Ant.  Oh,  sir,  as  the  justice's  clerk  and  tlie 
constable,  when  they  share  the  crowns  tbit 
drunkards  pay  to  the  poor.  Pray  keep  fair  dis- 
tance, and  take  no  great  stride.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Abstemia,  as  in  prison. 

Lor.  Can  then  Abstemia  forgive  Lorenzo? 

Ab.  Yes,  if  Lorenzo  can  but  love  Abstemia, 
She  can  thus  hang  upon  his  neck,  and  call 
This  prison  True  Love's  Palace. 

Lor.  Oh  let  kings 
Forget  their  crowns,  that  know  what  'tis  to  enjoy 
The  wond'rous  wealth  of  one  so  good.     Now 
Thou  art  lovely  as  a  young  spring,  and  comely 
As  is  the  well-spread  cedar ;  the  fair  firuit, 
Kiss'd  by  the  sun  so  daily,  that  it  wears 
The  lovely  blush  of  maids,  seems  but  to  mock 
Thy  soul's  integrity.     Here  let  me  fall ; 
And  with  pleading  sighs  beg  pardon. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ab.  Sir.  it  meets  you. 
Like  a  glad  pilgrim,  whose  desiring  eye 
Longs  for  the  long-wish'd  altar  of  his  vow. 
But  you  are  far  tuo  prodigal  in  praise. 
And  crown  me  with  the  garlands  of  your  merit. 
As  we  meet  barks  on  rivers,  the  strong  gale, 
(Being  best  friends  to  us,)  our  own  swifi  motion 
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US  believe  that  t'other  nimbler  rows ; 
irtue  thinks  small  goodness  fastest  goes. 
.   Sorrow  hatli   bravely  sweeteu*d  thee  ! 

What  are  you  ? 
.  A  displeasant  black  cloud.    Tho*  I  ap- 
pear dismal, 
rond'rous  fruitful.     What  cause  soever 
you  to  take  this  murder  on  yoursell; 
I  to  strike  yourself  into  the'  hazard 
i  redemption,  'tis  to  me  a  stranger, 
coitct* ive  you  are  both  innocent. 
.  As  new-born  virtue.     I  did  accuse 
nocence,  to  rid  me  of  a  life 
I  uglier  than  death,  upon  an  injury 
doae  this  virtuous  wife. 
And  I  accus*d 

locence,  to  save  the  belov*d  life 
most  noble  husband. 
.  Why  then  now  'twould  grieve  you, 
should  unkindly  part  ye. 
.  Oh  hut  that,  sir, 

ve  no  sorrow.     Now  to  part  from  her, 
Heaven  hath  new-married  and  new-made 

us,) 
rather  leap  into  a  den  of  lions ; 
I  from  a  hungry  bear  her  bleeding  prey: 
d  attempt  desperate  impossibilities 
lope,  rather  than  now  to  leave  her. 
.  This  makes  for  me. 
And  rather  than  leave  you,  sir,  I  would 

eat 
•als  with  Portia,  or  attempt  a  terror 
;  would,  snail-like,  shrink  her  head  in  at, 
emble  but  to  think  on. 
.  Better  and  better ! 
so  love  him,  what  can  you  conceive 
eatest  kindness  can  express  that  love  ? 
To  save  his  life,  since  there  is  no  hope, 
he  so  strongly  has  confess'd  the  murder, 
all  meet  the  happiness  to  die  together. 
.  Fire  casts  the  bravest  heat  in  coldest 

weather : 
how  ardently  you  bum ;  for  know, 
my  faith,  and  as  I  am  a  gentleman, 
(in  the  next  room,  and  in  the  custody 
ue  friend)  the  man  that  did  the  deed 
and  accus'd  for. 
Hark  there,  Lorenzo. 
.  Will  you  not  let  him  go,  sir  ? 
.  That's  io  suspense.     But,  mistress,  you 

did  say 
jrst  eat  coals  with  Portia,  to  redeem 
finitely  lov'd  life  of  your  husband. 
And  still  strongly  protest  it. 
Oh  my  Abstemia ! 
.  You  shall  redeem  him  at  an  easier  rate : 
the  murderer,  you  see,  in  hold. 
,  And  we  are  bless'd  in  your  discovery  of 

him. 


Ant,  If  you  will  give  consent  that  I  shall  taste 
That  sense-bereaving  pleasure  so  familiar 
Unto  your  happy  husband 

Ab.  How? 

Ant,  Pray  hear  me  : 
Then  I  will  give  this  fellow  up  to  the  law. 
If  you  deny,  horses  stand  ready  for  us, 
A  bark  for  transportation ;  where  we  will  live 
Till  law  by  death  hath  sever'd  ye. 

Lor,  But  we  will  call  for  present  witness. 

Ant,  Look  ye [Shews  the  pistol. 

Experienced  navigators  still  are  fitted 

For  every  weather.     Tis  almost  past  call 

To  reach  the  nimblest  ear :  yet  but  offer  it, 

I  part  ye  presently  for  ever.     Consider  it : 

The  enjoying  him  thou  so  entirely  lov'st 

All  thy  life  after;  that  when  mirth-spent  time 

Hath  crown'd  your  heads  witli  honour,  you  may 

sit 
And  tell  delightful  stories  of  your  loves; 
And  when  ye  come  to  that  poor  minute's  'scape 
Crowns  my  desire,  ye  may  let  that  slip  by. 
Like  water  that  ne'er  meets  the  miller's  eye. 
Compare  but  this  to  th*  soon-forgotten  pleasure 
Of  a  pair  of  wealthy  minutes.    The  *°  thriftiest 

lapidary 
Knows  the  most  curious  jewel  takes  no  harm 
For  one  day's  wearing.     Could  you,  sir,  (did 

your  eye 
Not  see  it  worn)  your  wife  having  lent  your  cloak^ 
(If  secretly  return'd  and  folded  up,) 
Could  you  conceive,  when  you  next  look'd  upon't. 
It  had  neatly  fumish'd  out  a  poor  friend's  want  ? 
Qe  charitable,  and  think  on't. 

Xor.  Do'st  hear,  Abstemia? 
Oh  shall  we  part  for  ever,  when  a  price 
So  poor  might  be  our  freedom  ? 

Ab,  Now,  Goodness  guard  ye ! 
Where  learnt  you,  sir,  this  language  ? 

Lor,  Of  true  love. 
You  did  but  now  profess,  that  you  would  die 
To  save  my  life ;  and  now,  like  a  forward  chap- 
man, 
Catch'd  at  thy  word,  thou  giv'st  back,  asham'd 
To  stand  this  easy  proffer. 

Ab,  Could  you  live. 
And  know  yourself  a  cuckold? 

Ant,  What  a  question's  that? 
Many  men  cannot  live  without  the  knowledge. 
How  can  ye  tell 

Whether  she  seems  thus  to  respect  your  honour. 
But  to  stay  till  the  law  has  choak'd  you  ? 
It  may  be  then  she  will  do't  with  less  jntreaty. 

Lor,  Ay,  there,  there  'tis. 

Ab.  Tis  your  old  fit  of  jealousy  so  judges. 
A  foul  devil  talks  within  him. 

Lor.  Oh  the  art, 
The  wond'rous  art  of  woman !  ye  would  do  it 
daintily ; 


^^^  TVi^i^ft.— First  edition  reads  thirstiest. 
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Yoa  woald  juggle  me  to  deatli ;  you  would  per- 
suade roe 

I  should  die  nobly  to  preserve  your  honour; 

That  dead,  ignobly  you  might  prove  dishonour- 
able, 

Forget  me  in  a  day,  and  wed  another. 
Ab.  Why  then  would  I  have  died  for  you? 
Ant.  That  was  but  a  proffer, 

That  dying  you  might  idolize  her  love : 

'Twould  have  put  her  off  the  better. 
Lor.  Oh  you  have  builded 

A  golden  palace,  strew*d  with  palm  and  roses. 

To  let  me  bleed  to  death  in  !  How  sweetly 

You  would  have  lost  me  I    Abstemia,  you  have 
learn'd  ' 

The  cunning  fowler's  art,  who  pleasantly 

Whistles  the  bird  into  the  snare.   Good  Heaven  ! 

How  you  had  strew'd  the  enticing  top  o*  th'  cup 

With  Arabian  spices !   But  you  bad  laid  i'  th* 
bottom 

Ephesian  aconite.    You  are  love's  hypocrite; 

A  rotten  stick,  in  the  night's  darkness  born, 

And  a  fair  poppy  in  a  field  of  corn. 

Ab.  Oh  sir !  hear  me—  [Kneels. 

Lor.  Away ;  I  will  no  more 

Look  pearl  in  mud.  Oh  sly  hypocrisy !  Durst  ye 

But  now  die  for  me !  Good  Heaven  [die  for  me ! 

The  greatest  act  of  pain,  and  dare  not  buy  me 

With  a  poor  minute's  pleasure  ? 

Ab,  No,  sir,  I  dare  not :  there  is  little  pain  in 
death ; 

But  a  great  death  in  every  little  pleasure. 

I  had  rather,  trust  roe,  bear  your  death  with 
honour. 

Than  buy  your  life  with  baseness.    As  I  am  ex- 
pos'd 

To  the  greatest  battery  Beauty  ever  fought, 

Oh  blame  me  not  if  I  be  covetous 

To  come  off  with  greatest  honour.    If  I  do  this 

To  let  you  live,  I  kill  your  name,  and  give 

My  soul  a  wound ;  I  crush  her  from  sweet  grace. 

And  change  her  angel's  to  a  fury's  face. 

Try  me  no  more  then ;  but,  if  you  must  bleed, 
boast. 

To  preserve  honour,  life  is  nobly  lost. 

]jor.  Thou  wealth  worth  more  than  kingdoms, 
I  am  now 

CoDfirm'd  past  all  suspicion,  thou  art  far 

Sweeter  in  thy  sincere  truth,  than  a  sacrifice 

Peck'd  up  for  death  with  garlands.    ^'  The  In- 
dian winds, 


That  blow  off  from  the  coast,  and  cheer  the 
With  the  sweet  savour  of  their  spices,  wa 
The  delight  flows  in  thee.    Look  here,  looL 
Oh  man  of  wild  desires !  We  will  die  the  mt 
Of  marriage ;  and,  'stead  of  the  loose  dittii 
With  which  they  stab  sweet  modesty,  an 

gender 
Desires  in  the  hot-room,  thy  noble  story 
Shall,  laurel-like,  crown  honest  ears  with  gl 
Ant.  Murder,  murder,  murder ! 

Enter  the  three  Dukes,  with  Lords, 

Mil.  Ha  !  who  cries  murder  ? 
Phil.  As  y'are  a  gentleman, now  be  true  to 
Ab.  Sir! 
Ven.  Sister! 

Ver.  My  shame !  art  thou  there  ? 
Ven.  Oh  sister,  can  it  be 
A  prince's  blood  should  stain  that  white  banc 
Ambo.  Hear  us. 

Ant,  No,  no,   no,   hear  me :   'twas  I  cf^  - 
murder; 
Because  I  have  found  them  both  stain'd  with  the 

deed 
They  would  have  throttled  me. 
Lor.  Hear  us,  by  all— — 
Mil.  Upon  your  lives  be  silent.  Speak  on,  &ir: 
Had  they  both  hands  in  our  son's  blood  ? 

Ant.  Two  hands  apiece,  sir. 
I  have  sifted  it:  they  both  have  ktU'd  the  prioce; 
But  this  is  the  chief  murderer.     Please  joo  give 

me  audience ; 
Ye  shall  wonder  at  the  manner  bow  they  kill'd 
him. 
Mil.  Silence! 

Ant.  He  came  first  to  this  woman,  and  (trotk's 
truth) 
He  would  have  lain  with  her. 
Mil,  Her  own  confession. 
Ant,  Nay,  good  your  grace. 
Mil,  We  are  silent. 

Ant,  Coming  to  seize  opon  her,  with  the  ^ 
blow 
She  struck  his  base  intent  so  brave  a  buffet. 
That  there  it  bled  to  death.     She  said,  his  hone 
Would  teach  him  better  manners.     There  be 
died  once. 
Ver.  What  does  this  fellow  talk  .' 
Ab.  I  understand  him. 
Ant.  He  met  her  next  i'  th*  wood,  where  he 
was  found  dead : 


xt 


•the  Indian  teinds,  &c.— So,  Milton,  in  ParoditeLott,  B.  4.  1. 159: 


€( 


—  As  when  to  them  who  sail 
Beyond  the  Cape  of  Hope,  and  now  are  past 
Mozambic,  off  at  sea  north-east  winds  blow 
Sabean  odors  from  the  spicy  shore 
Of  Araby  the  blest :  with  such  delay 
Well  pleased  they  slack  their  course,  and  many  a  league 
Chear'd  vrith  the  grateful  smell  old  Ocean  smiles.'* 
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Then  he  came  noblier  up  to  lier,  and  told  her. 
Marriage  was  his  intent ;  but  she  as  nobly 
(Belike  to  let  him  know  she  was  married) 
Told  him,  in  an  intelligible  denial, 
A  chaste  wife's  truth  shin*d  tliro*  the  greatest 

trial: 
There  the  prince  died  again. 

Lad,  There's  twice ;  beware  the  third  time. 
Antm  The  third  time,  he  came  here  to  them 
both  in  prison, 
Brought  a  pistol  with  him,  would  have  forc'd 

her  again ; 
Bat  had  ve  seen  how  fairly  then  she  sle'.v  him, 
You  woold  have  shot  applauses  from  your  eyes : 
Oh  she  came  up  so  bravely  to  that  prince. 
Hot  potent  Lust,  (for  she  slew  no  prince  else,) 
With  such  a  valiant  discipline  she  destroyed 
That  ^^  debosh'd  prince,  Bad  Desire ;  and  then, 

by  him 
So  bravely  too  fetch*d  oflP,  that  (to  conclude) 
Betwixt  them  they  this  wonder  did  contrive. 
They  kiil*d  the  pnnce,  but  kept  your  son  alive. 

\T)iscover$  himself. 
Mil.  Antonio ! 
Omne$.  The  prince ! 

Ven.  Come  home,  my  sister,  to  my  heart. 
Vcr,  And  now  Lorenzo  is  again  my  belov'd 

kinsman. 
AnU  Oh,  sir,  here  dwells  virtue  epitomiz*d, 
Even  to  an  abstract,  and  yet  that  so  large 
Twill  swell  a  book  in  folio. 

Lod.  She  swells  beyond  my  wife  then : 
A  pocket-book,  bound  in  decimo  sexto. 
Will  hold  her  virtues,  and  as  much  spare  paper 

left 
As  will  furnish  five  tobacco-shops. 

Mil,  But  here's  the  wonder ;  who  is  it  was 
slain 
In  your  apparel  ? 

Pkil.  I  will  give  them  all  the  slip. 

[Offers  to  go. 

Ant.  Here's  a  gentleman  of  Ferrara 

Phil.  As  you  are  noble 

Ami.  That  saw  them  fight:  it  was  the  slave 
was  slain,  sir, 
I  took  before  Palermo :  he  that  kill'd  him, 


Took  him  but  for  a  gentleman  his  equal ; 
And,  as  this  eye-witness  says,  he  in  my  apparel 
Did  kick  the  t'other  first. 

Phil.  Nay,  upon  my  life,  sir, 
He  in  your  apparel  gave  die  first  kick :  I  saw 

them  fight. 
And  I  dare  swear  the  t'other  honest  gentleman 
Little  tliought  he  had  slain  any  thing  like  the 

prince ; 
For  I  heard  him  swear,  but  half  an  hour  before. 
He  never  saw  your  grace. 

Mil.  Then  he  kill'd  him  fairly  ? 

Phil.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord. 

Ven.  T  other  had  but  his  merit  then :  wlio 
dies, 
And  seeks  his  death,  seldom  wets  others'  eyes. 

Ant.  Let  this  persuade  you  I  believe  you 
noble ; 
I  have  kept  my  word  with  you. 

Phil,  You  have  out-done  me,  sir, 
Tn  this  brave  exercise  of  honour :  but  let  me. 
In  mine  own  person,  thank  you. 

Omnes,  Philippo ! 

Phil,  Unwittingly  I  did  an  ill  (as 't  faappen'd) 
To  a  good  end :  that  slave  I  for  you  kill'd 
Wanted  but  time  to  kill  you :  read  that  paper, 
Which  I  found  with  him,  I  thinking  by  accident 
You  had  intercepted  it.    We  all  have  happily 
Been  well  deceiv'd ;   you  are  noble,  just,  and 

true; 
My  hate  was  at  your  cloaths,  my  heart  at  you. 

Ver.  An  accident  more  strange  hath  seldom 
happen'd. 

Lor.  Philippo,  my  best  friend,  'twixt  shame 
and  love. 
Here  let  me  lay  thee  now  for  ever. 

Ab.  Heaven 
Hath  now  plain'd  all  our  rough  woes  smooth 
and  even. 

Mil.  At  court,  large  relation  in  apt  form 
Shall  tender  past  proceedings ;  but  to  distinguish 
(Excellent  lady !)  your  unparallel'd  praises 
From  those  but  seem,  let  this  serve :  bad  women 
Are  nature's  clouds,  eclipsing  her  fiiir  shine ; 
The  good,  all-gracious,  saint-like,  and  divine. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


^^  Debosh^d.—Sce  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  The  Tempest^  A.  S.  S.  i. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  the  Captain  in  choler,  and  Wanton* 

Capt,  No  more ;  I'll  sooner  be  reconcil'd  to 
yfMM  or  sickness,  than  that  rascal ;  a  thing,  that 
my  charity  made  sociable;  one,  that  when  I 
smiPd  would  fawn  upon  me,  and  wag  his  stern, 
like  starv'd  dogs ;  so  nasty,  the  company  cried 
foh  upon  him ;  he  stunk  so  of  poverty,  ale,  and 
bawdry.  So  poor  and  despicable,  when  I  re- 
lieved him,  he  could  not  avow  his  calling  for 
want  of  a  cassock,  but  stood  at  comers  of  streets, 
and  whispered  gentlemen  in  'the  ear,  as  they 
pass'd,  and  so  delivered  his  wants  like  a  message; 
which  being  done,  the  rogue  vanished,  and  would 
dive  at  Westminster  like  a  dabchick,  and  rise 
again  at  Temple-gnte.  The  ingenuity  of  the 
rascal,  his  wit  being  snufl  by  want,  burnt  clear 
then,  and  furnish'd  him  with  a  bawdy  jest  or 
two,  to  take  the  company ;  but  now  the  rogue 
shall  find  he  has  lost  a  patron. 

Wan,  As  I  live,  if  I  had  thought  you  would 
have  been  in  such  a  fury,  you  should  never  have 
known  it. 

Copt.  Treacherous  rogue!  he  has  always 
railed  against  thee  to  me,  as  a  danger  his  friend- 
ship ought  to  eive  me  warning  of;  and  nightly 
cry*d.  Yet  look  back,  and  hunt  not,  with  good- 
nature and  the  beauties  of  thy  youth,  that  false 
woman ;  but  hear  thy  friend,  that  speaks  from 
sad  experience. 

Wan.  Did  he  say  this? 

Capt.  Yes,  and  swears  ye  are  as  insatiate 
as  the  sea,  as  covetous,  and  as  ungrateful ;  that 
you  have  your  tempests  too,  and  calms,  more 
dangerous  than  it. 

Wan,  Was  the  slave  so  eloquent  in  his  malice  ? 


Capt,  Yes,  faith,  and  urg^d,  yon  (for  yoor 
part)  were  never  particular,  and  seldom  sound. 

Wan,  Not  sound!  why,  he  offer'd  to  marr? 
me,  and  swore  he  thought  I  was  chaste,  T  was 
so  particular ;  and  prov'd  it,  that  consent  was 
full  marriage,  bv  J^he  first  institution  ;  and  those 
that  love,  and  fie  together,  and  tell,  have  fui* 
filled  all  ceremonies  now. 

Capt.  Did  he  offer  to  marry  thee  ? 

Wan.  Yes,  yes. 

Capi.  If  ever  then  I  deserv'd  from  thee,  or  if 
thou  be'st  dear  to  thyself,  as  thou  hast  any  thing 
thou  hop'st  shall  be  safe  or  sound  about  thee,  I 
conjure  thee,  take  my  counsel;  marry  him,  to 
afBict  him. 

Wan,  Marry  him  ? 

Capt.  If  I  have  any  power  I  shall  prevail. 
Thou  know*st  he  has  a  fat  benefice,  and  leave 
me  to  plague  him,  till  he  give  it  me  to  be  rid  of 
thee. 

Wan.  Will  you  not  keep  me  then  ? 

Capt.  I  keep  thee  !  pr'ythee,  wilt  thon  keep 
me  ?  I  know  not  why  men  are  such  fools  to  pajf: 
we  bring  as  much  to  the  sport  as  women.  Keep 
thee !  I'd  marry  thee  as  soon;  why,  that*8  wei' 
ding  sin :  no,  no  keeping  I  :  that  you  are  not 
your  own,  is  all  that  pre&rs  you  before  wives. 

Wan,  I  hope  this  is  not  real. 

Capt,  Art  tnou  such  a  stranger  to  my  hnmoor^ 
why,  I  tell  thee,  I  should  hate  thee  if  I  could 
call  thee  mine,  for  I  loath  all  women  within  my 
knowledge;  and  'tis  six  to  four,  if  I  knew  tbv 
sign,  I'd  come  there  no  moi-e ;  a  strange  mistress 
makes  every  night  a-new,  and  these  are  your 
pleasing  sins.  I  had  as  lieve  be  good,  as  sin  bj 
course. 

Wan.  Then  I  am  miserable. 


'  This  play  was  originally  represented  wholly  by  women.    See  Dialogue  on  PUnfs  mnd  PUtffh 
Dodslcy's  Old  Plays,  Vol.  XII.  edit.  1780. 
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Capt,  Not  so,  if  you*n  be  instructed,  and  let 
ne  pass  like  a  stranger  when  you  meet  me. 

Warn.  But  have  jon  these  humours  ? 

Capt,  Yes,  faith;  yet  if  you  will  observe  them, 
though  you  marry  him,  I  may  perchance  be  your 
friend ;  but  you  roust  be  sure  to  be  coy ;  for  to 
me  the  hunting  is  more  pleasant  than  the 
•quarry. 

Wan.  But,  if  I  observe  this,  will  you  be  my 
friend  hereafter? 

Capt,  Firm  as  the  day.    Hark,  I  hear  him ; 

(The  Parton  calls  within  ;1 1  knew  he  would  fol- 
ow  roe,  I  gave  him  a  small  touch  that  waken*d 
his  guilt.  Resolve  to  indear  yourself  to  him, 
which  you  may  easily  do,  by  taking  his  part 
when  I  have  vex*d  him.  No  dispute ;  resolve  it, 
or  as  I  live  here  I  disclaim  thee  for  ever. 
Wan.  Tis  well,  something  Fll  do. 

[Exit  Wanton. 
Capt.  Open  the  door,  I  say,  and  let  me  in; 
your  favourite  and  his  tythes  shall  come  no 
more  here. 

Enter  Parson, 

Par.  Yes,  but  he  shall ;  'tis  not  you,  nor  your 
br»c*d  drum,  shall  fright  me  hence,  who  can 
command  the  souls  of  men.  I  have  rend  divine 
Seneca;  thou  know*st  nothing  but  the  earthly 
part,  and  canst  cry  to  that,  ^  Faces  about. 

Capt.  Thou  read  Seneca!  thou  steafst  his 
cover,  to  clothe  thee,  naked  and  wicked,  that 
for  money  wouldst  sell  the  share  of  the  twelve, 
and  art  allowed  by  all  that  know -thee,  fitter  to 
have  been  Judas,  than  Judas  was,  for  treachery. 

Par.  Kail,  do  rail,  my  illiterate  captain,  that 
can  only  abuse  by  memory ;  and  should  I  live 
till  thou  couldst  read  my  sentence,  I  should 
never  die. 

Capt.  No,  ingrateful,  live  till  I  destroy  thee ; 
and,  thankless  wretch,  did  all  my  care  of  thee 
deserve  nothing  but  thy  malice,  and  treacherous 
speaking  darkly  still  ?  with  thy  fine,  no,  not  he, 
vrhen  any  malicious  discourse  was  made  of  me; 
ai)d  by  thy  false  faint,  no,  faith ;  confess,  in  thy 
denials,  whilst  thy  smiling  excuses  stood  a 
greater  and  more  dangerous  evidence  against 
me,  than  my  enemy's  affidavits  could  have  done. 

Par.  ril  lye  for  never  a  lean  soldier  of  you 
all. 


Capt.  I  have  for  thee,  stave,  when  I  have 
been  wondered  at  for  keeping  company  with 
such  a  face ;  but  tliey  were  such  as  knew  tliee 
not;  all  which  thy  looks  deceiv*d,  as  they  did 
me ;  they  are  so  simple  they'd  cozen  a  jury,  and 
a  judge  that  had  wit  would  swear  thou  lyedst, 
should  thou  confess  what  I  know  to  be  true,  and 
award  Bedlam  for  thee ;  'lis  so  strange  and  so 
new  a  thing,  to  find  so  much  rogue  lodge  at  the 
sign  of  the  fool. 

Par,  Leave  this  injurious  language,  or  111 
lay  off  my  cassock ;  for  nothing  shall  privilege 
your  bragger's  tongue  to  abuse  roe,  a  gentleman, 
and  a  soldier  ancienter  than  thyself. 

Capt.  Yes,  thou  wer't  so ;  and  now,  I  think 
on*t,  I'll  recount  the  cause,  which,  it  may  be, 
thou  hast  forgot,  through  thy  variety  of  sins ;  it 
was  a  hue  and  cry,  that  followed  thee  a  scholar, 
and  found  thee  a  soldier. 

Par.  Thou  ly'st ;  thou  and  Scandal  have  but 
one  tongue ;  hers  dwells  with  thy  coward's 
teeth. 

Capt.  Oh!  do  you  rage?  nay.  111  put  the 
cause  in  print  too :  I  am  but  a  scurvy  poet,  yet 
I'll  make  a  ballad  shall  tell  how  like  a  faithful 
disciple  you  follow'd  your  poor  whore,  till  her 
martyrdom  in  the  suburbs. 

Far,  I'll  be  reveng'd  for  this  scandal. 

Capt,  Then  shall  succeed,  thy  flight  from  the 
university,  disguis'd  into  captain,  only  the  out* 
side  was  worse  huff,  and  the  inside  more  atheist 
than  they;  furnish'd  with  an  insolent  faith,  un- 
charitable heart,  envious  as  old  women,  cruel 
and  bloody  as  cowards ;  thus  arm'd  at  all  points, 
thou  went'st  out,  threatning  God,  and  tremb- 
ling at  men. 

Par.  I'll  be  reveng'd,  thou  poor  man  of  war, 
I'll  be  reveng'd. 

Enter  Wanton. 

Wan.  And  why  so  bitter?  Whose  bouse  is 
this  ?  Who  dares  tell  this  story  ? 

Capt,  Why,  sweet,  hath  he  not  treacherously 
broke  into  our  cabinet,  and  would  have  stol'u 
thee  thence  ?  by  these  hilts,  I'll  hang  him ;  and 
then  I  can  conclude  my  ballad  with,  take  warn- 
ing all  Christian  people  by  the  same :  I  will,  you 
lean  slave;  I'll  prosecute  thee,  till  thou  art  fain 
to  hide  in  a  servitor's  gown  again,  and  live  upon 


^  Quarrif — i.  e.  The  Game.  Quarry  is  a  term  both  of  hunting  and  falconry.  The  allusion  here  is 
to  the  former.  Qtuarie  (as  referring  to  the  latter),  according  to  Latham's  explanation,  "  is  takes 
for  the  fowle  which  is  flowne  at,  and  slaine  at  any  time,  especially  when  young  hawks  are  flowae 
thereunto." 

7  Faces  about. — So,  in  Every  Man  in  his  Hamoiir,  A.  3«  S.  1 : 

**  Good  captain,  faces  about,** 
Sconifid  Lady,  A.  5 : 

''  Cutting  Morecraft /aces  ofoftf." 

And  in  The  Knight  qfthe  Burning  PeetlCy  Ralph,  exercismg  his  men,  says : 

«  Double  your  files ;  as  you  were ;  faces  about,** 
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crambs  with  the  robin  red-breasts  that  haunt  the 
ball,  yovr  old  mess-mates.  Do  you  snarl  ?  1*11 
do't,  1  will,  and  put  tbee  to  fight  with  the  dogs 
for  the  bones  that  but  smell  of  meat ;  those  that 
your  hungry  students  have  polish'd  with  their 
teeth. 

Wan,  If  you  do  this,  good  captain,  lieutenant, 
and  company,  (for  all  your  command,  I  think,  is 
within  your  reach,)  I  say,  if  you  dare  do  this,  I 
shall  sing  a  song  of  one  that  bade  stand,  and 
made  a  carrier  pay  a  dear  rent  for  a  little  ground 
upon  his  majesty*s  highway. 

Capt,  How  now,  mistress  Wanton !  what's 
this?  what's  this? 

Pmr,  This !.  *tis  matter  for  a  jury;  1*11  swear, 
and  positively.  1*11  hang  thee,  1*U  do*t,  by  this 
hand,  let  me  alone  to  swear  the  jury  out  of 
doubt. 

Capt.  But  you  are  in  jest,  mistress  Wanton, 
and  will  confess  (I  hope)  this  is  no  truth. 

Wan,  Yes,  sir,  as  great  a  truth,  as  that  you 
are  in  vour  un-pay*d-for  scarlet.  Foc>l !  didst 
think,  Id  quit  such  a  friend,  and  his  stay*d  foi^ 
tune,  to  rely  upon  thy  dead  pay,  and  hopes  of  a 
second  covenant? 

Capt,  His  fortune !  what  ib't  ?  th*  advowson  of 
Tyburn  deanry  ? 

Far,  Noy  nor  rents  broueht  in  by  long  staff- 
speeches,  that  asks  alms  with  frowns,  till  thy 
looks  and  speech  have  laid  violent  hands  upon 
men*s  charity. 

Wan,  Let  him  alone;  1*11  warrant,  he*ll  never 
be  indicted  for  drawing  any  thing  but  his  tongue, 
against  a  man. 

Capt,  Very  good. 

Par,  Dear  mistress  Wanton,  you  have  won 
my  hearty  and  I  sliall  live  to  doat  upon  you  fur 
al)using  this  impetuous  captain.  Will  you  listen 
to  my  old  suit  ?  will  you  marry  me,  and  vex  him  ? 
say,  dare  you  do't  without  mure  dispute  ? 

Capt,  Twas  a  good  question ;  she  that  dares 
marry  thee,  dares  do  any  thing;  she  may  as 
safely  lie  with  the  great  bell  upon  her,  and  his 
clapper  is  less  dangerous  than  thine. 

W  an.  Why,  I  pray  ? 

Capt.  What  a  miserable  condition  wilt  thou 
come  to?  his  wife  cannot  be  an  honest  woman ; 
and  if  thou  should*st  turn  honest,  would  it  not 
'  Yex  thee  to  be  chaste  and  pox*d,  a  saint  without 
a  nose?  what  kalendar  will  admit  thee,  by  an 
incurable  slave  tbat*s  made  of  rogues  flesh  ?  con- 
sider that. 

Wan.  Why,  that's  something  yet;  tliou  hast 
nothing  but  a  few  scars,  and  a  little  old  fame  to 
trust  to,  and  that  scarce  thatches  your  head. 
Capt.  Nay  then  I  see  thou*rt  base,  and  this  | 


plot  not  accident*  'And  now  I  do  not  grudge 
him  thee ;  go  together,  'tis  pity  to  part  jotf| 
whore  and  parson,  as  consonant 

Wan.  As  whore  and  captain. 

Capt,  Take  her,  1*11  warrant  her  a  breeder; 
I'll  prophesy  she  shall  lie  with  thy  whole  coogre- 
gation,  and  bring  an  heir  to  thy  parish,  one  thst 
thou  may'st  enclose  the  common  by  his  tide, 
and  recover  it  by  common  law. 

Par,  That's  more  than  thy  dear  dam  cooU 
do  for  thee,  thou  son  of  a  thousand  fathers,  ail 
poor  soldiers,  rogues,  that  ought  mischiefs,  do 
midwives  for  their  birth.  But  I  cry  thee  mercy, 
my  patron  has  an  estate  of  old  iron  by  his  side, 
with  the  farm  of  old  ladies  he  scrapes  a  dirty 
living  from. 

Wan.  He  earn  from  an  old  lady !  hang  him, 
he's  only  wicked  in  his  desires ;  and  for  adukerj 
he  cannot  be  condemn'd,  though  he  should  have 
the  vanity  to  betray  himself.  God  forgive  nie 
for  belying  him  so  often  as  I  have  done ;  tbe 
weak-chin'd  slave  hir'd  me  once  to  say,  I  wti 
with  child  by  him. 

Capt,  This  is  pretty,  farewell ;  and  may  tlie 
next  pig  thou  farrow'st  have  a  promising  face, 
without  the  dad's  fool  or  gallows  in*t,  that  aH 
may  swear,  at  first  sight,  that*s  a  bastard;  and  it 
shall  go  hard  but  1*11  have  it  caird  mine.  I  have 
the  way,  'tis  but  praising  thee,  and  swearing 
thou  art  hqnest  before  I  am  ask'd :  you  taught 
me  the  trick. 

Par,  Next  levee  I'll  preach  against  thee,  and 
tell  them  what  a  piece  you  are ;  your  drum  and 
borrowed  scarf  shall  not  prevail,  nor  shall  yoa 
win  with  charms  half  ell  long  (bight  ferret  rib- 
band) the  youth  of  our  parish,  as  you  have  done. 

Capt,  No,  lose  no  time,  pr'ythee  stndy  aod 
learn  to  preach,  and  leave  railing  against  the  sm^ 
plice,  now  thou  hast  preach'd  thyself  into  hneo. 
Adieu,  Abigal ;  adieu,  heir  apparent  to  Sir  Oliver 
Marr-text;  to  church,  go;  I'll  send  a  betdlt 
shall  sing  your  Epithalamium. 

Par.  Adieu,  my  captain  of  a  tame  band ;  m 
tell  your  old  lady,  how  you  abused  her  breath, 
and  swore  you  enm'd  your  money  harder  than 
those  that  dig  in  the  mines  for*t.  [Exit  CaptwL] 
A  fart  fill  thy  sail,  captain  of  a  *  gaily  mist.— 
He's  gone :  come,  sweet,  let's  to  church  imme- 
diately, that  I  may  go  and  take  my  revenge;  I'll 
infike  him  wear  thin  breeches. 

U^n.  But  if  you  should  be  such  a  man  as  be 
says  you  are,  what  would  my  friends  say,  when 
they  hear  I  have  cast  myself  away  ? 

Par.  He  says !   hang  him,  lean,  merceoary,  ^ 
provant  rogue  ;  I  knew  his  beginnine,  when  be 
made  the  stocks  lousy,  and   swarm  d  so  vitb 


*  GaUw  friti, — A  gaUy  foist  was  the  name  of  a  pleasure-boat,  or  one  used  on  particarar  days  ki 
pomp  and  state.  The  Lord  Mayor's  and  Company's  barges  were  sometimes  formerly  called  Tki  City 
GaiUyfoiatM,  See  Wood'k  Simth  Eatt  View  nf  the  City,  and  Part  of  Southwark,  a»  it  appeared  ^htS  tk 
1599. 
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we  were  afraid  he  woald  have  brought 
se  upon  the  county — He  says !  but  what 

what  he  says?  a  rogue,  by  sire  and 
is  father  was  a  broad  fat  peddler,  a  what- 
ack,  sir,  that  haunted  good  houses,  and 
re  than  he  bought;  his  dam  was  a  gypsy, 
ng  canting  Sibyl  in  her  youth,  and  she 
in  her  old  age  for  a  witch :  poor  Strom* 
*  rogue  was  a  perpetual  burthen  to  her, 
ied  him  longer  at  her  bark  than  in  lier 
le  dwelt  there,  till  she  lost  him  one  night 
reat  frost  upon  our  common,  and  there 
bund  in  the  morning  candy'd  in  ice  :  a 
heir  charity  that  thaw'd  him;  you  might 
rogue  then  in  the  bud :  he  is  now  run 
>ro  his  wife. 

His  wife  ? 

Yes,  his  wife;  why,  do  you  not  know 
Tied  according  to  the  rogues  liturgy  ?  a 
ied  bridegroom;  I  saw  him  take  the 
n  a  tinkers  dowager. 

Is  this  possible  ? 
Yes,  roost  possible,  and  you  shall  see 

be  reveng  d  on  him ;  I  will  immedi- 
seek  the  ordinance  against  reformadoes. 

What  ordinance  ? 

VVhY,  they  do  so  swarm  about  the  town, 
so  destructive  to  trade  and  all  civil  go- 
it,  that  the  state  has  declared,  no  person 
*p  above  two  colonels  and  four  captains 
;  trade  soever)  in  his  family ;  for  now  the 
one,  broken  breech,  wood-monger,  rag- 
utcher,  and  link-boy,  (comrades  that 
>  the  ragged  regiment  in  this  holy  war,) 
»  return  and  l^  admitted  to  serve  out 
les  again. 

Your  ordinance  will  not  touch  the  cap- 
he  is  a  known  soldier. 
He  a  captain  !  an  apocryphal  modem 
t  went  convoy  ouce  to  Brainford  with 
oops  that  conducted  the  contribution- 
i  in  the  late  holy  war,  when  the  city  ran 
ir  their  russet  Levites,  apron-rogues,  with 
ids.    Hang  him,  he's  but  the  sign  of  a 

and  I  hope  to  see  him  hangM  for  that 
ion,  when  the  king  comes  to  his  place 

YoQ  abuse  him,  now  he*s  gone ;  but — 


Par.  Why,  dost  thou  think  I  fear  him  ?  no, 
wench,  I  know  him  too  well  for  a  cowardly  slave, 
that  dares  '  as  soon  eat  his  fox,  as  draw  it  in 
earnest ;  the  slave's  noted  to  make  a  conscience 
of  nothing  but  fighting. 

Wan,  Well,  if  you  be  not  a  good  man,  and  a 
kind  husband 

Far,  Thou  know*st  the  proverb,  as  happy  as 
the  parson's  wife,  during  her  husband's  life. 


SCENE  n. 

Enter  Mistress  Pleasant,  Widow  Wild  her 
Aunty  and  Secret  her  Woman,  above  in  the 
musick-room,  as  dressing  her  ;  a  glass,  a  toblCf 
and  she  in  her  night-ctoaths. 

Plea,  Secret,  give  me  the  glass,  and  see  who 
knocks. 

Wid.  Niece,  what,  shut  the  door?  as  I  live, 
this  musick  was  meant  to  you,  I  know  my  ne- 
phew's voice. 

Plea,  Yes,  but  you  think  his  friend's  has 
more  musick  in't. 

Wid,  No,  faith,  I  can  laugh  with  him,  or  so, 
but  be  comes  no  nearer  than  my  lace. 

Plea,  You  do  well  to  keep  your  smock  betwixt. 

Wid,  Faith,  wench,  so  wilt  thou  and  thou 
beest  wise,  firom  him  and  all  of  them ;  and  be 
rul'd  by  me,  we'll  abuse  all  the  sex,  till  they  put 
a  true  value  upon  us. 

Plea,  But  dare  you  forbid  the  travel'd  gentle- 
man, and  abuse  them  and  your  servant,  and 
swear,  with  me,  not  to  marry  in  a  twelve>month, 
though  a  lord  bait  the  hook,  and  hang  out  the 
sign  of  a  court  Cupid,  whipt  by  a  country  widow  f 
then  I  believe  we  may  have  mirth  cheaper  than 
at  the  price  of  ourselves,  and  some  sport  with 
the  wits  that  went  to  lose  themselves  in  France. 

Wid,  Come,  no  dissembling,  lest  I  tell  your 
servant,  when  he  returns,  how  much  you're  ta- 
ken with  the  last  new  fashion. 

Sec,  Madam,  'tis  almost  noon,  will  you  not 
dress  yourself  to-day  ? 

wid.  She  speaks  as  if  we  were  boarders; 
prythee,  wench,  is  not  the  dinner  our  own? 
sure  my  cook  shall  lay  by  my  own  roast  till  my 
I  stomach  be  up. 


OM  e^i  his  fox, — A  fax  was  formerly  a  cant  word  for  a  sword. 

in  Ben  Jonson^s  Bartholomew  Fair,  A.  2.  S.  6 : 

%t  would  you  have,  sister,  of  a  fellow  that  knows  nothing  bat  a  basket  hilt  and  an  Mfox  io't  ?" 

loiter,  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4 : 

**  I  made  my  father's  old  fox  fly  about  his  ears." 
ry  V,  by  Shakspeare,  A.  4.  S.  4 : 

—  Thou  dy*st  on  pomt  of  fox. 


« 


r  Steevens's  Note  on  the  latter  passage,  where  many  passages  of  oar  ancient  writers  are  pro- 
prove  the  explanation. 
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Plea,  But  tbere  may  be  company,  and  they 
tvill  say^  we  take  too  long  time  to  trim.  Secret, 
give  me  the  flowers  my  servant  sent  me,  he 
aware  'twas  the  first  the  wench  made  of  the  kind. 

Wid.  But  when  he  shall  hear  you  had  musick 
sent  you  to-day,  'twill  make  him  appear  in  his 
old  cloaths. 

Plea,  Marry,  I  would  be  would  take  excep- 
tion, he  should  not  want  ill  usage  to  rid  me  of 
bis  trouble.  As  I  live,  custom  has  made  me  so 
acquainted  with  him,  that  I  now  begin  to  think 
bim  not  so  displeasing  as  at  first;  and  it*  he  fall 
not  out  with  me,  I  must  with  him,  to  secure 
myself.  Sure  (aunt)  he  must  find  sense  and 
reason  absent;  for  when  a  question  knocks  at 
bis  bead,  the  answer  tells  that  there  is  no  body 
at  home.  I  ask'd  him  tb*  other  day,  if  he  did 
Dot  find  a  blemish  in  bis  understanding ;  and  be 
sware  a  great  oath,  not  he.  I  told  him  'twas 
Tery  strange,  for  fool  was  so  visible  an  eye-sore, 
that  neither  birth  nor  fortune  could  reconcile  to 
me. 

Wid.  Faith,  methinks  his  humour  is  good, 
and  bis  purse  will  buy  good  company,  and  1  can 
biugh  and  he  merry  witli  him  sometimes. 

Plea,  Why,  pray  (aunt)  take  him  to  yourself, 
and  see  how  merry  we  will  be.  I  can  laugh  at 
any  body's  fool,  but  mine  own. 

Wid.  By  my  troth,  but  that  I  have  married 
one  fool  already,  you  should  not  have  him. 
Consider,  he  asks  no  portion,  and  yet  will  make 
a  great  jointure ;  a  fool  with  these  conveniences, 
a  kind  loving  fool,  and  one  that  you  may  govern, 
makes  no  ill  husband,  niece :  there  are  other  ar- 
guments too,  to  bid  a  fool  welcome,  which  you 
will  find  without  teaching ;  think  of  it,  niece ; 
you  may  lay  out  your  affection  to  purchase  some 
dear  wit,  or  judgment  of  the  city,  and  repent, 
at  leisure,  a  good  bargain,  in  this  fool. 

Plea.  Faith,  aunt,  fools  are  cheap  in  the  but- 
chery, and  dear  in  the  kitchen ;  they  are  such 
unsavoury  insipid .  things,  that  there  goes  more 
charge  to  the  sauce  than  the  fool  is  worth,  ere  a 
woman  can  confidently  ser\'e  bim,  either  to  her 
bed  or  board :  then  if^  he  be  a  loving  fool,  he 
troubles  all  the  world  a  days,  and  me  all 
night. 

Sec,  Friendship-love,  madam,  lias  a  remedy 
for  that. 

Plea.  See,  if  the  air  of  this  place  hns  not  in- 
clin*d  Secret  to  be  a  bawd  already.  No,  Secret, 
you  get  no  gowns  that  way,  upon  my  word :  if  I 
marry,  it  shall  be  a  gentleman  that  has  wit  and 
honour,  though  he  has  nothing  but  a  sword  by 
bis  side;  such  a  one  naked  is  better  than  a  fool 
with  all  his  trappings,  bells,  and  baubles. 

Wid,  Why,  as  I  live,  he's  a  handsome  fellow, 
and  merry :  mine  is  such  a  sad  soul,  and  tells 
me  stories  of  lovers  that  dy'd  in  despair,  and  of 
the  lamentable  end  of  their  mistresses,  (accord- 
ing to  the  ballad,)  and  thinks  to  win  me  by  ex- 
ample. 

Plea,  Faith,  mine  talks  of  nothing  but  bow 


long  be  has  1ov*d  me;  and  those  that  know 
not,  think  I  am  old,  and  still  finds  new  cat... 
(ns  he  calls  them)  for  his  love.     I  ask'd  hila  the 
other  day  if  I  chang'd  so  fast  or  no. 

Wid,  But  what  Uiink'st  thoa.  Secret ;  my  o^ 
phew  dances  well,  and  has  a  handsome  bouse  in 
the  Piazza. 

Plea,  Your  nephew !  not  I,  as  I  live :  be 
looks  as  if  he  would  be  woo*d;  I^ll  warrant  yoQ, 
he*ll  never  begin  with  a  woman  till  be  has  lost 
the  opinion  of  himself;  but  since  you  are  so 
courteous,  I'll  speak  to  his  friend,  and  let  him 
know  how  you  suffer  for  him. 

Wid,  Him !  marry,  God  bless  all  good  wo> 
men  from  bim.  Why,  be  talks  as  if  the  dairy- 
maid and  all  her  cows  could  not  serve  bis  tan : 
then  they  wear  such  bawdy  breeches,  'twookl 
startle  an  honest  woman  to  come  in  their  coid- 
pany,  for  fear  they  should  break,  and  pot  ber  to 
count  from  the  fall  of  tbem ;  for  I'll  warrant,  the 
year  of  the  Lord  would  sooner  out  of  ber  bead 
than  such  a  sight. 

Plea,  I  am  not  such  an  enemy  now  to  bis  bu- 
mour  as  to  your  nephew's.  He  rails  against  our 
sex,  and  thinks,  by  beating  down  die  price  of  i 
woman,  to  make  us  despair  of  merchants :  bot, 
if  I  hud  his  heart-strings  tied  on  a  true  lover's 
knot,  I  would  so  firk  him,  till  he  found  pbjsic 
in  a  rope. 

Sec,  He's  a  scurvy-tongu'd  fellow,  Fm  sore 
of  that ;  and  if  I  could  have  got  a  staff,  I  bad 
mark'd  bim. 

Wid,  What  did  be  do  to  tbee.  Secret? 

Plea,  Why,  he  swore  lie  had  a  better  opiakm 
of  her  than  to  think  she  had  ber  maidenhead: 
but  if  she*  were  that  fool,  and  bad  presenr'd  the 
toy,  he  swore  he  would  not  take  the  pains  of 
fetching  it,  to  have  it.  I  confess,  I  would  fais 
be  reveng'd  on  them,  because  tliey  are  so  bk>«ii 
up  with  opinion  of  their  wiL 

Wid,  As  I  live,  my  nephew  traTels  still.  The 
sober  honest  Ned  Wild  will  not  be  at  home  this 
month. 

Plea.  What  say  you?  will  yoa  abase  then 
and  all  the  rest,  and  stand  to  my  first  proposi- 
tion ? 

Wid,  Ves,  faith,  if  it  be  but  to  bury  my  semnt, 
Sad ;  for  be  cannot  last  above  another  fall;  tod 
how,  think  you,  will  your  servant  take  it? 

Plea,  Mine  !  Oh,  God  help  me,  mine's  i 
healthy  fool.  I  would  he  were  subject  to  pine, 
and  take  thin^  unkindly ;  there  were  some  nope 
to  be  rid  of  him ;  for  I'll  undertake  to  use  bus 
as  ill  as  any  body. 

Wid,  As  I  live,  I  am  easily  resolv'd;  for  if  I 
would  marry,  I  know  neither  who  nor  what  ba* 
mour  to  chuse. 

Sec.  By  my  troth,  madam,  you  are  bard  to 
please,  else  the  courtier  might  have  serv'd  tun. 

Wid.  Serve  turn !  Pr'ythee  what  haste,  Se 
cret,  that  [  should  put  myself  to  bed  with  one  I 
might  make  a  shift  with  ?  When  I  marry,  thoa 
shnJt  cry.  Ay  marry,  madam,  this  is  a  husband, 
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without  blushing,  wench,  and  none  of  jour  so- 
so  husbands.     Yet,  he  might  half  overcome  my 


aversion,  I  confess. 


Plea.  Overcome !  I  think  so :  he  might  have 
won  a  city  his  way  ;  for  when  he  saw  you  were 
re«olv*d  he  should  not  eat  with  you,  he  would 
set  himself  down  as  if  he  meant  to  besiege  us, 
and  had  vow'd  never  to  rise  till  he  had  taken  us 
in  ;  and  because  our  sex  forbade  force,  he  meant 
to  do  it  by  famine.  Yet  you  may  stay,  and  miss 
a  better  market :  for,  bang  me,  I  am  of  Sccret*s 
opinion,  he  had  but  two  faults;  a  handsome  fel- 
low, and  too  soon  deny*d. 

Wid.  Tis  true,  he  was  a  handsome  fellow, 
and  a  civil,  that  I  shall  report  him ;  for  as  soon 
as  it  was  given  him  to  understand,  I  desir*d  he 
would  come  no  more,  I  never  saw  him  since, 
but  by  chance. 

Plea.  Why  did  you  forbid  him  ? 

Wid.  There  were  divers  exceptions;  but  that 
which  anger'd  me  then,  was,  he  came  with  the 
king's  letters  patents,  as  if  he  had  been  to  take 
up  a  wife  for  his  mhjesty*s  use. 

Pifa.  Alas !  was  that  all  ?  Why,  'tis  their 
way  at  court,  a  common  course  among  them  : 
and  was  it  not  one  the  kiiiv  had  a  great  care  of? 
When  my  mother  was  alive,  I  had  such  a 
packet  from  the  court  directed  uuto  me,  I  bid 
them  pay  the  post,  and  make  the  fellow  drink  ; 
which  he  took  as  ill  as  I  could  wish,  and  has 
been  ever  since  such  a  friendly  enemy 

IVid.  Nay,  as  I  live,  she  was  for  the  captain 
too :  his  scarf  and  feather  won  her  heart. 

Sec.  Truly,  madam,  never  flatter  yourself; 
for  the  {rentleraan  did  not  like  you  so  well,  as  to 
put  you  to  the  trouble  of  saying  no. 

Plea,  Lord,  how  I  hated  and  dreaded  that 
scarf  and  buflf-coat ! 

Sec.  Why,  mistress  Pleasant,  a  captain  is  an 
honourable  charge. 

Wid.  Pr'ythee,  Secret,  name  them  no  more. 
Colonel  and  captain,  commissioner,  free-miar- 
ters,  ordnance  and  contribution  ;  when  Buff  ut- 
ters these  words,  I  tremble  and  dread  the  sound : 
it  frights  me  still  when  I  do  but  think  on  them. 


Cuds  body,  they're  twigs  of  the  old  rod,  wench, 
that  whipt  us  so  lately. 

Plea.  Ay,  ay,  and  they  were  happy  days, 
wench,  when  the  captain  was  a  lean  poor  hum- 
ble thing,  and  the  soldier  tame,  and  durst  not 
come  within  the  city,  for  fear  of  a  constable  and 
a  whipping-post,  'f  hey  know  the  penal  statutes 
give  no  quarter.  Then  Buff  was  out  of  counte- 
nance, andskulk'd  from  alehouse  to  alehouse - 
and  the  city  had  no  militia  but  the  sheriff's  men*. 
In  those  merry  days,  a  bailiff  trode  the  streets 
with  terror,  when  all  the  chains  in  the  city  were 
rusty  but  Mr  Sheriff's ;  when  the  people  knew 
no  evil  but  the  constable  and  his  watch.  Now 
every  committee  has  as  much  power,  and  as  lit^ 
tic  manners,  and  examines  with  as  much  igno- 
rance, impertinence,  and  authority,  as  a  con- 
stable in  the  king's  Vey.  [People  talking  without. 

Wid.  See,  who's  that  so  loud  ? 

Sec.  The  men  you  talk'd  of,  newly  come  to 
town. [Exeunt  omnes. 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  .Tack  Constant,  Will  Sad,  Jolly, 
(tnd  a  Foot  man  :  ^^they  comb  tlieir  heads,  and 
talk, 

Jol,  Remember  our  covenants,  get  them  that 
can,  all  friends;  and  be  sure  to  dispatch  the 
plot,  to  carry  them  into  the  country,  lest  the 
brace  of  new-come  monsieurs  get  them. 

Con.  Those  llesh-flies !  1*11  warrant  thee  from 
them :  yet  'twas  foolishly  done  of  me  to  put  on 
this  gravity.  I  shall  break  out,  and  return  to 
myself,  if  you  put  me  to  a  winter's  wooing. 
^  Sad.  A  little  patience  does  it ;  and  I  am 
content  to  suffer  any  thing  till  they're  out  of 
town.  Secret  says,  they  think  my  pale  face 
proceeds  from  my  love. 

Jol.  Does  she?  That  shall  be  one  hint  to  ad- 
vance your  designs  and  my  revenge  ;  for  so  she 
be  cozen'd,  I  care  not  who  does  it,  for  scorbing 
me,  who  (by  this  hand)  lov'd  her  parlously. 


lO 


— theif  comb  their  liead»,  and  talk, — This  custom,  stransre  as  it  wonld  now  appear,  was  the  con- 
stant practice  of  gentlemen  in  the  last  century.  When  on  visits,  either  of  ceremony  or  bnsiness,  or 
even  in  company  of  ladies,  and  at  public  places,  their  constant  amusement  was  to  comb  tlieir  hair  or 
wigs  :  aod  the  fashion  continued  aotil  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne. Dryden  alludes  to  it,  in  the  Pro- 
logue to  Almamzor  and  Almahide : 

**  But,  as  when  vizard  masque  appears  in  pit. 
Straight  every  man,  who  thinks  himself  a  wit. 
Perks  up  ;  and  managing  hiM  comb  with  grace. 
With  his  white  wig  sets  off  his  nut-brown  face." 

And  Mincing,  in  The  Way  of  the  World,  says : 

''  The  gentlemen  stay  but  to  comb,  madam,  and  will  wait  on  you." 
These  instances  I  am  indebted  for  to  Mr  Steevens. 
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Foot.  Sir,  what  shall  I  do  with  the  horses  ? 

Sad.  Carry  them  to  Brumsted's. 

Foot.  What  shall  I  do  with  your  worship's? 

Jol.  Mine?  Take  him,  hamstring  him,  kill 
him,  any  thing  to  make  him  away,  Test,  having 
such  a  conveniency,  I  he  betrayed  to  another 
joarney  into  the  country.  Gentlemen,  you  are 
all  welcome  to  my  country-house.  Charingcross, 
I  am  glad  to  see  thee,  with  all  my  heart. 

Con.  What !  not  reconcird  to  the  country 
yet? 

a  Sad.  He  was  not  long  enough  there,  to  see 
e  pleasure  of  it. 

Jol.  Pleasure!  what  is*t  calPd?  walking,  or 
hawking,  or  shooting  at  butts  ? 

Con.  You  found  other  pleasures,  or  else  the 
story  of  the  meadow  is  no  gospel. 

Jol,  Yes,  a  pox  upon  the  necessity  !  Here  I 
could  as  soon  have  taken  the  cow,  as  such  a 
milk-maid. 

Sad.  The  wine  and  meat's  good,  and  the 
company. 

Jol.  When,  at  a  Tuesday  meeting,  the  coun- 
try comes  in  to  a  match  at  two  shillings  rubbers, 
where  they  conclude  at  dinner  what  shall  be 
done  this  parliament,  railing  against  tlie  court 
and  pope,  afler  the  old  Elizabetb-way  of  preach- 
ing, till  they  are  drunk  with  zeal ;  and  then  the 
old  knight  of  the  shire  from  the  board*s-end,  in 
his  coronation-breeches,  vies  clinches  with  a  si- 
lenced minister,  a  rogue  that  rail'd  against  the 
reformation,  merely  to  be  eas'd  of  the  trouble 
of  preaching.  ^ 

Con.  Nay,  as  I  live,  now  you  are  to  blame, 
and  wrong  him.    The  man's  a  very  able  man. 

Jol.  You'll  be  able  to  say  so  one  day  upon 
your  wife*s  report.  I  would  he  were  eelt,  and 
all  that  hold  his  opinion.  By  this  good  day,  they 
get  more  souls  than  they  save. 


Sad.  And  what  think  you  of  theknizht's 
I  hope,  he's  a  fine  gentleman,  when  his  g 
suit  and  his  blue  stockings  are  on ;  and  the 
comest  thing  to  Mrs  Abigail,  but  "Tib 
Tom  in  the  stock. 

Jol.  Who,  Mr  Jeoffry  ?  Hobinol  the  sec 
By  this  life,  'tis  a  very  veal,  and  he  licks 
nose  like  one  of  them.     By  his  discourse,  y 
guess  he  had  eaten  nothing  but  hay.    I  wot 
he  doth  not  go  on  all  four  too,  and  hold  up 
leg  when  he  stales.    He  talks  of  noUiing  but 
stable.    The  cobler's  black-bird  at  the  coi. .. 
has  more  discourse.     He  has  not  so  much  as  the 
family-iest,  which  these  Coridons  use  to  inhe 
I  pos*d  him  in  "  Booker's  Prophecies,  till 
confess'd  he  had  not  master'd  his  almanack  , 

Con.  But  what  was  that  you  wbisper'd  to 
in  the  hall  ? 

Jol.  Why,  the  butler  and  I,  by  the  interv 
sion  of  March-beer,  had  newly  reconcil'd  hio 
his  dad's  old  cod-piece  corslet  in  the  hall,  wb 
when  his  zeal  was  up,  he  would  needs  thi 
down,  because  it  hung  upon  a  cross.  . 

Con.  But  what  think  you  of  my  neighboui : 
I  hope,  her  charity  takes  you. 

Jol.  Yes,  and  her  old  waiting-woman's  di 
tion.  She  sigh'd  in  the  pew  behind  me. 
Dutch  skipper  belches  not  so  loud,  or  so  » 
My  lady's  miserable  sinner,  with  the  white  e 
she  does  so  squeeze  out  her  prayers,  and 
wring  out,  Have  mercy  upon  us.  I  warrant  I 
she  has  a  waiting-woman's  sting  in  herconsciec 
She  looks  like  a  dirtj-soul'd  bawd. 

CA)n.  Who  is  this,  my  lady  Freedom's  won 
that  he  describes  ? 

Jol.  The  same:  the  independent  lady, 
have  promis'd  to  send  her  a  cripple  or  two 
the  next  carrier.  Her  subject-husband  wc 
needs  shew  me  his  house  one  morning.   I  of 


"  7^  and  Tom  in  the  stock. — ^Terms  at  the  game  of  Gleek;  which  she  is  supposed  to  1 
immoderately.      S.  P. 

'^  Booker's  Prophecies. — William  Lilly  gives  the  following  account  of  John  Booker,  the  person  1 
mentioned : — ^he  "  was  bom  in  Manchester,  in  the  year  1601 ;  was  in  his  youth  well  instmctrd  iir 
Latin  tongue,  which  he  understood  very  well.    He  seemed,  from  his  infancy,  to  be  designed  foi 
trology ;  for,  from  the  time  he  had  any  understanding,  he  would  be  always  poring  on,  and  stud} 
almanacks.    He  came  to  London  at  fitting  vears,  and  served  an  apprenticeship  to  an  haberdaskei 
Lawrence  Lane,  London :  but  either  wantmg  stock  to  set  up,  or  disliking  the  calling,  be  left 
trade,  and  taught  to  write,  at  Hadley,  in  Middlesex,  several  scholars  in  that  school.    He  wrote 
gularly  well,  both  secretary  and  Roman.    In  process  of  time,  he  served  Sir  Christopher  CIctli 
Knight,  alderman  of  London,  as  bis  clerk,  being  a  city  justice  of  peace.    He  also  was  cleik  to 
Hugh  Hammersley,  alderman  of  London  :  botli  which  he  served  with  great  credit  and  estiinatj 
and,  by  that  means,  became  not  only  well  known,  but  as  well  respected,  of  the  most  eminent  citis 
of  London,  even  to  his  dying-day, 

''  He  was  an  excellent  proficient  in  astrology  ;  whose  excellent  verses  upon  the  twelve  moot 
framed  according  to  the  configurations  of  each  month,  being  blessed  with  success  accordine  to 
predictions,  procured  him  much  reputation  all  over  England.    He  was  a  very  honest  man ;  Sbhon 
any  deceit  in  the  art  he  studied ;  had  a  curious  fancy  in  judging  of  thefts,  and  as  successful  in  resc 
ing  love-questions.    He  was  no  mean  proficient  in  astronomy ;  he  understood  much  in  physic ;  ws$  * 
great  admirer  of  the  antimonial  cup ;  not  unlearned  in  chymistry,  which  be  loved  well,  but  did  not 
practise.    He  died  in  1667." 
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iach  an  hospital ;  it  stunk  like  Bedlam  ; 
the  servants  were  carrying  pultices,  ju- 
d  glisters,  and  several  remedies  for  all 
bat  his.  The  man  sigh'd  to  see  his  es- 
mbling  away.  I  counselPd  him  either 
tr  take  an  ounce  of  ratsbane,  to  cure  his 

She  is  ray  cousin ;  but  he  made  such  a 
nt  to  me,  I  thought  he  had  married  the 
y  of  Surgeons-hall:  for  his  directions  to 
everal  things  for  his  wife's  use,  were  fit- 
n  apothecary's  shop  than  a  lady's  closet. 

advis'd  him  to  settle  no  jointure  but 
itills,  and  a  box  of  instruments,  upon 
ie  hates  a  man  with  all  his  limbs.     A 

leg,  a  crutch,  and  Jistula  in  anOf  wins 
t.  Her  gentleman-usher  broke  his  leg 
;-days,  merely  to  have  the  honour  to 
:  set  it:  a  foul  rank  rogue  !  and  so  full 
umours,  that  he  pos'd  a  whole  college 
omen  with  a  |rangrene,  which  spoil'd 
>  and  his  ambhng  before  my  lady,  by 
;  a  hand-saw  to  his  gart'ring  place ;  and 

rogue  wears  booted  bed-staves,  and  de- 
1  the  young  ashes  to  make  him  legs. 
[  never  saw  such  a  nasty  affection  :  she 
a*  done  well  in  the  incurable,  a  hand- 
have  waited  on  the  cripples. 
She  converses  with   naked  men,    and 

all  their  members,  tho'  never  so  il! 
,  and  c^lls  the  fornication  charity.  All 
curse  to  me  was  flat  bawdry ;  which  I 
»t  chide,  but  spoke  as  flat  as  she,  till  she 
me,  calling  mine  beastliness,  and  hers 
philosophy.  By  this  day,  if  I  were  to 
[  would  as  soon  have  chosen  a  drawn 
ut  of  mine  own  hospital,  and  cure  the 
her  youth,  as  marry  a  she-chirurgeon ; 
:,  for  her  sins  in  her  first  husband's  days, 
1  the  crimes  of  her  sex  in  my  time.  I 
ave  him  call  her  Chiron,  the  Centaur's 
ighter,  a  chirurgeon  by  sire  and  dam, 

own  colt.  She's  red-hair'd  too,  like 
nnv  beast  with  the  golden  mane  and 
tail. 

Vou  had  a  long  discourse  with  her^  Jolly : 
is't  about  ? 

[  was  advising  her  to  be  divorc'd,  and 
he  man  in  the  almanack :    'twould  be 
time  for  her  to  lick  him  whole. 
By  this  day,  I  never  saw  such  a  mule  as 
}and  is,  to  bear  with  her  madness.    The 

a  good  house,  and  well  furnish'd. 
fes;  but  'tis  such  a  sight  to  see  great 

beds  full  of  found  children,  sons  of 
)rs,  priests  heirs,  Bridewell  orphans: 
ley  lie  by  dozens  in  a  bed,  like  sucking 
in  a  dish,  or  a  row  of  pins;  and  then 
«p  a  whole  dairy  of  milcb-whores  to 
hem. 

She  is  snccessfol,  and  that  spoils  her, 
kes  her  deaf  to  counsel.  I  bade  him 
two  or  three,  to  disgrace  her;   for  the 


vanity  and  pride  of  their  remedies  make  those 
women  more  diligent  than  their  charity. 

Jol.  I  ask'd  him  why  he  married  her;  and  he 
confess'd,  if  he  had  been  sound,  he  had  never 
had  her. 

Con.  He  confess'd,  she  cur'd  him  of  three 
claps  before  he  married  her. 

Jol.  Yes ;  and  I  believe  some  other  member 
(though  then  ill-aflected^  pleaded  more  than  his 
tongue ;  and  the  rogue  is  like  to  find  her  busi- 
ness still;  for  he  flies  at  all.  My  God,  I  owe^ 
thee  thanks  for  many  things ;  but  'tis  not  the 
least  I  am  not  her  husband,  nor  a  country-gen- 
tleman, whither,  I  believe,  you  cannot  easily 
seduce  me  again,  unless  you  can  persuade  Lon- 
don to  stand  in  the  country.  To  Hyde  Park,  or 
so,  I  may  venture  upon  your  lady-fair  days, 
when  the  fill^foals  of  fifteen  come  kicking  in, 
with  their  manes  and  tails  tied  up  in  ribbands, 
to  see  their  eyes  roul  and  neigh  when  the  spring 
makes  their  blood  prick  them ;  so  far  I  am  with 
you,  by  the  way  ot  a  country-gentleman  and  a 
beer-drinker. 

Sad.  For  all  this  dislike,  Mr  Jolly,  your  great- 
est acquaintance  lies  amongst  country-gentle- 
men. 

Jol.  Ay,  at  London :  there  your  couptry-geii- 
tlemen  are  good  company;  where  to  be  seen 
with  them  is  a  kind  of  credit.  I  come  to  a  mer- 
cer's shop  in  your  coach ;  Boy^  call  your  master: 
he  comes  bare;  I  whisper  him,  Do  you  know 
the  Constants  and  the  Sads  of  Norfolk?  Yes, 
yes,  he  replies,  and  strokes  his  beard.  They  are 
good  men,  cry  I :  Yes,  yes.  No  more ;  cut  me 
off  three  suitA  of  sattin.  He  does  it,* and,  in  the 
delivery,  whispers.  Will  these  be  bound  ?  Pish ! 
drive  on,  coachman :  spenk  with  me  to-morrow. 

Con.  And  what  then  ? 

Jol.  What  then  !  why,  come  again  next  da^r. 

Sad.  And  what  if  the  country-gentleman  will 
not  be  bound  ? 

Jol.  Then  he  roust  fight. 

Sad.  I  would  I  had  known  that  before  I  had 
sign'd  your  bond,  I  would  have  set  my  sword 
sooner  than  my  seal  to  it. 

Jol.  Why,  if  thou  repent,  tliere's  do  harm 
done :  fight  rather  than  pay  it. 

Sad.  Why,  do  you  think  I  dare  not  fight? 

Jol.  Yes,  but  I  think  thou  bast  more  wit  than 
to  fight  with  me ;  for  if  I  kill  thee,  'tis  a  fortune 
to  me,  and  others  will  sign  in  fear;  and  if  thou 
should'st  kill  me,  any  body  that  knows  us  would 
swear 'twere  very  strange,  and  cry.  There's  God's 
just  judgment  now  upon  that  lewd  youth,  and 
thou  procur'st  his  hangman's  place  at  the  rate  of 
thy  estate. 

Con.  By  this  hand,  he  is  in  the  right :  and, 
for  mine,  I  meant  to  pay  when  I  sign'd.  Hang 
it,  never  put  good  fellows  to  say.  Prithee  give 
me  a  hundred  pounds.  * 

Sad.  Tis  true,  'tis  a  good  j&ntv  way  of  beg- 
ging; yet,  for  being  kill'd,  if  I  reUise  it — would 
there  were  no  more  danger  in  the  widow's  un- 
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kindness  than  in  your  figliting,  I  would  not  mis- 
trust my  design. 

Jol.  Why  ay,  there's  a  point  now  in  nicety  of 
honour,  I  should  kill  you  for  her ;  for  you  know 
I  pretended  first?  and  it  may  be  if  1  had  writ 
sad  lines  to  her,  and  hid  myself  in  my  cloak,  and 
liaunted  her  coach,  it  may  be  in  time  she  would 
have  sought  me :  not  J,  by  this  hand,  I'll  not 
trouble  myself  for  a  wench ;  and  married  widows 
are  but  customary  authorized  wenches. 
,  Con.  Being  of  that  opinion^  how  can'st  thou 
think  of  marrying  one  ? 

Jol.  Why,  faith,  I  know  not;  I  thought  to 
rest  me,  for  I  was  run  out  of  breath  with  plea- 
sure, and  grew  so  acquainted  with  sin,  I  would 
have  been  good,  for  variety ;  in  these  thoughts 
'twas  my  fortune  to  meet  with  this  widow,  hand- 
some, and  of  a  clear  fame. 

Con,  Did'st  love  her  ? 

Jol,  Yes,  faith :  I  had  love,  but  not  to  the  dis- 
ease that  makes  men  sick;  and  I  could  have 
lov*d  her  still,  but  that  I  was  angry  to  have  her 
refuse  me,  for  a  fault  I  told  her  of  myself^  so  I 
went  no  more. 

Sad,  Did  she  forbid  you  but  once  ? 

Jol,  Faith,  I  think,  I  slipt  a  fair  opportunity, 
H  handsome  wench,  and  three  thousand  pounds 
per  annum  in  certainty,  besides  the  possibility 
of  beiug  saved.  ^ 

Con,  Which  now  you  think  desperate  ? 

Widow  and  Pleasant  looking  out  at  a  window. 

Plea,  That  is  you;  cross  or  pile,  will  you 
have  him  yet  or  no  ? 

•Wid.  Peace !  observe  them. 

Jol.  Faith,  no,  I  do  not  despair;  but  I  can- 
not resolve. 


Enter  Wild,  Careless,  and  the  Captain,  g 
in  haste  ;  he  comes  in  at  the  middle  dooi 

Wid,  Who  are  those  ? 

Care.  Captain,  whither  in  such  haste?  ' 
defeated?   Call  you  this  a  retreat,  or  a  f 
from  your  friends  ? 

Plea,  Your  nephew,  and  his  governor,  aoi 
friend.  Here  will  be  a  scene  !  sit  close,  an< 
may  know  the  secret  of  their  hearts. 

Wid,  They  have  not  met  since  they  retui . 
'^  I  shall  love  this  bay-window. 

Capt.  PrWthee  let  me  go :  there's  miscbi< 
boiling;  and  if  thou  shak'st  me  once  more,  tl 
wilt  jumble  a  lye  together  I  have  been  hami 
ing  this  hour. 

Care,  A  pox  upon  you  !  a  studying  lyes ! 

Capt,  Why,  then  they  are  no  lyes,  but  sc 
thing  in  the  praise  of  an  old  lady's  beauty;  t 
do  you  call  that? 

Jol.  Who  are  those  ?       [Theif  tpy  each  ot^ 

Sad,  Is*t  not  the  captain  and  my  friend  ? 
[Jolly  salutes  them ;   then  he  goes  to 
Captain  to  embrace  him ;    *♦  the  C 
tain  stands  in  a  French  posture, 
slides  from  his  old  way  of  embracing. 

Jol.  Ned  Wild  !  Tom  Careless !  what  p 
thou  ?  do*st  ihou  scorn  my  embraces  ? 

Capt.  I  see  you  have  never  been  abroad, 
you  would  know  how  to  put  a  value  upon  tl 
whose  careful  observation  brought  home 
most  exquisite  garb  and  courtship  that  I 
could  sell  us. 

Jol,  A  pox  on  this  fooling,  and  leave  off  < 
mony. 

Capt,  Why  then  agreed :  off  with  oar  ma 
and  let's  embrace  like. the  old  knot. 

[They  emir 


'^  I  shtdl  love  this  bay  window, — A  bay  window  is  what  we  now  distinguish  by  the  name  of  a 
window.  The  term  frequently  occurs  in  ancient  writers.  So,  Second  Part  qf  Antonio  and  JHellidt 
Marston,  A.  1.  S.  3 : 


It 


Three  times  I  gaspt  at  shades  : 


And  thnce,  deluded  by  erroneous  sense, 
I  forc't  my  thoughts  make  stand ;  when  loe  I  op*t 
A  larire  bay  window,  through  which  the  night 
Struck  terror  to  my  soul." 

Cynthia's  ReteU,  A,  4.  S.  3 : 
*'  In  which  time  (retiring  myself  into  a  bay  window)  the  beauteous  lady  Annabel,  &c." 

A  Chast  Mayd  in  Cheapi-side,  by  Middleton,  1630,  p.  62 : 

''  In  troth  a  match,  wench : 

We  are  simply  stock't,  with  cloath  of  tissue  cussions. 

To  furnish  out  bay  windows,** 

'^  Tks  captain  stands  in  a  French  posture,  &c. — So,  in  the  Epilogue  to  Evening  Love;  or,  The 
AstrologWf  by  Dryden : 

*'  Up  starts  a  Mounsieur,  new  come  o'er ;  and  warm 
In  the  French  stoop ;  and  the  pull  back  o'  th'  arm ; 
Morbleau,  dit  il,''  &c. 
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..ttiti),  say  where  have  you  spent  these 
years  time?  in  our  neighbour  France?  or 
you  ventur'd  o'er  the  Alps,  to  see  the  seat 
Caesars? 

And  can  tell  ns  (ignorant,  doom*d  to 
ipoa  our  own  land)  how  large  a  seat  the 
ss  fix'd  her  flying  Trojans  in. 
.  Yes,  yes,  and  have  seen,  and  drank  (per- 
jf  Tyber's  famous  stream. 
And  have  been  where  /Lneas  buried  his 
,  eter  and  his  nurse.    Tom  looks  as  if  he 
had  suck*d  the  one,  and  had. a  battle  sounded 
by  the  other,  forjoy  to  see  our  nation,  ambitious 
not  to  be  understood  or  kuown  when  they  come 
borne. 

Capt.  So,  now  I'm  welcome  home ;  this  is  free- 
dom, and  these  are  friends,  and  with  these  I  can 
be  merry;  for,  gentlemen,  you  must  give  me 
leave  to  be  free  too. 

Joi.  So  you  will  spare  us  miserable  men,  con- 
deron'd  to  London,  and  the  company  of  a 
Michaelma9-temi,  and  never  traveled  those  coun- 
tries that  set  mountains  on  fire  a  purpose  to  light 
us  to  our  lodging. 

Wild.  Why  this  is  better  than  to  stay  at  home, 
and  lye  by  hear-say,  wearing  out  yourselves  and 
fortunes  like  your  clothes,  to  see  her  that  hates 
you  for  being  so  fine ;  then  appearing  at  a  play, 
dress*d  like  some  part  of  it,  while  the  company 
admire  the  mercer's  i^id  the  taylor's  work,  and 
swear  they  have  done  their  parts  to  make  you 
fine  gentlemen. 

Care.  Then  leap  out  of  your  coach,  and  throw 
your  cloak  over  your  shoulder ;  the  casting-nets 
to  catch  a  widow ;  while  we  have  seen  the  world, 
and  leam'd  her  customs. 

Capt.  Yes,  sir,  and  returu'd  perfect  monsieurs. 
Sad,  Yes,  even  to  their  diseases:  I  confess 
my  ignorance,  I  cannot  amble,  nor  ride  like 
■'St  George  at  Waltham. 

Jol.  Yet,  upon  my  conscience,  he  may  be  as 
welcome  with  a  trot  as  the  other  with  his  pace ; 
and  faith,  Jack,  (to  be  a  little  free,)  tell  me, 
do'st  thou  not  think  thou  hadst  been  as  well  to 
pass  here,  with  that  English  nose  thou  carryMst 
hence,  as  with  the  French  tongue  thou  hast 
brought  home? 

[The  Captain  has  a  patch  over  his  nose. 
Capt.  It  is  an  accident,  and  to  a  soldier  'tis 
but  a  scar :  'tis  true,  such  a  sign  upon  Mr  Jolly's 
ftice  bad  beeii  as  ill  as  a  red  cross,  and  Lord  have 
merci/  upon  us,  at  his  lodging-door,  to  have  kept 
women  out  of  court. 

Jol.  For  aught  you  know  of  the  court. 
Capt,  I  know  the  court,  and  thee,  and  thy 


use,  and  how  you  serve  but  as  the  handsomest 
moveables ;  a  kind  of  implement  above  stairs, 
and  look  much  Uke  one  of^the  old  court-servants 
in  the  hangings. 

Wild,  But  that  they  move,  and  look  fresher, 
and  your  apparel  more  modern. 

Care.  Yet,  faith,  their  office  is  the  same,  to 
adorn  the  room,  and  be  gaz'd  on.  Alas,  he's 
sad !  courage,  man,  these  riding-clothes  will 
serve  thee  at  the  latter  day. 

Capt.  Which  is  one  of  their  grievances;  for 
nothing  troubles  them  more  than  to  think  they 
must  appear  in  a  foul  winding-sheet,  and  come 
undress'd. 

Jol.  Gentlemen,  I  am  glad  to  find  you  know 
the  court ;  we  know  a  traveller  too,  especially 
when  he  is  thus  chang'd  and  excbang'd,  as  your 
worships,  both  in  purse  and  person,  and  have 
brought  home  foreign  visages  and  inscriptions. 

Con,  Why  that's  their  perfection,  their  am- 
bition to  have  it  said.  There  go  those  that  have 
profitably  observM  the  vices  of  other  countries, 
and  made  them  their  own;  and  the  faults  of 
several  nations,  at  their  return,  are  their 
parts. 

Jol,  Why  there's  Jack  Careless,  be  carried 
out  as  good  staple-manners  as  any  was  in  Suffolk, 
and  now  he  is  retum'd  with  a  shrug,  and  a  trick 
to  stand  crooked,  like  a  scurvy  bow  unbent ;  and 
looks  as  if  be  would  maintain  oil  and  sallads 
against  a  chine  of  beef.  I  knew  a  great  beast 
of  this  kind,  it  haunted  the  court  much,  and 
would  scarcely  allow  us  fully  reduc'd  to  civility, 
for  serving  up  mutton  in  whole  joints. 

Con.  What,  silent? 

Sad,  Faith,  the  captain  is  in  a  study. 

Jol,  Do,  do,  conn  the  rivers  and  towns  per- 
fectly, captain ;  thou  may'st  become  intelligencer 
to  the  people,  and  lye  thy  two  sheets  a  week  in 
Corranto's  too. 

Con,  And  could  you  not  make  friends  at  court 
to  get  their  pictures  cut  ugly,  in  the  corner  of  a 
map,  like  the  old  navigators  ? 

Jol,  We'll  see,  we'll  see. 

Enter  Widow  and  Pleasant  above, 

Wid.  I'll  interrupt  them. — Servant,  you're 
welcome  to  town.  How  now,  nephew  ?  what, 
dumb  ?  where  are  all  our  travel'd  tongues  ? 

Jol.  '^Servant!  who  doth  she  mean?  by  this 
hand,  I  disclaim  the  title. 

Plea.  Captain,  Secret  has  taken  notes,  and 
desires  you  would  instruct  her  in  what  concerns 
a  waiting-woman,  and  an  old  lady. 


IS 


Si  George  at  Waltham. — ^The  sign  of  an  Inn  there. 
'6  Servani  ! — ^The  usual  manner  in  which  ladies  formerly  addrest  their  lovers.    See  Ben  Jensen's 
Everjf  Man  in  his  Hunumr,  A.  4.  S.  2 :  Ettry  Man  out  of  his  Uunumr,  A.  3.  S.  9:  Massinger*s  Fatal 
DowTff,  A.  2.  S.  2 :  Basinful  Lover,  A.  4.  S.  1 :  A  very  Woman,  A.  1.  S.  I :   The  Two  GeniUnuM  <^  Vf 
rvM,  A.  2.  S.  t :  and  in  most  of  the  dramatic  productions  of  the  times. 
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Capt,  Very  good !  yet  this  shall  not  save  your 
dinner. 

Wid.  Nay,  while  you  are  in  this  humour  I'll 
not  sell  your  companies;  and  thu'  Mr  Jolly  be 
incens'd,  I  hope  he  will  do  me  the  favour  to  dine 
with  me. 

Jol.  Faith,  lady,  you  mistake  me  if  you  think 
I  am  afraid  of  a  widow;  for  I  would  have  the 
m^orld  know  I  dare  meet  her  any  where,  but  at 
bed.  [Exit  Jolly. 

Wild,  No  more,  aunt;  we'll  come;  and  if 
you  will  give  us  good  meat,  we'll  bring  good- 
humours  and  good  stomachs. 

[Widow  shuts  the  curtain. 

Care,  By  this  day,  I'll  not  dine  there :  they 


take  a  pleasure  to  raise  a  spirit  that  they  i... 
lay.     I'll  to  Banks's. 

Capt.  A  pox  forbid  it !  yon  shall  not  T 
company,  now  you  know  wbat  we  are  to  ' 
ter  dinner. 

Care.  I  will  consent,  upon  condition  yo. 
bid  the  spiritual  nonsense  the  age  calls  Plai 
Love. 

Capt.  I  must  away  too ;  but  Fll  be  tbi 
dinner — You  will  join  in  a  plot  after  dinn< 

Wild,  Any  thing,  good,  bad,  or  indifii. 
for  a  friend  and  mirth. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Cap 

Copt.  I  must  go,  and  prevent  the  rogue*s 
chief  with  the  old  lady.  \^Exit  Ca^ 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Jolly  and  the  old  Lady  Loveall. 

Love,  Away,  unworthy,  false,  iugrateful !  with 
what  brow  dar'st  thou  come  again  into  my  sight, 
knowing  how  unworthy  you  have  been,  and  how 
false  to  love? 

Jol.  No,  'tis  you  are  unworthy,  and  deserve 
not  those  truths  of  love  I  have  paid  here ;  else 
you  would  not  believe  every  report  that  envy 
brings,  and  condemn,  without  hearing  me,  whom 
you  have  so  often  try'd  and  found  faithful. 

Love,  Yes,  till  I,  too  credulous,  had  pity  on 
your  tears ;  till  I  had  mercy,  you  durst  not  be 
false. 

Jol,  Nor  am  not  yet. 

Love,  What  do'st  thou  call  false?  Is  there  a 
treachery  beyond  what  thou  hast  done  ?  When 
I  had  given  my  fame,  my  fortune,  myself,  and 
my  husband's  honour,  all  in  one  obligation,  a  sa- 
crifice to  that  passion  which  thou  seem'st  to  la- 
bour with  despair  of,  to  tell  and  brag  of  a  con- 
quest o'er  a  woman,  fool'd  by  her  passion,  and 

lost  in  her  love  to  thee,  unworthy ! 

[She  turns  away  her  head, 

Jol,  By  this  day,  'tis  as  false  as  he  that  said 
it:  hang  him,  son  of  a  batchelor !  a  slave  !  that 
envying  my  fortune,  in  such  a  happiness  as  your 
love  and  chaste  embraces,  took  this  way  to  ruin 
it.  Come,  dry  your  eyes,  and  let  the  guilty 
weep :  if  I  were  guilty,  I  durst  as  soon  ap- 
proach a  constable  drunk,  as  come  here :  you 
know  I  am  your  slave. 

Love,  You  swore  so,  and  honour  made  me 
leave  to  triumph  over  your  miseries. 

Jol,  Do  you  repent  that  I  am  happy  ?  if  you 
do,  command  my  death. 

Love,  Nay,  never  weep,  nor  sit  sadly;  lam 
friends,  so  you  will  only  talk  and  discourse ;  for 
'tis  your  company  I  only  covet, 

Jol.  No,  you  cannot  forgive,  because  you 
have  injur'd  me:  'tis  right  woman's  justice,  ac- 


cuse first;  and  harder  to  reconcile  when 
are  guilty  than  when  they  are  innocent,  or 
you  would  not  turn  from  me  thus. 

Ijove,  You  know  your  youth  hath  a  si 
power  over  me:    turn   those   bewitching 
away;  I  cannot  see  them. with  safety  of' 
honour. 

Jol.  Come,  you  shall  not  bide  yonr  i 
there's  a  charm  in  it  against  those  that  c 
burnt  with  unchaste  fires;  for  let  but  your 
or  nose  drop  upon  his  heart,  it  would  bu 
up,  or  quench  it  strait. 

Lave.  No  cogging,  you  have  injur'd  me; 
now,  tho'  my  love  plead,  I  must  be  deaf; 
lH}nour  bids  me ;  for  you  will  not  fear  aga 
prove  unworthy,  when  you  find  I  am  so  e? 
forgive— —Why,  you  will  not  be  uncivil? 
[Jolly  kisses  her,  and  she  shoves  him 
with  her  mouth, 

Jol,  So,  the  storm  is  laid  !  I  must  have  t 
pearls — She  shov'd  me  away  with  her  mo 
I'll  to  her  again. 

Love,  W  here  are  you  ?  what  do  you  take 
for  ?  why  you  will  not  be  uncivil  ? 

[Still  as  he  qfffers  to  touch  her,  she  star 
if  he  pluck* d  up  her  coats, 

Jol.  Uncivil !  by  thy  chaste  self  I  cai 
chick :  thou  hast  such  a  terror,  such  a  gua 
those  eyes,  I  dare  not  approach  thee,  nor  c 
gaze  upon  so  much  fire:  pr'ythee,  sirrah,  k 
hide  me  from  their  power  here. 

Love,  You  presume  upon  the  weakness  o 
sex :  What  shall  I  say  or  do,  tyrant  Love? 

Jol,  There's  a  charm  in  those   pearls! 
them  off;  if  they  have  a  frost  in  them,  let 
wear  them,  and  then  we  are  both  safe. 

Lave,  I  would  you  had  taken  them  sooner!  I 
had  then  been  innocent,  and  might  with  white- 
ness have  worn  my  love,  which  I  shall  ne*er  out* 
live. 

Jol.  Dear,  do  not  too  fast  pour  in  my)oj%, 
lest  I  too  soon  reach  my  heaven. 

Love,  Be  gone,  then,  lest  we  prove  (bavio^ 
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t  height)  this  sad  truth  in  love,  the 

e  after  noon  is  night, 

t  now  ?   the  g;ods  forbid  !   take  from 

is  load  of  joys  you  have  thrown  upon 

is  a  burthen  harder  to  bear  than  sad- 

^as  not  born  till  now;    this  my  first 

hich  I  reap  true  bliss. 

To,  no,  I  would  it  had  been  your  first 

1  your  falsehood  had  not  given  argu- 

hese  tears ;  and  I  hate  myself  to  think 

e  such  a  foolish  fly,  thus  again  to  ap- 

jr  dangerous  Hame. 

me,  divert  these  thoughts :  1*11  go  see 

t. 

To,  no,  I  swear  you  shall  not. 

u  know  I  am  going  out  of  town  for 

Vhen  you  return  I'll  shew  it  you ;  you 
me  else  when  you  are  gone,  and  at 

n  your  love  endure  delays?  or  shall 

lee  from  hence  remove  ?  These  were 

arguments.     Come,  you  shall  shew 

Tay,  then  I  perceive  what  unworthy 
ove  would  find.    Ye  gods,  are  all  men 

I  live  you  shall  stay :  come,  you  ought 
le  amends  for  slandering  of  me.  Hang 
I  told ;  and  he  that  reports  it  is  the 

"Ogue  in  a  country.    Come,  I  say 

e  pulls  her  bodkm^  that  is  tied  in  a 
piece  of  black  bobbin. 
ill !  as  I  live,  I  will  not,  I  have  sworn, 
ill  me ;  I  will  not  be  daran*d,  I  have 

[He  pulls  her,  and  says  this. 
break  your  bodkin  then :  a 
rraot!  Come,  by  this  good  day,  you 
erciful. 

i^hy,  you  will  not  be  uncivil  ?  you  will 
ne,  will  you  ?  As  I  live  I  will  not. 
y,  an'  you  be  wilful,  I  cau  be  stub- 

[He pulls  still. 
[ang  me,  I'll  call  aloud ;  Why,  Nan  ! 
nay  force  me ;  but,  as  I  live,  I'll  do 

[Exeunt  amho. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Captain. 

pox  upon  you,  are  you  earth'd  ?  the 
^t  her  necklace  of  pearl;  but  I  hope 
^e  the  rope  to  hang  me  in.  How  the 
:hey  so  great  ?  I  must  have  some  trick 
8  neck,  else  the  young  rogue  will  work 
Tis  an  excellent  old  lady,  but  I  dare 
?r  so;  yet  would  she  were  young 
bear,  we  might  do  some  good  for*  our 
saving  such  a  charitable  brood  behind, 
nan  after  the  first  kind ;  'tis  but  going 
ind  you  may  know  her.    Then  sheMI 


oblige  so  readily,  and  gives  with  greater  thanks 
than  others  receive;  takes  it  so  kindly  to  be 
courted. — I  am  now  to  oblige  her  (as  she  calls 
it)  by  professing  young  Wild's  love,  and  desiring 
an  assurance  she's  sensible  of  his  sufferings; 
which  tho'  it  be  false,  and  beyond  my  commission, 
yet  the  hopes  of  such  a  new  young  thing,  that 
has  the  vogue  of  the  town  for  handsomest,  'twill 
so  tickle  her  age,  and  so  blow  up  her  vanity,  to 
have  it  said  he  is  in  love  with  her,  and  so  endear 
her  to  me  for  being  the  means,  that  the  parson's 

malice  will   be  able  to  take   no  root She 

comes ;  I  must  not  be  seen. 

Enter  Loveall  and  Jolly. 

Love,  Give  me  that  letter;  I'll  swear  you 
shall  not  rend  it. 

Jol.  Take  it ;  I'll  away :  What  time  shall  I 
call  you  in  the  evening  ?  there's  a  play  at  court 
to-night. 

Love.  I  would  willingly  be  there,  but  your 
ladies  are  so  censorious  and  malicious  to  us 
young  ladies  in  the  town,  especially  to  me,  be- 
cause the  wits  are  pleas'd  to  afford  me  a  visit, 
or  so ;  I  could  be  content  else  to  he  seen  at 
court.  Pray  what  humour  is  the  queen  of?  the 
captain  ofher  guard  I  know. 

Jol.  The  queen  ?  who's  that  knocks  at  the 
back-door? [The  Captain  knocks. 

Love.  Smooth  my  band ;  I  know  not;  go  down 
that  way,  and  look  you  be  not  false ;  if  you 
should  be  fifilse,  I'll  swear  I  should  spoil  myself 
with  weeping. 

Jol.  Farewell !  In  the  evening  I'll  call  you. 

[  Exit  Jolly. 

Love.  Who's  there  ?  Captain,  where  have  yoa 
been  all  this  while  ?  I  might  sit  alone,  I  see,  for 
you,  if  I  could  not  find  conversation  in  books. 
[She  takes  a  book  in  her  hand  and  sits  down, 

Capt.  Faith,  madam,  friends  newly  come  to 
town  engag'd  me,  and  my  stay  was  civility  rather 
than  desire :  what  book's  that  ? 

Love.  I'll  swear  he  was  a  witch  that  writ  it ; 
for  he  speaks  my  thoughts  as  if  he  had  been 
within  me ;  the  original,  they  say,  was  French, 

Capt.  Oh,  I. know  it,  'tis  the  Acconiplish'd 
Woman ;  yourself,  he  means  by  this,  while  you 
are  yourself 

]jove.  Indeed,  I  confess,  I  am  a  great  friend 
to  conversation,  if  we  could  have  it  without  sus- 
picion ;  but  the  world's  so  apt  to  judge,  tliat 
'tis  a  prejudice  to  our  honour  now  to  salute  a 
man. 

Capt.  Innocence,  madam,  is  above  opinion, 
and  your  fame's  too  great  to  be  shook  with 
whispers. 

Love.  You  are  ever  civil,  and  therefore  wel- 
come. Pray,  what  news  is  there  now  in  town  ? 
for  I  am  reclus'd  here ;  unless  it  be  yours,  1  re- 
ceive no  visits ;  and  I'll  swear,  I  charg'd  the 
wench  to-day  not  to  let  you  in ;  I  wonder  she 
let  vou  come. 
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Capt.  Faith,  madam,  if  it  had  been  my  own 
business,  I  should  not  have  ventur*d  so  boldly ; 
but  the  necessity  that  forces  me  to  come  con- 
cerns my  friend,  against  whom  if  your  mercy  be 
now  bounded  with  those  strict  ties  of  honour, 
and  cold  thoughts,  which  I  have  ever  found 
guard  your  heart,  my  frieud,  a  young  and  hand- 
some man,  is  lost,  is  lost  in  his  prime,  and  falls 
like  early  blossoms.  But  methinks  you  should 
Dot  prove  the  envious  frost  to  destroy  this  young 
man,  this  delicate  young  man,  that  has  whole 
bundles  of  boys  in  his  breeches;  yet  if  you  be 
cruel,  he  and  they  die,  ns  useless  as  open-arses 
gathered  green. 

[iS/ie  7nust  be  earnest  in  her  looks  all  the 
time  he  speaks,  desirous  to  know  who 
he  speaks  of. 

Love.  Good  captain,  out  with  the  particular: 
what  way  can  my  charity  assist  him  ?  you  know 
by  experience  I  cannot  be  cruel ;  remember 
how  I  fetch'd  you  out  of  a  swoon,  and  laid  you 
in  mj  own  bed. 

t.  That  act  preserv*d  a  life,  that  has  always 
been^l^ur'd  in  your  service ;  and  I  dare  say, 
your  cluirity  here  will  find  as  fruitful  a  gra- 
titude.     vT 

Love.  BuVj  hope  he  will  not  be  so  uncivil  as 
you  were ;  rir^wear,  I  could  have  liang*d  you 
for  that  rape,  itl  would  have  followM  the  law ; 
but  I  forgave  you  upon  condition  you  would  do 
so  again.  But  what's  this  young  man  you  speak 
of? 

Capt,  Such  is  my  love  to  you  and  him,  that  I 
cannot  prefer  mine  own  particular  before  your 
content,  else  I*d  have  poison'd  him  ere  Fd  have 
brought  him  to  your  house. 

Xove.  Why,  I  pray  ? 

Capt.  Because  he  s  young,  handsome,  and  of 
sound  parts;  that  I  am  sure  will  ruin  me  here. 

Love.  His  love  may  make  all  these  beauties; 
else  I  have  an  honour  will  defend  me  against 
bim,  were  he  as  handsome  as  young  Wild. 

Capt.  Why  ay,  there  it  is ;  that  one  %vord 
has  removed  all  my  fears  and  jealousies  with  n 
despair;  forthafs  the  man  whose  love,  life, and 
fortune,  lies  at  your  feet ;  and  if  you  were  single, 
by  lawful  ways  he  would  hope  to  reach  w hat- 
now  he  despairs  of. 

Love.  Let  him  not  despair,  love  is  a  powerful 
pleader,  and  youth  and  beauty  will  assist  him ; 
and  if  his  love  be  noble,  I  can  meet  it ;  for 
there's  none  that  sacrifices  more  to  friendship- 
love  than  I. 

Capt.  My  friend's  interest  makes  me  rejoice  at 
thisl.  Dare  you  trust  me  to  say  this  to  him, 
tho'  it  be  not  usual  ?  pray  speak ;  nay,  you  are 
so  long  still  a  resolving  to  be  kind  !  Remember, 
charity  is  as  great  a  virtue  as  chnstity,  and 
greater,  if  we  will  hear  nature  plead ;  for  the  one 
may  make  many  maids,  the  other  can  but  pre- 
serve one.  But  I  know  you  will  be  persuaded  ; 
let  it  be  my  importunity  that  prevuii'd.  Shall 
I  bring  him  hither  one  evening  ? 


Love,  Why  do  yon  plead  thus  ?  pray  i 
lent,  and  when  you  see  him,  tell  him  he  1 
seat  here,  and  I [She  turns  i 

Capt.  Out  with  it ;  what  is  't  ?  Shall  hf 
you  mistress  ?  and  his  platonick  ? 

Love.  Away,  away ;  roe  ? 

Capt.  No  niceness ;  is  't  a  match  ? 

Love.  Lord,  would  I  were  as  worthy  a^ 
ing  (pray  tell  him  so) :  he  shall  find  me  ok 
ti:e  humblest  mistresses  that  ever  he  was  pic 
to  honour  with  his  affections. 

Capt.  Dare  you  write  this  to  bim,  and  he 
me  with  bearing  it  ?  I  confess,  I  am  such  a  (i 
to  friendship-love  too,  that  I  would  even  \ 
him  on  my  back  to  a  midnight's  meeting. 

Love.  If  you  will  stay  here,  I'll  go  in 
write  it. [She's  going  out,  he  calls 

Capt.  Madam,  I  forgot  to  ask  ypur  ladj 
one  question. 

Ltrve,  What  was  't  ? 

Cupt.  There  happen'd  a  business  last  i 
betwixt  Mr  Wild,  and  one  Jolly,  a  courtier, 
brags  extremely  of  your  favour ;  I  swear, 
had  not  been  for  friends  that  interposed  tJ 
selves,  there  had  been  mischief^  for  Mr ' 
was  extream  zealous  in  your  cause. 

Love,  Such  a  rascal  I  know.  Villain,  to  1 
my  name  upon  the  stage,  for  a  subject  c 
quarrels  ! — I'll  have  him  cudgel'd. 

Capt.  And  I'll  answer  he  deserv'd  it ;  fo 
quarrel  ended  in  a  bet  of  a  buck-haotiu^ 
that  some  time  to-day  he  would  bring  a  necl 
and  chain  of  pearl  ot  yours  (not  stol'o,  but  f 
giv'n)  to  witness  his  power. 

Love.  Did  the  vain  rascal  promise  that  ? 

Capt,  Yes ;  but  we  laugh  at  iL 

Love,  So  you  might ;   and  as  I  live,  il 
necklace  were  come  from  stringing,  IM 
them  both  to  Mr  Wild,  to  wear  as  a  fiivoa 
assure  him  I  am  his,  and  to  put  the  vain 
out  of  countenance. 

Capt,  Ay,  marry,  such  a  timely  favour 
worth  a  dozen  letters,  to  assure  him  of  your 
and  remove  all  the  doubts  the  other's  disci 
may  put  into  his  head  ;  and  faith  I'd  send 
the  chain  now,  and  in  my  letter  promise 
the  necklnce ;  he'll  deserve  such  a  favour. 

Love.  rU  go  in  and  fetch  it  immediately 
you  favour  me  to  deliver  it  ? 

Capt.  I'll  wait  upon  your  ladyship. 

Love.  I'll  swear  you  shall  not  go  in; 
know  I  forswore  be'mg  alone  with  you. 

[She  goes  and  he  follows  her,  she  i 
and  bids  him  stay. 

Capt.  Hang  me,  I'll  go  in ;  does  my  me 
deserve  to  wait  an  answer  at  the  door  ? 

Love.  Ay,  but  you'll  be  naughL 

Capt.  O,  ne'er  trust  me  if  I  break. 

Love.  If  you  break,  some  such  forfeit  y""T* 
lose;  well,  come  in  for  once. 

Capt.  You  are  so  suspicious. 

Love.  I'll  swear  I  have  reason  for  't ;  yo 
such  another  mau.  [Ei 
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SCENE  III. 
Enter  Wanton  and  Bawd. 

Wan,  Is  he  gone  ? 

Bawd,  Yes,  ^be's  gone  to  the  old  lady*s,  high 
inrith  mischief. 

Wan,  Fare  him  weU,  easy  fool :  how  the  trout 
strove  to  be  tickl'd  !  and  how  does  this  ring  be- 
come me  ?  ha !  they  are  6ne  kind  of  things, 
these  wedding-rings. 

[^She  playt  with  a  wedding-ring  upon 
her  finger. 

Bawd.  Besides  the  good  custom  of  putting  so 
much  gold  in  'em,  they  bring  such  cooveniences 
along. 

Wan.  Why  ay,  now  I  have  but  one  to  please ; 
and  if  I  please  him,  wlio  dares  offend  me?  and 
that  wife's  a  fool  that  cannot  make  her  husband 
one. 

Bawd,  Nay,  I  am  absolutely  of  opinion,  it 
was  fit  for  you  to  marry ;  but  whether  he  be  a 
good  husband  or  no  ? 

Wan,  A  pox  of  a  good  husband !  give  me  a 
wise  one ;  they  only  make  the  secure  cuckolds, 
the  cuckold  in  grain :  for  dye  a  husband  that 
has  wit  but  with  an  opinion  thou  art  honest,  and 
see  who  dares  wash  the  colour  out.  Now  your 
fool  changes  with  every  drop,  doats  with  confi- 
dence in  the  morning,  and  at  night  jealous  even 
Co  murder,  and  his  love  (Lord  help  us)  fades  like 
my  '^gredaline  petticoat. 

Bawd.  This  is  a  new  doctrine. 

Wan,  ^is  a  truth,  wench,  I  have  gain'd  from 
my  own  observations,  and  the  paradox  will  be 
maintain'd.  Take  wise  men  for  cuckolds,  and 
fools  to  make  them;  for  your  wise  man  draws 
eyes  and  suspicion  with  his  visit,  and  begets 
jealous  thoughts  in  the  husband,  that  his  wife 
may  be  overcome  with  his  parts ;  when  the  fool 
is  welcome  to  both,  pleaseth  both,  laughs  with 
the  one,  and  lies  with  the  other,  and  all  without 
suspicion.  I  tell  thee,  a  fool  that  has  mone^  is 
the  man.  The  wits  and  the  we*s,  which  is  a 
distinct  parreal  of  wit  bound  by  itself,  and  to  be 
sold  at  Wit-hall,  or  at  the  sign  of  the  King*s- 
head'in  the  butchery;  these. wise  things  will  make 
twenty  jealous,  ere  one  man  a  cuckold ;  when 
the  family  of  fools  will  head  a  parish  ere  they 
are  suspected. 

Bawd,  Well,  I  see  one  may  live  and  learn  ; 
and  if  he  be  but  as  good  at  it  now  you  are  his 
own,  88  he  was  when  he  was  your  friend's  friend, 
(as  they  call  it,)  you  have  got  one  of  the  best 
hiders  of  such  a  business  in  the  town.  Lord, 
bow  be  would  sister  you  at  a  play ! 

Wan,  Faith,  'tis  as  he  is  used  at  first ;  if  he 
get  the  bridle  in*s  teeth  he'll  ride  to  the  devil; 


but  if  thou  be'st  true,  well  make  him  amble  ere 
-we  have  done.  The  plot  is  here,  and  if  it  thrive 
ril  alter  the  proverb.  The  Parson  gets  the  chil' 
drent  to.  The  Parson/athers  them. 

Bawd,  Any  thing  that  may  get  rule ;  I  love 
to  wear  the  breeches. 

Wan.  So  do  we  all,  wench.  Empire !  'tis  all 
our  aim ;  and  V\\  put  my  ranting  Roger  in  a 
cage  but  I'll  tame  him  ;  he  loves  already,  which 
is  an  excellent  ring  in  a  fool's  nose,  and  thou 
shalt  hear  him  sing 

Happy  only  is  that  family  that  shows 

A  cock  that's  silent,  and  a  hen  that  crows. 

Bawd,  Do  this,  I'll  serve  you  for  nothing ;  the 
impetuous  slave  had  wont  to  taunt  me  for  beat* 
ing  of  my  husband,  and  would  sing  that  song  in 
mockery  of  me. 

Wan.  In  revenge  of  which,  thou  (if  thou  wi\| 
be  faithful)  shalt  make  him  sing, 

Happy  is  that  family  that  shows 

A  cock  that's  silent,  and  a  hen  that  crows. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Parson^  Loveall,  and  Faithful. 

Lffoe,  Go,  you  are  a  naughty  man :  Do  yoa 
come  hither  to  mil  against  an  honest  gentleman? 
I  have  heard  how  you  fell  out;  you  may  be 
asham'd  on't,  a  man  of  your  coat. 

Par.  What  ?  to  spea^L  truth  and  perform  my 
duty?  the  world  cries  out  you  are  a  scabb'd 
sheep,  and  I  am  come  to  tar  you,  that  is,  give 
you  notice  how  your  fame  suffers  i'  th'  opinion 
of  the  world. 

Loroe,  My  fame,  sirrah  ?  'tis  purer  than  thy 
doctrine  :  get  thee  out  of  my  hous^. 

Faith.  You  uncivil  fellow,  do  ;jou  come  hither 
to  tell  my  lady  of  her  faults,  asifherown  Levite 
could  not  discern  'em  ? 

Lffoe.  My  own  Levite !  I  hope  he's  bettelr 
bred  than  to  tell  me  of  my  faults. 

Faith,  He  finds  work  enough  to  correct  hi^ 
dearly-belov'd  sinners. 

Par,  And  the  right  worshipful  my  lady,  and 
yourself,  they  mend  at  leisure. 

Lvoe.  You  are  a  saucy  fellow,  sirrah,  to  call 
me  sinner  in  my  own  house.     Get  you  gone 

with  your Madam,  I  hear,  and  (madam)  I 

could  advise,  but  I  am  loath  to  speak;  T^ke 
heed,  the  world  talks; — and  thus  with  dark  sen- 
tences put  my  innocence  into  a  fright,  v»ith  yoiX 
know  what  you  know,  good  Mistress  Faithful ; 
so  do  I,  and  the  world  shall  know  too  thou  hast 
married  a  whore. 


«'  Gredaiine  p€tticoai,'—A  gredalme  pettieoai  is  probably  a  petticoat  jmckered,  or  crumpled,  from  the 
French  vforAgrediUer,  Sec  Cotgrave.  I»Boyer's  DictiuMory  it  is  explained,  gris  de  Ita,  sorte  ds  couUnr. 
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V  Par,  Madam,  a  whore? 

jPaith.  No,  sir,  Ms  not  so  well  as  a  roadam- 
wboi^ ;  'tis  a  poor  whore,  a  captain's  cast 
whore. 

Love,  Now  bless  me,  marry  a  whore !  I  won- 
der any  man  cad  endure  those  things :  what 
kind  of  creatures  are  they  ? 

Par.  They're  like  ladies,  but  that  they  are 
handsomer ;  and  tho'  you  take  a  privilege  to  in- 
jure me,  yet  I  would  advise  your  woman  to  tie 
up  her  tongue,  and  not  abuse  my  wife. 

Love.  Fie,  art  thou  not  asliam'd  to  call  a 
whore  wife  ?  Lord  bless  us,  what  will  not  these 
men  do  when  God  leaves  them !  but  for  a  man 
of  your  coat  to  cast  himself  away  upon  a  whore 
— Come,  wench,  let's  go  and  leave  him !  **  I'll 
swear  'tis  strange,  the  state  doth  not  provide  to 
have  all  whores  hanp'd  or  drown'd. 

Faith.  Ay,  and  'tis  time  they  look  into  it;  for 
they  begin  to  spread  so,  that  a  man  can  scarce 
find  an  honest  woman  in  a  country.  They  say, 
they're  voted  down  now :  'twas  mov'd  by  that 
charitable  member  that  got  an  order  to  have  it 
but  five  miles  to  Croydon,  for  ease  of  the  market- 
women. 

Love,  Ay,  ay,  'tis  a  blessed  parliament. 

[Exeunt  Loveall  and  Faithful. 

Par,  That  I  have  play'd  the  fool  is  visible. 
This  comes  of  rashness.  Something  I  must  do 
to  set  thia right,  or  else  she'll  hate,  and  he'll  laugh 
at  me.  I  must  not  lose  him  and  my  revenge 
too.  Something  that's  mischief  I  am  resolv'd  to 
do.  [Exit  Parson. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Wild  and  Careless. 

Wild,  Now  is  the  Parson's  wife  so  contempt- 
ible ? 

Care,  No,  but  I'm  so  full  of  that  resolution 
to  dislike  the  sex,  that  I  will  allow  none  honest, 
none  handsome.  I  tell  thee,  we  must  beat  down 
the  price  with  our  selves ;  court  none  of  them, 
but  let  their  maidenheads  and  their  faces  lie 
upon  their  hands,  till  they're  weary  of  the  com- 
modity; then  they'll  haunt  us  to  find  proper 
chapmen  to  deal  for  their  ware. 

Wild,  I  like  this,  but  'twill  be  long  a  doing, 
and  it  may  be  ere  they  be  forc'd  to  sell,  our  bank 
will  be  exhausted,  and  we  shall  not  be  able  to 
purchase. 

Care.  Ay,  but  we'll  keep  a  credit,  and  at  three 
six  months,  thou  and  the  captain  shall  be  my 
factors. 


Wild,  You  had  best  have  a  partner, « 

an  undertaking  would  break  a  better  bar'' 
yours. 

Care,  No  partners  in  such  commodities^ 
factor  that  takes  up  maidenheads,  'tis  op' 
own  account  still. 

Wild,  But  what  coarse  will  you  take  t 
chase  this  trade  with  women  ? 

Care.  I  am  resolv'd  to  put  on  their  own  b4. 
and  modesty,  answer  Forsooth,  swear  noi 
but  God's  nigs,  and  hold  arguments  of  their 
cold  [tenets,  as  if  I  believ'd  there  were  no 
love  below  the  line ;  then  sigh  when  'tis  pre 
and  with  fisrc'd  studies  betray  the  enemy, 
seeing  my  jeye  fix'd  on  her,  her  vanity  thiul 
am  lost  in  admiration,  calls  and  shakes  me 
wake  out  of  my  design,  and  being  coUa 
answer  out  of  purpose.    Love,  divinest? 
who  is  it  that  is  mortal  and  does  not  ?  or  w] 
amongst  all  the  senate  of  the  gods,  can  gaxe  u 
those  eyes,  and  carry  thence  die  powa 
brought  ?  this  will  start  her. 

Wild,  Yes,  and  make  her  think  thee  mad 

Care.  Why  that's  my  design ;  for  then  1 1 
too,  and  rub  my  eyes  as  if  I  wak'd;  then 
and  strangle  a  yawn,  till  I  have  wrung  it 
tears,  with  which  I  rise  as  if  o'ercome  ' 
grief;  then  kiss  her  hands,  and  let  iail  tl 
witnesses  of  faith  and  love,  brib'd  for  my  def 
This  takes ;  for  who  would  suspect  such  a  < 
as  craft  and  youth  to  live  together  ? 

Wild,  But  what  kind  of  women  da  yoo  r' 
this  will  take  ? 

Care.  All  kind  of  women:  those  that  < 
themselves  handsome,  it  being  probable,  . 
elude  it  real ;  and  those  that  are  handaoin 
their  opinion,  that  small  number  will  belief 
because  it  agrees  with  their  wishes. 

Wild,  And  when  you  are  gone,  it  may  be  i 
sigh,  and  their  love  breaks  out  into  paper, 
what  then  ? 

Care.  What  then  ?  why  then  111  laugb, 
shew  thee  their  letters,  and  teach  the  work! 
easy  'tis  to  win  any  woman. 

Wild,  This  is  the  way ;  and  be  sure  to  dii 
all  but  her  you  design  for :  be  scarce  dvi 
any  of  the  sex  besides. 

Care,  That's  mv  meaning :  but  to  her  ik 
mean  my  prey,  all  her  slave :  she  shall  b< 
deity,  and  her  opinion  my  religion. 

Wild,  And  while  you  sad  it  once  to  one, 
talk  freer  than  a  privileg'd  fool,  and  swear  as 
reasonably  as  losing  gamesters,  and  abase 
for  thinking  to  reclaim  a  woman  by  thy  k 
call  them  all  bowls  thrown  that  will  run  wl 
they  will  run,  and  lovers  like  fools  ran  after  tl 


"  I*U  awcoTy  &c, — Paulo  Purganti's  wife  has  the  same  sentiment.    She 


it 


thongfat  the  nation  ne'er  woo'd  thrive, 


'Till  all  the  whores  were  burnt  alive/' 
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crying,  rub,  and  fly,  for  me ;  I  believe  none  fair, 
none  handsome,  none  honest,  bat  the  kind. 

Care,  We  roust  make  the  captain  of  our  plot, 
lest  he  betray  us.  This  will  gain  us  some  re* 
venge  upon  tlie  lovers  to  whom  I  grudge  the 
wenches,  not  that  I  believe  they're  worth  half 
the  cost  they  pay  for  them  :  nnd  we  may  talk, 
but  'tis  not  our  opinion  can  make  them  happier 
or  more  miserable. 

Enter  Jolly. 

Wild.  Jolly !  Will,  where  hast  thou  been  ? 
We  had  such  sport  with  the  parson  of  our  town ; 
he's  marry 'd  this  morning  to  Wanton. 

Joi,  Who?  the  captain*s  wench?  he's  in  a 
good  humour  then.  As  you  love  mirth,  let's 
find  him ;  I  have  news  to  blow  his  rage  with, 
and  'twill  be  mirth  to  us,  tq  see  him  divided  be- 
twixt the  several  causes  of  his  anger,  and  lose 
himself  in  his  rage  while  he  disputes  which  is  the 
ereater.  Your  opinion,  gentlemen,  Is  this,  or 
his  wench,  the  greater  loss  ? 

Care.  What  nast  thou  there?  pearl!   they're 
false,  I  hope.        .  [Here  he  pulu  out  the  pearl. 
Jot,  Why  do  you  nope  so  ? 
Care,  Because  I  am  thy  friend,  nnd  would  be 
loath  to  have  thee  hang'd  fur  stealing. 

JoL  I  will  not  swear  they  are  honestly  come 
by ;  but  I'll  be  sworn,  there's  neither  force  nor 
theft  in  't. 

Wild,  Pr'ythee,  speak  out  of  riddles ;  here's 
none  but  your  friends. 

JoL  Faith,  take  it.  You  have  heard  the 
captain  brag  of  an  old  lady,  which  he  thinks  he 
keeps  close  in  a  box ;  but  I  know  where  hangs 
a  key  can  let  a  friend  in,  or  so.  From  her,  mv 
brace  of  worthies,  whose  wits  are  duU'd  with 
plenty  this  morning,  with  three  good  words,  and 
^or  good  deeds,  I  eani'd  this  toy. 

Care,  The  mirth  yet  we  will  all  share.  I  am 
in  pain  till  we  find  him,  that  we  may  vex  liis 
"***'    that  he  presumes  so  much  on. 

Hid,  Let  s  go,  let's  go ;  I  will  desire  him  to 
me  see  his  wench.  I  will  not  understand 
,  if  he  savs  she's  gone. 

are,  I'll  beg  of  him,  for  old  acquaintance 
i,  to  let  me  see  his  old  lady. 
*L  Hark !  I  hear  his  voice.- 
ipt.  Which  way  ? 

are.  The  game  plays  itself.    Begin  with  him, 
c«l,  while  we  talk  as  if  we  were  busy.     We'll 
take  our  cue. 

WUd.  When  I  put  off  my  hat. 

Enter  Captain, 

'4tpt,  'Sblood  I  thought  you  had  been  sunk : 
■M.  nave  been  hunting  you  these  four  hours. 
Death,  you  mig^t  ha' Tere  word  where  you  went, 
«nd  not  put  me  to  hunt  like  Tom  Fool.  Tis 
^^ell  YOU  are  at  London,  where  you  know  th« 
"^vay  home. 


let 


*■« 


WUd,  Why  in  choler?  We  have  been  all 
this  while  searching  you.  Come,  this  is  nut  on 
to  divert  me  from  claiming  your  promise:  1  must 
see  the  wench. 

Capt,  You  cannot,  adad :  adad,  you  cannot. 

Wild.  I  did  not  think  you  would  have  refus'd 
such  a  kindness. 
Care,  What's  that? 

Wild,  Nothing;  a  toy :  he  refuses  to  shew  roe 
his  wench ! 

Care,  The  devil  he  does!  What!  have  we 
been  thus  long  comrades,  and  had  all  things  in 
common,  and  must  we  now  come  to  have  com- 
mon wenches  particular?  I  say,  thou  shalt  see 
her,  and  lie  with  her  too,  if  thou  wilt. 

Jol,  What!  in  thy  dumps,  brother?  Call  to 
thy  aid  thy  two-edg'd  wit.  The  captain  sad ! 
'tis  prophetic  :  I'd  as  live  have  dreamt  of  pearl, 
or  the  loss  of  my  teeth :  yet,  if  he  be  musty,  I'll 
warrant  thee,  Med,  I'll  help  thee  to  a  bout.  I 
know  his  ctoak,  his  long  cloak  that  hides  her.  I 
am  acquainted  with  the  parson,  he  shall  befriend 
thee. 

Capt.  Tis  very  well,  gentlemen  :  but  none  of 
you  have  seen  her  yet  ? 

Wild.  Yes,  but  we  have,  by  thyself,  by  thy 
anger,  which  is  now  bigger  than  thou.  By  chance 
we  cross*d  her  comiiig  from  church,  leading  in 
her  hand  the  parson,  to  whom  she  swore  she 
was  this  day  married. 

Jol,  And  our  friendships  were  now  guiding  us 
to  find  thee  out,  to  comfort  thee  after  the  trea- 
chery of  thy  Levite. 

Care,  Come,  bear  it  like  a  man ;  there  are 
more  wenches.    What  hast  tliou  spy'd  ? — 

[He  gives  no  answer,  hut  peeps  under 
Jolly's  hat. 

Wild,  His  pear],  I  believe. 

Capt,  Gentlemen,  I  see  you  are  merry,  I'll 
leave  you :  I  must  go  a  little  way  to  enquire 
about  a  business. 

Wild,  H'as  got  a  sore  eye,  I  think. 

Capt,  I  will  only  ask  one  question,  and  return. 

Care,  No,  faith,  stay  and  be  satisfied. 

Jol.  Do,  good  brother;  for  I  believe  there  is 
no  question  that  you  now  would  ask,  but  here** 
an  oracle  can  resolve  you. 

Capt,  Are  those  p^arl  true  ? 

Jot,  Yes. 

Capt,  And  did  not  you  steal  them  ? 

Jol,  No. 

Care,  Nor  he  did  not  buy  them  with  ready 
money,  but  took  them  upon  mortgage  of  himself 
to  an  old  lady. 

Jol,  Dwelling  at  the  sign  of  the  Buck  in 
Broad-street.  Are  you  8atisfy*d,  or  must  I  play 
the  oracle  still  ? 

Capt,  No,  no ;  I  am  satisfy'd. 

Jol,  Like  jealous  men  that  take  their  wives  at 
it,  are  you  not  ? 

Capi,  Well,    very  well ;    'tis  visible  I   am 
abus'd  on  all  bands.    But,  gentlemen,  why  all 
I  against  me  ? 
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Care,  To  let  yon  see  your  wit's  mortal,  and 
not  proof  against  all. 

Wild,  The  parson  bath  shot  it  through  with  a 
jest. 

Capt,  Gentlemen,  which  of  you,  faith,  had  a 
band  in  that  ? 

Jol.  Faith,  none,  only  a  general  joy  to  find 
the  captain  ovei^reach'd. 

Capt.  But,  do  you  go  sharers  in  the  profit,  as 
well  as  in  the  jest? 

Jol,  No,  faith,  the  toy's  mine  own. 

Capt,  They  are  very  fine,  and  you  may  afibrd 

a  good  penny-worth.    Will  you  sell  them  ? 

JoL  Sell  them  !  ay ;  whereas  a  chapman  ? 

Capt.  Here ;  1*11  purchase  them. 

Jot,  Thou !  no,  no,  I  have  barr*d  thee,  by  and 

main ;  for  I  am  resolv'd  not  to  fight  for  them ; 

that  excludes  thy  purchase  by  the  sword ;  and 

thy  wench  has  proved  such  a  loss,  in  thy  last 

adventure  of  wit,  that  I'm  afraid  it  will  spoil 

thy  credit  that  way  too. 

Capt,  Gentlemen,  as  a  friend,  let  me  have 
the  refusal ;  set  your  price. 
Wild.  He's  serious. 
Care.  Leave  fooling. 

Jol.  Why,  if  thou  could'st  buy  them,  what 
would*st  thou  do  with  them  ? 

Capt,  They're  very  fair  ones;   let  me  see 
them;  methinks  they  shc^ld  match  very  well 
with  these. 
Jol.  These !  which  ? 
Omnes.  Which? 
Care,  They  are  true. 

Capt.  Yes,  but  not  earn*d  with  a  pair  of 
stol'n  verses,  of,  I  was  not  born  till  now,  This 
my  first  ni^ht,  Aud  so  forsooth ;  nor  given  as  a 
cimrm  agamst  lust. 

Care.  What  means  all  this  ? 
Jol,  What !  why,  'tis  truth,  and  it  means  to 
shame  the  devil.       By  this  good  day,  he   re- 
peats the  same  words  with  which  I  gather'd  these 
pearls. 

Wild,  Why  then,,  we  have  two  to  laugh  at. 
Care,  Aud  all  firiends  hereafter;  let's  fool  all 
together. 

Capt,  Gentlemen  with  the  fine  wits,  and  my 
very  good  friends,  do  you,  or  you,  or  he,  think 
I'll  keep  you  company  to  make  you  laugh,  but 
that  I  draw  my  honey  from  you  too  ? 

Care.  Come,  come,  the  captain's  in  the  right. 
Capt.  Yes,  yes,  the  captain  knows  it,  and 
dares  tell  you,  your  wit,  your  fortune,  and  his 
face,  are  but  my  plows ;  and  I  would  have  my 
fine  monsieur  know,  who,  in  spight  of  my  counsel 
will  be  finer  than  his  mistress,  and  appears  be- 
fore her  so  curiously  built,  she  dares  not  play 
with  him,  for  fear  of  spoiling  him ;  and  to  let 
him  know  the  truth  I  speak,  to  his  fair  hands  I 
present  this  letter;  but  withal,  give  him  to  un- 
derstand, the  contents  belong  to  roe. 

[He  reads  the  letter. 
Wild,  The  pearl  are  sent  jLo  me, 
Capt,  I  deny  that,  unless  you  prove  you  sent 


me ;  for  the  letter  begins,  *^  Sir,  this  no.^. 
tleman,  the  bearer,  whom  you  are  pleasr 
make  the  messenger  of  your  love,"  and  so  l 
And  now  you  should  do  well  to  enquire  for 
noble  gentleman,  and  take  an  account  of 
how  he  has  laid  out  your  love ;  and  it  ma] 
he'll  return  you  pearl  for  it.    And  now,  ge 
men,  I  dare  propose  a  peace,  at  least  a  o 
tion  of  wit  (but  what  is  defensive)  till  such 
as  the  plot  which  is  now  in  my  head  be  effe 
in  which  you  have  all  your  shares. 

Wild,  So  she  knows  I  have  not  the  pet 
am  content. 

Capt.  She'll  quickly  find  that,  when  she 
you  come  not  to-night  according  to  my  appo 
ment,  and  hears  I  have  sold  the  pearL 
Jol.  Here  then  ceaseth  our  offensive  wak 
Capt,  I'll  give  you  counsel  worth  two  n 
of  pearl. 

Care.  But  the  wench,  how  came  the  pi 
to  get  her  ? 

Capt,  Faith,  *tis  hard  to  say  which  labc 
most,  he,  or  I,  to  make  that  match ;  but 
knave  did  well.   There  it  is,  (if  you  assist,)  I  d 
to  lay  the  scene  of  your  mirth  to-oight,  for  ] 
not  yet  fully  reveng'd  upon  the  rogue ;  fbf 
I  know  him  miserable  is  nothing,  till  he  be* 
so  too.    Wanton  and  I  have  laid  the  plot 
Jol,  Do  you  hold  correspondence  ? 
Capt,  Correspondence !  I  tell  thee,  the  \ 
we  laid  to  draw  him  on,  would  make  a  cor 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Scro,  Sir,  the  ladies  stay  dinner. 

Jol,  And  as  we  go  I'll  tell  you  all  thei 
and  afler  dinner  be  free  from  all  en] 
ments,  as  we  promised  thee;  and  fbllon 
your  directions,  I'll  warrant  you  mirth  v 
pretty  wench. 

Omnes,  Agreed,  any  thing  that  breeds 
is  welcome. 

Jol,  Not  a  word  at  the  widow*s ;  let  the 
on  quietly,  and  steal  their  wedding  too. 

Capt,  I  heard  a  bird  sing,  as  if  it  were 
eluded  amongst  the  couples. 

Wild,  They  have  been  long  about  it;  n. 
is  a  girl  deserves  more  haste  to  her  bed ;  h 
arriv'd  there  by  carriers  journies. 

Care,  But  that  I  hate  wooing,  by  this 
day,  I  like  your  aunt  so  well,  and  her  bun 
she  should  scarce  be  throwu  away  i^pon  pale- 
that  has  sigh'd  her  into  a  wedding-ring,  anc 
but  double  her  jointure. 

Capt,  Why,  ay,  thus  it  should  be :  pray  I 
make  them  the  seat  of  the  war  all  dinner, 
continue  united  and  true  among  ourselves,  1 
we  may  defy  all  foreign  danger. 

Jol.  Aud  with  full  bowls  let  us  crown 
peace,  and  sing. 

Wit  without  war,  no  mirth  doth  bring.  [Ext 
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SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Parson  and  Wantok. 

Was  she  deaf  to  your  report? 
Yes,  yes. 

The  parson  walks  troubled  up  and  down. 
And  Ugly,  her  Abigail,  she  had  her  say 

Yes,  yes. 

And  do  you  walk  here  biting  your  nails  ? 
think  1*11  be  satisf/d  with  such  a  way  of 
me?' 

What  would*st  have  me  do  ? 
,  Have  you  no  gall  ?  be  abus*d  and 
at  by  a  dull  captaui,  that  a  strict  muster 
um  tool  I  you  bad  wit,  and  could  rail, 
offended  you ;  and  none  so  sudden,  none 
ble,  none  so  sure  in  his  revenge,  when  I 
»e  you. 

Something  1*11  do. 

.  Do  it  then,  or  I  shall  curse  that  e'er  I 
u.  Death !  let  the  sign  of  my  lady,  an 
'ashion  whore,  that  has  pay'd  for  sin,  ever 
'  yellow  starch  and  wheel  rardingales  were 
)wn,  let  her  abuse  me,  and  say  nothing ! 
msses— 

As  Christ  bless  me,  but  I  did  (sweet- 
and  if  it  were  not  church  livings  are  moi> 
d  they  are  always  hitting  me  in  the  teeth 
man  of  your  coat,  she  should  find  I  am 
rcb-man  within,  nor  Mr  Parson,  but  in 
;t.  Come  to  dinner,  and  after  dinner  1*11 
ething. 
.  I  shall  do  something  will  vex  somebody. 

Enter  Bawd, 

d.  Will  you  please  to  come  to  dinner? 

Dpany  stays. 

.  Come,  let*s  go  in. 

I.  No,  I  must  walk  a  little  to  disgest  this 

ist,  the  guests  else  will  wonder  to  see  I 

ubied.* 

.  Come,  let  this  day  pass  in  mirth,  spight 

:hief,  for  luck's  sake.  [Exit  parson. 

I.  ril  follow  you,  and  do  what  I  can  to  be 

merry. 
fd.  Why,  he  stands  already. 
0.    Peace,  let  me  alone,  1*11  make  him 
like  the  miller's  mare,  and  stand  like  the 
>w,  till  thou  may*8t  milk  him. 
9d.  Pray  break  him  of  bis  miserableness ; 
le  of  the  chief  exceptions  I  have  against 
He  reared  a  puppy  once,  till  it  was  ten 
»l(l,  with  three  hap'worth  of  m'dk,  and  then 
lis  own  dagger  slew  it,  and  made  me  dress 
^st  myself  to  see  him  eat  it,  and  he  bid  me 
le  litter,  and  swore  it  was  sweeter  and 


wholsomer  than  sucking  rabbets,  or  London  pigs, 
which  he  call*d  Belmen*s  issue. 

[Parson  calls  within.     Why,  sweet^heart ! 
Wan.  Ilark !  he  calls  me.    We  must  humous 
him  a  little,  he'll  rebel  else. 


SCENE  vn. 

Enter  (at  the  windows)  the  Widow  and  Master 
Careless,  Mistress  Pleasant  and  Master 
WiLn,  Captain,  Master  Sad,  Constant, 
Jolly,  Secret  :  a  table  and  knroes  ready  for 
oysters. 

Wid.  You're  welcome  all,  but  especially  Mas- 
ter Jolly ;  no  reply,  with  I  thank  your  ladyship. 

Plea.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  let  us  never  be  better 
acquainted.  [She  speaks  to  Mr  Jollt. 

Jol.  I  shall  endeavour,  lady,  and  fail  in  no^ 
thing  that  is  in  my  power  to  disoblige  you ;  for 
there  is  none  more  ambitious  of  your  ill  opinioa 
than  I. 

Plea.  I  rejoice  at  it ;  for  the  less  love,  the 
better  welcome  still. 

Wid.  And  as  ever  you  had  an  ounce  of  love 
for  the  widow,  be  not  friends  among  yuurseivea; 

Wild.  Aunt,  though  we  were  at  strife  when 
we  were  alone,  yet  now  we  unite  like  a  politick 
state  against  the  common  enemy. 

Plea.  The  common  enemy  !  what  is  that? 

Wild.  Women,  and  lovers  in  general. 

Wid.  Nay,  then  we  have  a  party,  niece; 
claim  quickly,  now  is  the  time,  according  to  the 
proverb ;  keep  a  thing  seven  years,  and  then  if 
thou  hast  no  use  on*t,  throw*t  away. 

Plea.  Agreed,  let's  challenge  our  servants ;  by 
the  love  they  have  profess'd,  they  cannot  in  ho- 
nour refuse  to  join  with  us ;  and  see  where  they 
come ! 

Enter  Sad  and  Constant,  and  meet  Secret^ 
she  whispers  this  to  Sad. 

Sec.  Sir,  'tis  done. 

Sad.  Be  secret  and  grave,  I'll  warrant  oar  de- 
sign will  take  as  we  can  wish. 

Con.  Sweet  Mistress  Pleasant ! 

Wid.  Servant,  Sad. 

Sad.  Madam. 

Wid.  We  are  threatened  to  have  a  war  wag'4 
against  us ;  will  you  not  second  us  ? 

Sad.  With  tnese  youths  we'll  do  enough^ 
madam. 

Wid.  I'll  swear  my  servant  gave  hit  for  hit 
this  morning,  as  if  he  had  been  a  master  in  Che 
noble  science  of  wit. 

Plea.  Mine  laid  about  him  with  spik  and  span 
new  arguments,  not  like  the  same  man,  his  old 
sayings  and  precedents  laid  by. 


Kelloto  «farcA.— See  Note  25  to  Albumazar,  A.  2.  S.  1.  Dodsley's  Old  Plays/ Vol.  VIL  p.  J  56, 
1780. 
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Wid,  Thus  ann*d,  tlien,  we'll  stand  and  defy 
tbero. 

Wild.  Where's  your  points  ?  sure,  aunt,  this 
should  be  your  wedding-day,  for  you  have  taken 
the  man  for  better  for  worse. 

Wid,  No,  neptiew,  this  will  not  prove  the  day 
that  we  shall  either  give  or  take  a  ring. 

Care.  Hang  me,  if  I  know  you  can  go  back 
again  with  your  honour. 

Wild.  Or  injustice  refuse  him  liberty,  that  has 
serv'd  out  his  time ;  either  marry  him  or  provide 
for  him,  for  he  is  maim'd  in  your  service. 

Wid.  Why,  servant  Sad,  youMl  arm  ?  my  ne- 
phew hasr  thrown  the  first  dart  at  you. 

Capi.  Hast  hit,  hast  hit? 

Wild,  No,  captain ;  'twas  too  wide. 

Capt,  Too  wtde!  marry,  he's  an  ill  marks- 
man that  shoots  wider  than  a  widow. 

Jol,  We  are  both  in  one  hole,  captain ;  but  I 
was  loth  to  venture  my  opinion,  lest  her  ladyship 
should  think  I  was  angry ;  for  I  have  a  good 
mind  to  fall  upon  the  widow. 

Plea.  You're  a  constant  man.  Master  Jolly; 
yon  have  been  in  that  mind  this  twelve-months 
day. 

Con.  You  are  in  the  right,  madam ;  she  has  it 
to  shew  under  his  hand,  but  she  will  not  come  in 
the  list  with  him  again ;  she  tlirew  him  the  last 
year. 

Wid.    Come,  shall  we  eat  oysters?   Who's 

there?  Call  for  some  wine,  Master  Jolly;  you 

are  not  warm  yet.  Pray  be  free,  you  are  at  home. 

Jol.  Your  ladyship  is  merry. 

Wid,  You  do  not  take  it  ill,  to  have  me  assure 

you,  you  are  at  home  here  ? 

Wild.  Such  another  invitation  (though  in  jest) 
will  take  away  Master  Sad's  stomach. 

[Ousters  not  brought  in  yet. 

Sad,  No,  faith,  Neq,  though  she  should  take 

him,  it  will  not  take  away  my  stomach ;  my  love 

is  so  fix'd,  I  may  wish  my  wishes,  but  she  shall 

uever  want  them  to  wait  upon  hers. 

Plea.  A  traytor,  bind  him,  has  pull'd  down  a 
side.    Profess  your  love  thus  pubhck  ? 

^  Jol.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  continue  Master  Sad, 
give  it  out,  you  love,  and  call  it  a  new  love,  a 
love  never  seen  before;  we*ll  all  come  to  it  as 
your  friends. 

Sad.  Gentlemen,  still  I  love :  and  if  she  to 
whom  I  thus  sacrifice  will  not  reward  it,  yet  the 
worst  malice  can  say,  is,  I  was  unfortunate ;  and 
misfortune,  not  fnlsbood,  made  me  so. 

Jol.  In  what  chapter  shall  we  find  this  written, 
and  what  versei  you  should  preach  with  a  me- 
thod, Master  Sad. 

Wid,  Gentlemen,  if  ever  he  spoke  so  much 
dangerous  sense  before  (either  of  love  or  rea- 
son) hang  me. 

Sad.  Madam,  my  love  is  no  news  where  you 
are;  know,  your  scorn  has  made  it  publick; 
and  though  it  could  gain  no  return  from  you,  yet 
others  have  esteemed  me  for  the  faith  and  con- 
suncy  I  have  pay'd  here. 


Plea.  Did  not  I  foretell  you  of  hnw, 
foresaw  this  danger :  shall  I  nerer  live  to  tr 
and  love  dwell  together  ? 

Capt.  I  am  but  a  poor  soldier,  and  yet . 
reach'd  to  the  honour  of  being  a  lover;  yet 
my  own  observations,  Master  Sad,  tai 
truth:  Tis  a  folly  to  believe  any  woman  lo 
man  for  being  constant  to  another :  tbey  dk 
ble  their  hearts  only,  and  hate  a  man  ie*' 
worse  than  a  wencher. 

Jol.  And  they  have  reason ;   for  if  thej 
the  crace  to  be  kind,  he  that  loves  tbe  sex 
be  theirs. 

Care.  When  your  constant  lover,  if  a  w( 
have  a  mind  to  him,  and  be  blest  with  to  fl 
grace  to  discover  it :  he,  out  of  the  noUe 
take  of  honour,  hates  her  for  it,  and  tells  it 
chance,  and  preaches  reason  to  her  passioB, 
cries.  Miserable  beauty,  to  be  so  unfortuoai 
to  inhabit  in  so  much  frailty  ! 

Capt.  This  counsel  makes  her  hate  him  r 
than  she  lov'd  before.  These  are  troublet  I 
that  love  are  subject  to ;  while  we  look  on 
laugh,  to  see  both  thus  slav'd  while  we  are 
Care.  My  prayers  still  shall  be.  Lord  de 
me  from  love. 

Capt.  Tis  plague,  pestilence,  fiimine,  s« 
and  sometimes  sudden  death. 

Sad.  Yet  I  love,  I  must  love,  I  will  love, 
I  do  love. 

Capt.  In  the  present  tense.  [i 

Wid,  No  more  of  this  argument,  for  m. 
Capt,  By  any  means,  madam,  give  him  1< 
to  love :  and  you  are  resolv'd  to  walk  tied  d 
your  own  arms,  with  your  love  as  visible  in  ] 
face,  as  your  mistress's  colours  in  yoar  1 
that  any  porter  at  Charing-cross  may  take 
like  a  letter  at  the  carrier's,  and  having  rea<] 
superscription,  deliver  Master  Sad  to  the 
hands  of  mistress  or  my  lady  such  a  one,  ly 
at  the  sign  of  the  hard  heart. 

Pica,  And  she,  if  she  has  wit,  (as  I  bef 
she  hath,)  will  scarce  pay  the  post  for  the  ] 
quet.  • 

Wid.  Treason !  how  now,  niece,  join  wid 

enemy  ?  [They  give  the  Captaim  i 

Capt.  A  health,  Ned,  what  shall  I  call  i 

Care.  To  Master  Sad ;  he  needs  it  that  ai 

himself  a  lover. 

Sad,  Gentlemen,  you  have  the  advantage, 
time,  the  place,  tlie  company ;  but  we  may  a 
when  your  wits  shall  not  have  such  advantagi 
my  love. 
Plea,  No  more  of  love,  I  am  so  sick  on't. 
Con,  By  your  pardon,  mistress,  I  roust  i 
leave  love  thus  unguarded ;  I  vow  myself  hb  1 
lower. 

Jol,  Much  good  may  love  do  him.  Give  i 
a  glass  of  wine  here.  Will,  let  them  keep 
pany  with  the  blind  boy,  give  us  his  mother,  aod 
let  them  preach  again :  Hear  that  will,  he  hif 
good  luck,  perswades  me  'tis  9n  ugly  sin  to  6 
with  a  handsome  woman. 
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A  pox  upon  my  ourse,  she  frighted 
'hen  I  was  young,,  with  stories  of  the  de- 
as  almost  fourteen  ere  I  could  prevail 
ssous  to  unbind  my  reason,  it  was  so 

•  ihith  and  conscience ;  she  made  me  be- 
ne was  an  evil  spirit,  and  fornication  like 
re  of  Babylon,  a  fine  face,  but  a  dragon 
er  petty-coats ;  and  that  made  me  have 
to  peep  under  all  I  met  since. 

Fie,  fie,  for  shame,  do  not  talk  so;  are 
asham*d  to  glory  in  sin,  as  if  variety  of 
were  none  ? 

iladam,  we  do  not  glory  in  fornication ; 
I  thank  God,  I  cannot  live  without  a 

Why,  does  your  ladyship  think  it  a  sin 
th  variety  of  handsome  women  ?  if  it  be, 

were  the  wicked*st  man  in  the  company. 

You  have  been  mark'd  for  an  indifferent 
bat  way,  captain. 

Who  I  ?  no  faith,  I  was  a  fool ;  but 
ere  to  begin  again,  I  would  not  do  as  I 
»ne.  I  kept  one;  but  if  ever  I  keep 
,  hang  me :  nor  would  I  advise  any  friend 
to  do  it. 

Vhy,  I  am  sure  'tis  a  provident  and  safe 
man  may  always  be  provided  and  sound. 

Fie  upon  this  discourse. 

Those  considerations  betray*d  me:  a 
is  a  dull  sin  to  travel,  like  a  carrier's 
Iways  one  road. 
Fie,  captain,  repent  for  shame,  and 

Your  ladyship  would  have  said,  marry, 
ent;  no,  though  it  be  not  the  greatest 
,  yet  it  is  better  than  marrying;  for 
am  weary  of  her,  my  unconstancy  is 
virtue,  and  I  shall  be  said  to  turn  to 
Beware  of  women  for  better  for  worse; 
vicked  nature,  when  her  sport  is  lawful, 
might:  therefore,  rather  than  marry, 
rench. 

*aith,  be  is  in  the  right;  for  'tis  the  same 
mimber  and  kind ;  and  then  the  sport 
Mied,  and  made  poignant  with  sin. 

Yet  'tis  a  fault,  faith;  and  I'll  persuade 
riends  from  it;  especially  here  where 
(vation  is  dangerous.  Twas  the  new- 
he  sin  that  made  me  suffer  in  the  opi- 
ny  friends ;  and  I  was  condemned  by  all 
people;  not  that  I  sinn'd,  but  that  I 
>  more. 

Why  ay,  badst  thou  been  wicked  in 
and  privily  lain  with  every  body,  their 
iild  have  made  them  protect  thee:  so 
be  more  wicked  is  to  be  innocent,  at 
f.     A  wicked  world.  Lord  help  us  ! 

But  being  particular  to  her,  and  not  in 

*  subject  to  it ;  taking  an  antidote  ev*ry 
,  before  I  venture  into  those  infectious 
here  love  and  beauty  dwell;  this  en- 
le  maiden  beauties  of  the  time,  who 
it  a  pr^ndice  to  their  beauties  to  see 


me  careless,  and  securely  pass  bv  their  conquer- 
ing eyes;  my  name  being  found  amongst  none 
of  those  that  deck'd  their  triumphs.  But  frdm 
this,  'tis  easy  to  be  safe;  for  their  pride  will  not 
let  them  love,  nor  mjf  leisure  me.  Then  the  old 
ladies  that  pay  for  their  pleasures :  they,  upon  the 
news,  behetcf  me  with  their  natural  frowns,  de- 
spairing when  their  money  could  not  prevail; 
and  hated  me  when  they  heard  that  I  for  my 
pleasure  would  pay  as  large  as  they. 

Jol,  Gentlemen,  take  warning:  a  fee  from 
every  man;  for  by  this  day,  there's  strange 
counsel  in  this  confession. 

Wild,  Captain,  you  forget  to  pledge  Mr  Care- 
less !  Here,  will  you  not  drink  a  cup  of  wine  i 
Wlio's  there?  Bring  the  oysters. 

Capt,  Yes,  madam,  if  you  please. 

Wild,  Proceed,  captain. 

Plea,  Fie,  Mr  Wild,  are  you  not  asham'd  to 
encourage  him  to  this  filthy  discourse  ? 

Capt,  A  glass  of  wine  then,  and  I'll  drink  to 
all  the  new-married  wives  that  grieve  to  think  at 
what  rate  their  fathers  purchase  a  little  husband. 
These,  when  they  lie  tnirsting  for  the  thing  they 
paid  so  dear  for 

Enter  a  Servant  with  Oysteri. 

Care*  These,  methinks,  should  be  thy  friends, 
and  point  thee  out  as  a  man  for  them. 

Capt,  Yes,  till  the  faithful  nurse  cries;  Alas, 
madam,  he  keeps  such  a  one,  he  has  enough  at 
home.  Then  she  swells  with  envy  and  rage 
against  us  both ;  calls  my  mistress  uely,  com- 
mon, unsafe ;  and  me,  a  weak  secure  fool. 

Jol,  These  are  strange  truths,  madam. 

Wid,  Ay,  ay;  bat  these  oysters  are  a  better 
jest. 

Capt,  But  she's  abus*d  that  will  let  such  rea- 
son tame  her  desire,  and  a  fool  in  love's  school ; 
else  she  would  not  be  ignorant  that  variety  is 
such  a  friend  to  love,  that  he  which  rises  a  sunk 
coward  from  the  lady's  bed,  would  find  new  fires 
at  her  maid's :  nor  ever  yet  did  tlie  man  want 
fire,  if  the  woman  would  bring  the  fuel. 

Plea,  For  God's  sake,  leave  this  discourse. 

Wid,  The  captain  has  a  mind  we  should  eat 
no  oysters. 

Wild,  Aunt,  we  came  to  be  merry,  and  we 
will  be  merry,  and  you  shall  stay  it  out;  proceed, 
captain. 

Wid,  Fie,  captain,  I  am  asham'd  to  hear  you 
talk  thus:  marnr,  and  then  you  will  have  a 
better  opinion  of  women. 

Coft,  Marry !  yes,  this  knowledge  will  invite 
me :  it  is  a  good  encouragement,  is  it  not,  think 
you?  What  is  your  opinion?  Were  not  these 
marriages  made  in  heaven !  By  this  good  day, 
all  the  world  is  mad,  and  makes  haste  to  befool'd, 
but  we  foor :  and  I  hope,  there's  none  of  us  be* 
lieves  there  has  any  marriages  been  made  ia 
heaven  since  Adam. 

Jol,  By  my  faith,  'tis  thought  the  devil  gave 
the  ring  there  too. 
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Wid,  Nephew,  IMl  swear,  III  be  gone. 

Capt.  Hold  her,  Ned,  [He points  at  Sad,]  she 
goes  not  yet ;  there's  a  fourth  kind  of  women 
that  concerns  her  more  than  all  the  rest,  ecce 
signum — She  is  one  of  those,  who,'cloathM  in 
purple,  triumph  over  their  dead  husbands;  these 
will  be  catch'd  at  first  sight,  and  at  first  sight 
must  be  caught.  Tis  a  bird  that  must  be  shot 
flying,  for  they  never  sit.  If  a  man  delay,  they 
cool,  and  fall  into  considerations  of  jointure,  and 
friends  opinion ;  in  which  time,  if  she  heat's 
thou  keep'st  a  wench,  thou  hadst  better  be  a 
beggar  in  her  opinion;  for  then  her  pride,  it 
may  be,  would  betray  her  to  a  vanity  of  setting 
up  a  proper  man  (as  they  call  it) ;  but  for  a 
wencher,  no  argument  prevails  with  your  widow; 
for  she  believes  they  have  spent  too  much  that 
way,  to  be  able  to  pay  her  due  benevolence. 

Wid.  As  I  live,  I'll  be  gone,  if  you  speak  one 
word  more  of  this  uncivil  subject. 

Jol,  Captain,  let  me  kiss  thy  cheek,  for  that 
widow.  You  understand  this,  widow  ?  I  say  no 
more.  Here,  captain,  here's  to  thee.  As  it  goes 
down,  a  pox  of  care. 

Wid,  Jesus !  Mr  Jolly,  have  you  no  observa- 
tions of  the  court,  that  are  so  affected  with  this 
of  the  town  ? 

Con,  Faith,  they  say,  there's  good  spoH  there 
sometimes. 

Plea,  Mr  Jolly  is  afiraid  to  let  us  partake  of 
his  knowledge. 

JoL  No,  &ith,  madam. 
-  Capt,  By  this  drink,  if  he  stay   till  I  have 
eaten  a  few  more,  I'll  describe  it. 

Jol.  What  should  I  say  ?  Tis  certain  the  court 
is  the  bravest  place  in  the  kingdom  for  sport,  if 
It  were  well  look'd  to,  and  the  game  preserv'd 
fair;  but  as  'tis,  a  man  may  sooner  make  a  set 
in  the  Strand :  and  it  will  never  be  better  whilst 
your  divine  lovers  inhabit  there. 

Care,  Let  the  king  make  me  master  of  the 
game. 

Capt,  And  admit  us  laity-lovers. 

Jot.  1  would  he  would ;  for  as  'tis,  there's  no 
hopes  amongst  the  ladies  :  besides,  'tis  such  an 
example  to  see  a  kine  and  queen  good  husband 
and  wife,  that  to  be  kmd  will  grow  out  of  fashion. 

Capt,  Nay,  that's  not  all;  for  the  women 
grow  malicious,  because  they  are  not  courted : 
nay,  they  bred  all  the  last  mischiefs,  and  call*d 
the  king's  chastity  a  neglect  of  them. 

Jol,  Thou  art  m  the  right :  an  Edward  or  a 
Harry,  with  seven  queens  in  buckram,  that 
haagbt  among  the  men,  aiid  stroak'd  the  women. 


are  the  monarchs  they  wish  to  bow  to: 
love  no  tame  princes,  but  lions  in  the  fores 

Capt.  Why,  and  those  were  properly  < 
the  fathers  of  their  people,  that  were  in 
akin  to  their  nobility :  now  they  wear  oat 
youth  and  beauty,  without  hope  of  a  m 
mental  ballad,  or  trophy  of  a  libel  that  i 
hereafter  point  at  such  a  lord,  and  cry,  tfa 
the  royal  son  of  such  a  one. 

Jol.  And  these  were  the  ways  that  made  t 
powerful  at  home :  for  the  city  is  a  kind  oft 
beast ;  you  may  lead  her  by  the  horns  any 
ther,  if  you  but  tickle  them  m  the  ear  soroetii 
Queen  Bess,  of  famous  memory,  had  the  t 
on't :  and  I  have  heard  them  say,  in  eigbty-d 
ere  I  was  born,  as  well  as  I  can  remember, 
rode  to  Tilbury  on  that  bonny  beast,  the  ma 

Capt.  1  would  I  might  counsel  him,  I'd  so 
form  the  court. 

Care,  Never  too  soon;  for  now,  who 
stranger  comes  in,  and  spies  a  covey  of  beao 
would  make  a  fiiulconer  unhood,  before  be 
draw  his  leash  he  is  wam'd  that's  a  mark'd  ] 
tridge ;  and  that,  and  every  he,  has  by  their 
ample  a  particular  she. 

Wild.  By  this  light,  the  six  fair  maids  si 
like  the  working-days  in  the  almanack  ;  one ' 
A  scored  upon  her  breast,  that  is  as  muc 
say,  I  belong  to  such  a  lord ;  the  next  wit 
for  an  elder  brother;  C,  fur  such  a  knight] 
possess'd  with  melancholy,  and  at  her  breast 
may  knock  an  hour  ere  you  get  an  answer, 
then  she'll  tell  you,  there's  no  lodging  there; 
has  a  constant  fellow  courtier  that  has  takei 
all  her  heart  to  his  own  use :  in  short,  ail 
dispos'd  of  but  the  good  mother ;  and  she  cc 
in  like  the  Sabbatli  at  the  week's  end ;  a 
warrant  her  to  make  any  one  rest  that  comi 
her. 

Care,  Ay,  marry,  if  she  were  like  the  . 
sabbath,  it  were  somewhat;  but  this  looks li 
broken  commandment,  that  has  had  more  i 
done  upon  her,  than  all  the  week  beside. 

Capt.  And  what  think  you,  b  not  this  fii 
carried?  you  that  are  about  the  king,  coc 
him,  if  he  will  hate  his  sport  fair,  he  musi 
the  game  be  free,  as  it  has  been  in  former  a 
then  a  stranger  that  has  wit,  good  means, 
handsome  cToaths,  no  sooner  enters  the  | 
chamber,  and  beats  about  with  three  gnu 
^°  legs,  but  he  springs  a  mistress  that  daoc 
well  as  he,  sung  better,  as  free  as  fair;  tha 
first  sight  could  speak,  for  wit  b  always 
quainted :  these  fools  most  be  akin  ere  they ' 


^  Leg8.^B0ws.  Dekkar's  Wonderful  Yeare  1603.    *^  Janus  (that  beares  two  hicta  imder  one  h 
made  a  very  mannerly  Icwe  legge,**  &c. 


Ibid: 


**  He  calb  forth  one  by  one,  to  note  their  graces ; 
Whibt  they  make  legs,  he  copies  out  their  races." 
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«pedc;  and  now  friends  make  the  bargain,  and 
toe?  CO  to  bed  ere  they  know  why. 

JoL  Faith,  he's  in  the  right ;  you  shall  have  a 
buzzard  now  hover  and  beat  after  a  pretty  wench, 
tiU  she  is  so  weary  of  him  she's  forc*d  to  take  her 
bed  for  covert,  and  find  less  danger  in  being 
truss'd  than  in  flying. 

Capt,  And  what  becomes  of  all  this  pudder? 
after  he  has  made  them  sport  for  one  night,  to 
see  him  touze  the  quarry,  he  carries  her  into  the 
country,  and  there  they  two  fly  at  one  another 
till  they  are  weary. 

Care.  And  all  this  mischiefcomesof  love  and 
constancy ;  we  shajl  never  see  better  days  till 
there  be  an  act  of  pari  lament  against  it;  enjoin- 
ing husbands  not  to  till  their  wives,  but  change 
and  lay  Uiem  fallow. 

Jol.  A  pox,  the  women  will  never  consent  to 
it;  they'll  be  till'd  to  death  first. 

Wid,  Gentlemen,  you  are  very  bold  with  the 


Capt.  Faith,  madam,  it  is  our  care  of  them ; 
why  you  see  they  are  married  at  fourteen,  yield 
a  crop  and  a  half,  and  then  die;  'tis  merely  their 
love  that  destroys  *em ;  for  if  they  get  a  good 
husband,  the  poor  thiuKS  yield  their  very  hearts. 

P/ea.  And  do  you  blame  their  loves,  gen- 
tlemen ? 

Jol,  No,  not  their  love,  but  their  discretion  ; 
let  them  love,  and  do,  a  God's  name;  but  let 
them  do  with  discretion. 

Wild.  But  how  will  yon  amend  this  ? 

Jol.  Instead  of  two  beds  and  a  physician,  I'd 
bave  the  state  prescribe  two  wives  and  a  mistress. 

Wild.  Ho  !  it  will  never  be  granted ;  the  state 
is  made  up  of  old  men,  and  they  find  work 
enough  with  one. 

Jol.  We  will  petition  the  lower  house,  there 
are  young  men,  and  (if  it  were  but  to  be  fac- 
tious) would  pass  it,  if  they  thought  the  upper 
house  would  cross  it ;  besides,  they  ought  to  do 
it.  Death  !  they  provide  against  cutting  down 
old  trees,  and  preserving  highways  and  post- 
horses,  and  let  pretty  wenches  run  to  decay. 


I  Care.  Why  may  it  not  come  within  the  statute 
of  depopulation  ?  As  I  live,  the  state  ought  to 
take  care  of  those  pretty  creatures :  be  you 
judge,  madam,  is  't  not  a  sad  sight  to  see  a  rich 
young  beauty,  with  all  her  innocence  and  blos- 
soms on,  subject  to  some  rough  rude  fellow, 
that  ploughs  her,  and  esteems  and  uses  her  as  a 
chattel,  till  she  is  so  lean,  a  man  may  find  as 
good  grass  upon  the  common,  where  it  may  be 
she'll  sit  coughing  with  sunk  eyes,  so  weak  that 
a  boy  (with  a  dog)  that  can  but  whistle,  may 
keep  a  score  of  them  ? 

Wid.  You  are  strangely  charitable  to  our  sex 
on  a  sudden. 

Capt.  I  know  not  wljat  they  are ;  but,  for  my 
part,  I'll  be  a  traytor  ere  I'll  look  on,  and  see 
beauty  go  thus  to  wreck  t  it  is  enough  custom 
has  made  us  suffer  them  to  be  inclos'd :  I  am 
sure  they  were  created  common,  and  for  the  use 
of  man,  and  not  intended  to  be  subject  to 
jealousy  and  choler,  or  to  be  bought  or  sold,  or 
let  for  term  of  lives  or  years,  as  they  are  now, 
^'  or  else  sold  at  out-crys;  oh  yes  !  who'll  give 
most,  take  her. 

Wid.  Why  do  not  some  of  you  excellent  men 
marry,  and  mend  all  these  ierrors  by  your  good 
example? 

Jol.  Because  we  want  fortunes  to  buy  rich 
wives,  or  keep  poor  ones,  and  be  loath  to  get 
be^rs,  or  whores,  as  well  as  I  love  'em. 

Flea.  Why  are  all  their  children  so  that  have 
no  fortune,  think  you  ? 

Jol.  No,  not  all :  **  I  have  heard  of  Whitting- 
ton  and  his  cat,  and  others,  that  have  made  for- 
tunes by  strange  means ;  but  I  scarce  believe  my 
son  would  rise  from  hope,  a  halfpenny,  and  a 
lamb's-skin;  and  the  wenches,  commonly  having 
more  wit  and  beauty  than  money,  foreseeing 
small  portions,  grow  sad,  and  read  romances, 
till  their  wit  spy  some  unfortunate  merit  like 
their  own,  without  money  too,  and  they  two 
sigh  after  one  another  till  they  grow  mysterious 
in  colours,  and  become  n  proverb  for  their  con- 
stancy; and  when  their  love  has  worn  out  the 


^'  ror  else  sold  ai  ottt-€ry$. — Outcry  was  the  ancient  term  for  an  auction.    As  io  Massiugcr's 

Ciiy  Madam,  A.  1.  S*  3 : 

*'  The  i^oods  of  this  poor  man  sold  at  an  out-cry^ 
His  wife  tum'd  out  of  doors,  his  children  forc'd 
To  beg  their  bread." 

Midd]etOD*s  Ckast  Mayd  in  Cheape-ndey  p.  41 : 

^  I'll  sell  aU  at  an  ovd<ry:* 

Ben  Jonson'f  Catiline,  A.  i2.  S.  Se 

*'  Their  houses,  and  fine  gardens,  given  away. 
And  all  their  goods,  under  the  spear  at  out-cry," 

Upon  which  last  passage  Mr  Whalley  observes,  that  "  the  Roman  way  of  selling  things  by  auction, 
was  setting  up  a  spear ;  and  hence  the  phrase  sub  hasta  tendere," 

**  I  have  heard  of  WhiHington  and  his  «tf .— See  Evanses  CoUectUm  qf  Old  Ballads,  Vol.  I.  p.  i9i.     ' 

vou  in.  3  b 
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cause,  marry,  in  the  end,  a  new  couple;  then,  I  one  time;  and  if  ever  I  invite  you  to  dinner 
grown  asham*d  of  tlie  knowledge  they  so  long  I  again,  punish  me  with  such  another  discourse: 


hunted,  at  length  part  by  consent,  and  vanish 
into  Abigail  and  governor. 

Wid.  Well,  gentlemen,   excuse  me  for  this 


in  the  mean  time  |et*s  go  in  and  dine,  meat  stays 
for  us,  [Exeunt  nmna. 


ACT  HI. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  all  from  Dinner* 

Capt,  Faith,  madam,  we  were  resolv'd  to  he 
merry ;  we  have  not  met  these  three  years  till 
to-day,  and  at  the  Bear  we  meant  to  have  din'd ; 
and  since  your  ladyship  would  have  our  com* 

£any,    you  must  pardon  our  humour.     Here, 
Ir  Sad,  here's  the  widow's  health  to  you. 

Wid.  Nephew,  hotv  do  you  dispose  of  your- 
self this  afternoon  ? 

Wild.  We  have  a  design  we  must  pursue, 
which  will  rid  you  of  all  this  troublesome  com- 
pany ;  and  we  11  make  no  excuse,  because  you 
peeped  into  our  privacies  to  day. 

Care.  Your  humble  servant,  ladies ;  gentle- 
men, we'll  leave  you  to  pursue  your  fortunes. 

[Exit  Careless. 

JoL  Farewell,  widow :  may  st  thou  live  un- 
married till  thou  run*st  away  with  thyself. 

[Exit  Jolly. 

Capt.  No,  no,  when  that  day  comes,  com- 
mand the  humblest  of  your  servants. 

[Exit  Captain, 

Wild,  Farewell,  aunt;  sweet  Mistress  Plea- 
sant, I  wish  you  good  fortune.       [Exit  Wild. 

Wtd.  Farewell,  farewell,  gentlemen;  niece, 
now  if  we  could  be  rid  of  these  troublesome 
lovers  too,  we  would  go  see  a  play.  [Aside, 

Plea,  Rid  of  them !  why,  they  are  but  now 
in  season ;  as  I  live,  I  would  do  as  little  to  give 
mine  content  as  any  she  in  town,  and  yet  I  do 
not  grudge  him  the  happiness  of  carrying  me  to 
a  play. 

Wid,  Ay,  but  the  world  will  talk,  because 
they  pretend ;  and  then  we  shall  be  sure  to  meet 
my  nephew  tliere,  and  his  wild  company,  and 
they  will  laugh  to  see  us  together. 

Plea,  Who  will  you  have,  Tim  the  butler,  or 
Formal  your  gentleman-usher?  I  would  take 
Philip  the  foreman  of  the  shop  as  soon. 

Wid,  Let's  mask  ourselves,  and  take  Secret, 
and  go  alone  by  water. 

Flea.  Yes,  and  follow  her  like  one  of  my  aunts 
of  the  suburbs ;  it  is  a  good  way  to  know  what 
you  may  yield  in  a  market ;  for  Til  undertake, 
there  are  those  shall  bid  for  you  before  the  play 
will  be  done. 

Sec.  As  I  live,  madam,  Mrs  Pleasant  is  in  the 
right ;  I  had  such  a  kindness  offer'd  me  once, 
and  I  came  to  a  price  with  him  in  knavery;  and 


hang  me,   if  the  rogue  was  not  potting  the 
earnest  of  his  affection  into  my  hand. 

Wid.  Let's  go  to  the  glass-house  then. 

Plea,  I'll  go  to  a  play  ^ith  my  servant,  and 
so  shall  you ;  hang  opinion ;  and  we'll  go  to  the 
glass-house  afterwards ;  it  is  too  hot  to  sap 
early. 

5ec.  Pray,  madam,  go;  they  say  'tis  a  fine 
play,  aud  a  knight  writ  it. 

Plea.  Pray  let  Secret  prevail,  I'll  propose  it 
to  the  lovers ;  in  the  mean  time  go  you,  and  bid 
the  coachman  make  ready  the  coach. 

[Secret  whispers  Sad,  'twill  take. 

Sec.  Alas,  madam  !  he's  sick,  poor  feliow, 
and  gone  to  bed ;  he  could  not  wait  at  dinner. 

Wid.  Sick? 

Plea,  Why,  see  how  all  things  work  for  the 
young'men,  either  their  coach,  or  a  foot ! — Mr 
Constant,  what  think  you  of  seeing  a  play  this 
afternoon  ?  is  it  not  too  hot  to  venture,  this  in- 
fectious time  ? 

Con.  Fie,  madam,  there's  no  danger ;  the  bill 
decreas'd  twenty  last  week. 

Sad,  I  swear,  they  say,  'tis  a  very  good  play 
to-day. 

Wid.  Shall  we  go,  niece? 

Plea.  Faith  'tis  hot,  and  there's  no  body 
but  we. 

Sad.  Do's  that  hinder?  pray  madam,  grudge 
us  not  the  favour  of  venturing  yourself  in  oor 
company. 

Wid.  Come,  leave  this  ceremony.  Ill  go  in, 
and  put  on  my  mask ;  Secret  shall  bring  yoon. 

Plea.  No,  I'll  go,  and  put  it  on  within. 

[Exeunt  omnet. 

SCENE  IL 

£n/fr  Wild,  Careless,  Captain^  and  Joiir, 

'    Care,   By   this  day,   you   have  nettled  tbe 
widow. 

-  Wild.  The  captain  neglected  his  dinner  for 
bis  mirth,  as  if  he  had  forgot  to  eat. 

Jol,  When  did  he  oversee  his  drinking  so  ? 

Capt.  Gentlemen,  still  it  is  my  fortune  to 
make  your  worships  mernf. 

Wild,  As  I  live,  Captam,  I  subscribe,  and  an 
content  to  hold  my  wit  as  a  tenant  to  thee;  and 
to-ni(/lit  I'll  invite  you  to  supper,  where  it  shall 
not  be  lawful  to  speak  till  thou  hast  victuai'd  thy 
man  of  war. 
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f.  Sball's  be  merry  ?  whiit  shall  we  have  ? 
/.  liair  a  score  dishes  of  iDeut,  choose 
ourself. 

f.  Provide  me  then  the  chines  fry'dy  and 
non  calver'd,  a  carp,  and  black  sauce, 
T  in  the  blood,  and  an  assembly  of  wood- 
and  jack-snipes,  so  fat  you  would  think 
nd  their  winding-sheets  on;  and  upon 
as  their  pages,  let  me  have '  wait  your 
wheat-ear,  with  a  feather  in  his  cap;  over 
:h  let  our  countryman,  general  Chine  of 
ommand:  I  hate  your  French  pottage, 
)l:s  as  the  cook-knaid  had  more  luind  in  it 
e  cook. 

!.  rU  promise  you  all  this. 
.  And  let  me  alone  to  cook  the  fish. 
.  You  cook  it !  no,  no,  I  left  an  honest 
n  town,  when  I  went  into  Italy,  signior 
)  Ligoues,  one  of  the  ancient  house  of 
aenian  ambassadours ;  if  he  be  alive,  he 
^  our  cook. 

.   Is  he  excellent  at  it  ? 
.  Excellent !  You  shall  try,  you  shall  try ; 
tell  you,  I  saw  him  once  dress  a  shooing- 
nd  a  joyner's  aprou,  that  the  company 
*asant  for  it. 
!.  A  shooing-horn  ? 

.  Yes,  a  sbooing-hom ;  marry,  there  was 
in  the  sauce. 

.  Is  this  all  you  would  have? 
.  This,  and  a  bird  of  paradise,  td  entcr- 
*  rest  of  the  night,  and  let  me  alone  to 
er. 

'.  A  bird  of  paradise  !  what's  that? 
.  A  girl  of  fitteen,  smooth  as  sattin,  white 
Sunday  apron,  plump,  and  of  the  first 
I'll  take  her  with  her  guts  in  her  belly, 
rm  her  with  a  country-dance  or  two,  then 
ler,  and  lay  her  dry  betwixt  a  couple  of 
there  pour  into  her  so  much  oil  of  wit  as 
ke  her  turn  to  a  man,  and  slick  into  her 
iree  corns  of  whole  love,  to  make  her 
r  what  she  is  doing ;  then  having  strewed 
all  over  her,  shut  the  door,  and  leave  us, 
ork  ourselves  into  such  a  sauce  as  you 
ver  surfeit  on,  so  poignant,  and  yet  no 
oAt;  take  heed  of  a  haut  gnC^t,  your 
ind  a  woman  make  the  worst  sauce ;  this 
together  by  an  English  cook  (for  your 
seasoning  spoils  many  a  woman)  and 
a  difth  for  a  ting. 

L  For  the  first  part,  1*11  undertake. 
;.  But  this  for  supper?  Captain,  no  more 
now ;  this  afternoon,  as  you  are  true  to 
tticoat,  observe  your  instructions,  and- 
t  Ned's  house  in  the  evening. 
ts.  We  will  not  fail. 

f.  I  must  write  to  Wanton,  to  know  how 
fttand  at  home,  and  to  acquaint  her  how 
e  thrived  with  the  old  lady  to-day. 
/.  Whither  will  you  go  to  write  ? 
U  To  thy  house,  'tis  h^^rd  by,  there's  tlie 


JoL  Do,  and  in  the  meiin  time  I'll  go  home 
and  dispatch  a  little  business,  and  meet  you. 

Wild,  Make  haste  then. 

JoL  Where  shall  I  meet  you? 

Wild,  Whither  shall  we  go  till  it  be  time  to 
attend  the  design  ? 

Care,  Let's  go  to  court  for  an  hour. 

M,  Do,  I'll  meet  you  at  the  queen's  side. 

Wild.  No,  pr'ythee,  we  are  the  Mousieurs 
new  come  over ;  and  if  we  go  fine  they  will 
laugh  at  us,  and  think  we  believe  ourselves  so ; 
if  not,  then  they  will  abuse  our  cloaths,  and 
swear  we  went  mto  France  only  to  have  our 
cloaks  cut  shorter. 

Care,  Will  you  go  see  a  play  ? 

Capt,  Do,  and  thither  I'll  come  to  you,  if  it 
be  none  of  our  gentlemen  poets,  that  excuse 
their  writings  with  a  prologue  that  professes  they 
are  no  scholars. 

Jol.  On  my  word  this  is  held  the  best  penn'd 
of  the  time,  and  he  has  writ  a  very  good  play ; 
by  this  day,  it  was  extreamly  applauded. 

Capi,  Does  he  write  plays  by  the  da^  ?  indeed 
a  roan  would  ha' judged  him  a  labourmz  poet. 

Jol,  A  labouring  poet!  by  this  hand,  he's  a 
knight;  upon  my  recommendation  venture  to 
see  it ;  hang  me  if  you  be  not  extreamly  well 
satisfied. 

Care,  A  knight,  and  write  plays !  it  may  be, 
but  'tis  strange  to  us;  so  they  say  there  are 
other  gentlemen  poets  without  lai)d  or  Latin ; 
this  was  not  ordmary;  pr'ythee  when  was  he 
knighted  ? 

Jol,  In  the  North,  the  last  great  knighting, 
when  'twas  God's  great  mercy  we  were  not  all 
knights. 

Wild,  I'll  swear  they  say,  there  are  poets  that 
have  more  men  in  liveries,  than  books  in  their 
studies. 

Capt.  And  what  think  you,  gentlemen,  are 
not  these  things  to  start  a  roan ;  I  believe,  'lis 
the  first  time  you  have  found  them  lie  at  the 
sign  of  the  page,  foot-men,  and  gilded  coaches; 
they  were  wont  to  lodge  at  the  tliin  cloak,  they 
and  their  muses  made  up  the  family ;  and  thence 
sent  scenes  to  their  patrons,  like  boys  in  at  win- 
dows, and  one  would  return  with  a  doublet, 
another  with  a  pair  of  breeclies,  a  third  with  a 
little  ready  money ;  which,  together  with  their 
credit  with  a  company,  in  three  terms  you  rarely 
saw  a  poet  repaired. 

Jol,  This  truth  no  body  denies. 

Wild,  Pr'ythee  let  us  resolve  what  we  shall 
do,  lest  we  meet  with  some  of  them :  for  it  seems 
they  swarm,  and  I  fear  nothing  like  a  dedication, 
though  it  be  but  of  himself;  for  I  must  hear  him 
say  more  than  either  I  deserve  or  he  believes ;  I 
hate  that  in  a  poet,  they  muAt  be  dull,  or  all 
upon  all  subjects ;  so  that  tliey  can  oblige  none 
but  their  rouse. 

JoL  I  perceive  by  tliis  you  will  not  see  the 
play ;  what  think  you  of  going  to  Sim's,  to  bowls, 
till  I  come? 
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Care.  Yes,  if  you  will  go  to  see  that  comedy ; 
but  there  is  no  reason  we  should  pay  for  our 
coming  in,  and  act  too ;  like  some  whose  interest 
in  the  timber  robs  them  of  their  reason,  and  they 
run  as  if  they  had  stoFn  a  biass. 

Wild.  Resolve  what  you  will  do,  I  am  con- 
tented. 

Care.  Let*s  go  walk  in  Spring-garden. 

Wild.  1*11  do  it  for  company;  but  I  had  as 
live  be  rid  in  the  horse-market  as  walk  in  that 
fool's  fair,  where  neither  wit  nor  money  is,  nor 
sure  to  take  up  a  wench.  There's  none  but  ho- 
nest women. 

Capt.  A  pox  on*t,  what  should  we  do  there  ? 
Lei's  go  and  cross  the  field  to  Pike*s;  her  kitchen 
is  cool,  winter  and  summer. 

Care,  I  like  that  motion  well;  but  we  have 
DO  time,  and  I  hate  to  do  that  business  by  half. 
After  supper,  if  you  will,  we'll  go  and  make  a 
night  on't. 

Capt,  Well,  I  must  go  write,  therefore  resolve 
of  somewhat.  Shall  I  propose  an  indifferent 
place  where  'tis  probable  we  shall  all  meet  ? 

Omnes,  Yes. 

Capt,  Go  you  before  to  the  Devil,  and  I'll 
make  haste  after. 

Care.  Agreed.  We  shall  be  sure  of  good  wine 
there,  and  in  Fresco;  for  he  is  never  without 
patent  snow. 

Wild,  Patent  snow !  what  doth  that  project 
hold  ? 

^  Jol,  Yes,  faith ;  and  now  there's  a  commis- 
sion appointed  for  toasts  against  the  next  winter. 

Wild.  Marry,  they  are  wise,  and  foresaw  the 
parliament,  and  were  resolv'd  their  monopolies 
should  be  no  grievance  to  the  people. 

Capt.  Farewell  I  You  will  be  sure  to  meet? 

Omnes,  Yes,  yes.  [Exeunt  omnes, 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  Wanton  and  Iter  Maid,  with  her  lap  fall 

of  things. 

Wan,  Bid  them  ply  him  close,  and  flatter  him, 
and  mil  upon  the  old  lady  and  the  captain ;  and, 
do  you  hear,  give  him  some  hints  to  begin  the 
story  of  his  life.  Do  it  handsomely,  and  you 
shall  see  the  sack  will  clip  his  tongue. 

Maid,  I  warrant  you,  I'll  fit  him. 

Wan,  When  he  is  in  his  discourse,  leave  him, 
and  come  down  into  the  parlour,  and  steal  away 
his  box  with  the  false  rmgs  that  stands  by  his 
bed-side.    I  have  all  his  little  plate  here  already. 

Maid.  Make  you  haste :  I'll  warrant  you,  I'll 
4ress  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Entep  the  Captain  with  a  letter  in  his  handy  and 
his  Boy  to  him  with  a  candle:  is  going  to 
write  the  superscription. 

Boy.  Sir,  the  Lady  Loveall  passed  by  even  now. 


Capt,  The  Lady  Loveall !  Which  way  went 
she? 

Boy,  To  the  rich  lady  the  widow,  where  yoor 
worship  dined. 

Capt.  Tis  no  matter.  Here,  carry  this  letter, 
and  bring  an  answer  to  the  Devil  quickly ;  and 
tell  her  we'll  stay  there  till  the  time  be  fit  far 
the  design.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Careless,  Wild,  and  a  Drawer,  at  the 

Devil. 

Care,  Jack,  how  goes  the  world?  Bring os 
some  bottles  of  the  best  wine. 

Draw,  You  shall,  sir.  Your  worship  is  wei> 
come  into  England. 

Care,  Why,  look  you;  who  saja  a  drawer 
can  say  nothmg  but  anon,  anon,  sir;  score  a 
quart  of  sack  in  the  half-moon  ? 

Draw,  Your  worship  is  merry :  but  III  fetch 
you  that,  sir,  shall  speak  Greek,  and  make  vow 
worship  prophesy.  You  drank  none  sura  in 
your  journey.  [Gives  kim  an  ongeL 

Wild,  Do  it  then,  and  make  a  hole  in  thb 

angel  thou  may'st  creep  through Who  Wt 

that  peeps,  a  fiddler  ?    Bring  him  by  tbe  eon. 

Enter  the  Taylor  that  peeps. 

Tay,  A  taylor,  an't  like  your  worship. 

Care,  A  taylor !    Hast  thou  a  stout  fiuth? 

Tay.  I  have  had,  an't  like  your  worship;  but 
now  I  am  in  despair. 

Care,  Why  then,  thou  art  clarao*d.  Go,  go 
home,  and  throw  thyself  into  thine  own  hell;  it 
is  the  next  way  to  the  other. 

Tay,  I  hope  your  worship  is  not  displeas'd. 

Care.  What  do'st  do  here  ?  A  taylor  withoat 
faith !    Do'st  come  to  take  measure  of  ours  ? 

Tay.  No ;  I  come  to  speak  with  one  Master 
Jolly,  a  courtier;  a  very  fine-spoken  gentleman, 
and  a  just  compter,  but  one  of  the  worst  ptj- 
masters  in  the  world. 

Wild.  As  thou  lov'st  me,  let's  keep  him  here 
till  he  comes,  aud  make  him  valiant  with  sack, 
that  he  may  urge  him  till  he  beats  him.  We 
shall  have  the  sport,  and  be  reveng'd  upon  tbe 
rogue  for  dunning  a  gentleman  in  a  tavern. 

[Aside. 

Care.  Ill  charge  him.  Here  drink,  poor  fel- 
low, and  stay  in  the  next  room  till  he  comes. 

lay.  I  thank  your  worship,  but  I  am  fiudnj;: 
and  if  it  please  your  worship jLo  call  for  a  doien 
of  manchets,  that  I  may  eat  a  crust  first,  then 
I'll  make  bold  with  a  glass  of  your  sack. 

Wild.  Here,  here,  drink.  In  the  mean  tine, 
fetch  him  some  bread. 

Tay,  Will  your  worship  have  me  drink  all  thb 
Vessel  of  sack? 

Care,  Yes,  yes,  oflT  with't,  'twill  do  you  ns 
^^••^ruj.  [The  Taylor  drinks^ 
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Wild,  Why  do  you  not  take  some  order  with 
that  JoUvy  to  make  him  pay  thee  ? 

Tay.  I  have  petition*d  him  often,  but  can  do 
DO  good. 

Care,  A  pox  upon  him;  petition  him!  his 
heart  is  hardened  to  ill :  threaten  to  arrest  him ; 
nothing  but  a  seijeantcan  touch  his  conscience  ! 

Toy,  Truly,  gentlemen,  I  have  reason  to  be 
angry ;  for  he  uses  me  ill,  when  I  ask  him  for 
my  money.  [Jolly  speaks  within, 

Jol.  Where  is  Master  Wild  and  Master  Care- 
less? 

Tay.  I  hear  his  voice. 

Jol,  Let  the  coach  stay.  How  now,  who 
would  he  speak  with? 

Enter  Jolly. 

Wild,  Do  not  yon  know? 

JoL  Yes,  and  be  you  judge  if  the  rogue  does 
not  suffer  deservedly.  I  have  bid  him  any  time 
this  twelvemonth  but  send  his  wife,  I'll  pay  her; 
and  the  rogue  replies,  Nobody  shall  lie  with  his 
wife  but  himself. 

Care,  Nay,  if  you  be  such  a  one. 

Tay,  No  more  they  shall  not.  I  am  but  a 
poor  man. 

Jd,  By  this  hand,  he's  drunk. 

Tay,  INTay  then,  I  arrest  you  in  mine  own 
name,  at  his  majesty's  suit. 

Wild.  As  I  live,  thou  shalt  not  beat  him. 

Jol,  Beat  him!  I'll  kiss  him;  I'll  pay  him,  and 
carry  him  about  with  me,  and  be  at  the  charge  of 
lack  to  keep  him  in  the  humour. 

[He  hugs  the  quart'pot. 

Tay,  Help,  rescue!  1*11  have  his  l)ody:  no 
bail  shall  serve. 

Enter  Drawer, 

Draw,  Sir,  yonder  is  a  gentleman  would 
speak  with  you ;  I  do  not  like  his  followers. 

Jol,  What  are  they  ?  bailiffs  ? 

Draw,  Little  better. 

JoL  Send  him  up  alone,  and  stand  you  ready 
at  the  stairs  feet. 

Care.  *'  How  can  that  be  ? 

JoL  It  is  the  scrivener  at  the  comer.  Pick  a 
quarrel  with  him  for  coming  into  our  company. 
The  drawers  will  be  arra'd  behind  them,  and  we 
will  so  rout  the  rascals !  Take  your  swords,  and 
let  him  sleep. 

Care,  What  scrivener? 

JoL  Crop  the  Brownist ;  he  that  the  ballad 
was  made  on. 

Care.  What  ballad  ? 

Jol.  Have  not  you  heard  of  the  scrivener's 
wife  that  brought  the  blackmoor  from  the  holy 


land,  and  made  him  a  Brownist ;  and  in  purt 
charity  lay  with  him,  and  was  delivered  of  a 
magpye ;  a  pied  prophet ;  which  when  the  elect 
saw,  they  prophes]f*d,  if  it  liv'd,  'twould  prove  a 
great  enemy  to  their  sect ;  for  tlie  midwife  cry'd 
out,  'twas  bom  a  bishop,  with  tippet  and  white 
sleeves:  at  which  the  zealous  mother  cry'd, 
Down  with  the  idol.  So  the  midwife  and  she, 
in  pure  devotion,  kill'd  it. 

Wild,  Kill'd  it !  what  became  of  them  ? 

Jol.  Why,  they  were  taken  and  condemn'd, 
and  sufier'd  under  a  catholick  sheriff,  that  af* 
flicted  them  with  the  litany  all  the  way  from 
Newgate  to  the  gallows;  which  in  rog'ry  he 
made  to  be  set  up  altar-wise  too,  and  haUg'd 
tliem  without  a  psalm. 

Wild,  But  how  took  they  that  breach  of  pri^ 
vilege  ? 

JoL  I  know  not,  Gregory  tum'd  them  off,  and 
so  they  descended,  and  became  Brown  martyrs. 

Wild,  And  is  the  husband  at  door  now  ? 

JoL  Yes,  yes;  but  he's  married  again  to  a  rich 
widow  at  Wapping ;  a  wench  of  another  tem* 
per:  one  that  you 'cannot  please  better  than  by 
abusing  him.  I  always  pick  quarrels  with  him, 
that  she  may  reconcile  us.  The  peace  is  always 
worth  a  dinner  at  least.  Hark  !  I  hear  him,— 
[En^cr  Crop.] — Save  you,  Mr  Crop;  you  arc 
come  in  the  nick  to  pledge  a  health. 

Crop,  No,  sir,  I  nave  other  business.  Shall 
I  be  paid  my  money,  or  no  ?       [Jolly  drinks. 

Jot,  Yes. 

Crop,  Sir? 

Jol,  Vou  asked  whether  yon  should  be  paid 
your  money,  or  no  ?  and  I  said,  Yes. 

Crop.  Pfay,  sir,  be  plain. 

Care,  And  be  you  so,  sir?  How  durst  you 
come  into  this  room,  and  company,  without 
leave  ? 

Crop,  Sir,  I  have  come  into  good  lords  com- 
pany ere  now. 

Care,  It  may  be  so ;  but  you  shall  either  fall 
upon  your  knees,  and  pledge  this  health,  or  you 
come  no  more  into  lords  companies;  no,  by 
these  hilts.  [They  tug  Arm,  and  make  him  kneel. 

Crop,  'Tis  idolatry.  Do,  martyr  me,  I  will 
not  kneel,  nor  join  in  sin  with  the  wicked. 

JoL  Either  kneel,  or  I'll  tear  thy  cloak; 
which,  by  the  aee  and  looks,  ma^  be  that  which 
was  writ  for  in  the  time  of  the  primitive  church. 

Crop.  Pay  me,  and  I'll  wear  a  better.  It 
would  be  honestlier  done,  than  to  abuse  this,  and 
profane  the  text:  a  text  that  shews,  your  bi- 
shops in  those  days  wore  no  lawn-sleeves.  And 
you  may  be  ashani'd  to  protect  one  that  will  not 
pay  his  debts:  the  cries  of  the  widow  wiH  come 
against  you  for  it. 

JoL  Remember,  sirrah,  the  dinners  and  sup- 


*^  H«w  can  thai  6e?— i.  e.  who  can  that  be  ?   In  this  manner  the  word  urh»  is  pronounced,  in  some 
parts  of  the  kingdom,  particularly  in  the  county  of  Kent.      S.  P.  ' 
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pen,  fat  Tenison,  and  good  words,  I  was  fain  to 
give  you ;  christening  your  children  stiJl,  hy  the 
way  of  brokage.  Count  that  charge,  and  how 
often  I  have  kept  you  from  fining  for  slieriff,  and 
th6u  art  in  my  debt :  •  then,  I  am  damnM  for 
speaking  well  of  thee  so  often  against  my  con- 
science, which  you  never  consider. 

Crop.  I  am  an  honest  man,  sir. 

Jol,  Then  ushering .  your  wife,  and  Mrs  Ugly 
her  daughter,  to  plays  and  masques  at  court. 
You  think  these  courtesies  deserve  nothing  in  the 
hundred.  HTis  true,  they  made  room  for  themselves 
with  their  dagger  elbows;  and  wLeu  Spider  your 
daughter  laid  about  her  with  her  breaUi^  the  de- 
Til  would  not  liave  sat  near  her. 

Crop.  You  did  not  borrow  my  money  with 
this  language. 

JoL  No,  sirrah :  then  I  was  fain  to  flatter  you, 
and  endure  the  familiarity  of  your  familvi  and 
hear  (nay  fain  sometimes  to  join  in)  the  lying 
praises  of  the  holy  sister  that  expired  at  Tyburn. 
,  Cro/».  Do,  abu^e  her,  and  be  curst.  Tiswell 
known  she  dy*d  a  martyr,  and  her  blood  will  be 
upon  some  of  you.  Tis  her  orphan's  money  I 
require ;  and  this  is  the  last  time  I'll  ask  it :  1*11 
find  a  way  to  get  it. 

[He  offen  to  go,  and  Jolly  stays  him. 

Jol.  Art  serious?  By  that  light,  I'll  consent, 
and  take  it  for  an  infinite  obligation  if  thou  wilt 
teach  the  rest  of  my  creditors  that  trick:  'twill 
save  me  a  world  of  labour;  for,  hang  me,  if  I 
know  how  to  do*t. 

Crop,  Well,  sir,  since  I  see  your  resolution, 
I  shall  make  k  my  business. 

Care.  Pr'ythee,  let's  be  rid  of  this  fool. 

Crop.  Fool!  Let  him  pay  the  fooHiis  money, 
and  he'll  be  ^one. 

Jol,  No,  sir,  not  a  farthing.  Twas  my  bu- 
siness to  borrow  it,  and  it  shall  he  yours  to  get  it 
in  again.  Nay,  by  this  hand,  1*11  be  feasted  too, 
and  have  good  words.  Nay,  thou  shalt  lend  me 
more  ere  thou  gett'st  this  again. 

Crop.  I'll  lay  my  action  upon  you. 

Jol.  Your  action  !  You  rogue,  lay  two. 

[They  kick  him,  and  thrust  hint  out  of 
the  room. 

Care.  Lms  three  for  battery — What  have  we 
here?  A  she  creditor  too?  Who  would  she 
speak  with  ? 

£fi/er  Faitbfvl  :  Wild  and  Carelbss  return 

and  meet  her. 

Wild.  She  looks  as  if  she  had  trusted  in  her 
time. 

Care.  Would  you  speak  with  any  here,  old 
gentlewoman? 
.    Faith.  My  business  is  to  Mr  Jolly.  [ger? 

Care.  From  yourself,  or  are  you  but  a  messen- 

Faith.  My  business,  sir,  is  from  a  Indy. 

Care.  From  a  lady !  From  what  lady^  pray  ? 
Why  so  coy  ?  • 

Faith.  From  a  lady  in  the  town. 


Care.  Hob!  hob !  from  a  lady  in  the  town! 
Is  it  possible !  I  should  have  ga€*sa'd  yoo  cMoe 
from  a  lady  in  the  suburbs,  or  some  coaotrj- 
madam,  by  your  riding  face. 

Fnter  Jolly  again. 

Jol.  I  think  we  have  routed  the  rascals.— 
Faithful !  what  makes  thy  gravity  in  a  tavern? 

Faith.  Sporty  it  seems  for  your  saucy  cooipt- 
nions. 

Jol.  Ho,  ho,  mull,  ho.     No  fury.  Faithful. 

Faith.  Tis  well,  sir.  My  lady  presents  her 
service  to  you,  and  hath  aeut  you  a  letter. 
'I'here's  my  business. 

Care.  Pr*ythee,  who  is  her  lady  ? 

Jol.  The  L^tdy  iioveall. 

Care.  Oh,  oh,  does  she  serve  that  old  lady? 
God  help  her ! 

Faith.  God  help  her  !  Pray  for  yourself,  sir; 
ray  lady  scorns  your  prayers. 

Jol.  Faithful,  come  hither.  Pr*ytbee,  is  thy 
lady  drunk  ? 

Faith.  Drunk,  sir ! 

Jol,  Ay,  drunk,  or  inad ;  she'd  never  writ  tki* 
else.  She  requires  me,  here,  to  send  back  by 
you  the  pearl  she  gave  roe  this  morning  !  wlucb, 
sure,  she'd  never  do,  if  she  were  sober ;  for,  yoa 
know,  I  earn'd  them  hard. 

Faith.  I  know  f  What  do  I  know  ?  Yoo  will 
not  defame  my  lady,  will  you  ? 

Care.  By  no  means.  This  is  by  way  of  coan- 
sel.  Fie  !  eive  a  thing,  and  take  a  xl:ing  !  If  be 
did  not  perrorm,  he  shall  come  at  uight,  and  pay 
his  scores. 

Faith.  Tis  well,  sir.  Is  this  your  return  for 
my  lady's  favours  ?  Shall  I  have  the  pearl,  sir  ? 

Jol.  No;  and  tell  her, 'tis  the  opinion  of  as 
all.  He  that  opens  her  stinking  oyster^  is  worthy 
of  the  pearl. 

Faith.  Yon  are  a  fbul-moutli'd  fellow,  sirrab ; 
and  I  shall  live  to  see  you  load  a  giiUowa,  wbeo 
my  lady  shall  find  the  way  to  her  own  again. 

Jol.  If  she  miss,  there  arc  divers  can  direct 
her,  YOU  know.  Adieu,  Faithful.  Do  yoo  hear? 
Steal  privately  down  by  tite  bacls-door'lest  some 
knavish  boy  spy  tliee,  and  call  thine  age.  Bawd. 

[Erit  Faithful. 

Care.  Pr*ythee,  who  is  this  thing  ? 

JoL  'Tis  my  lady^s  waiting-woman,  lier  bawd, 
her  she-confessor,  herself  at  second-hand.  Her 
beginning  was  simple  and  below  stairs,  till  her 
lady  finding  her  to  be  a  likely  promising  bavvd, 
secret  as  the  key  at  her  girdle,  obedient  as  her 
thoughts ;  those  virtues  raised  her  fir;>m  tlie  fial 
petticoat  and  kercher,  to  the  Korg«;t  and  bmn- 
roll.  And  I  remember  'twas  good  sport  at  first, 
to  see  the  wench  perplex'd  with  her  mecaiwir> 
phosis.  She  since  has  been  in  love  with  all  the 
family,  and  now  sighs  after  the  Levite;  and  if 
he  forsake  her  too,  I  prophesy,  a  wait  inf^woman's 
curse  will  fall  upon  lier : — to  die  old|  despised^ 
poor,  and  out  of  fiishlon. 
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Enter  Captain, 

Capi,  Why  do  you  not  hang  out  a  painted 
rlutli,  and  take  two-pence  apiece,  and  let  in  all 
he  tame  fools  at  door;  chose  sons  of  wonder 
;hat  now  gape,  and  think  you  mad  ? 

{Jure,  lis  no  matter  what  they  think ;  mad- 
ness  is  proper  here;  Are  not  taverns  Bacchus's 
unuplesy  tiie  place  of  madness?  Does  not  the 
lig^i  of  madness  bang  out  at  the  door  ? 

JW.  While  we  within  possess  oar  joys  and 
eaps,  as  full  of  pleasure  as  weeping  Niobe's  af- 
flicted eyes  were  swelPd  with  grief  and  tears. 
Blessing  on  the  cause  that  made  our  joys  thus 
complete  :  for  see  Plotus  in  our  pockets.  Mars 
by  our  sides,  Bacchus  in  our  heads,  self-love  in  our 
Wearts,  and  change  of  virgins  in  our  arms ;  beau- 
ties wliose  eyes  and  hearts  speak  love  and  wel- 
come:   no  rigid  thinkers,  no  niggard  beauties 
that  maliciously  rake  up  their  fire  m  green-sick- 
ness to  preserve  a  spark  that  shall  flame  only  in 
ionie  dull  day  of  marriage ;  let  such  swear  and 
forswear,  till  (of  the  whole  parish)  they  love 
each  other  least,  whilst  we  wisely  set  out  our 
cobwebs  in  the  most  perspicuous  places  to  catch 
these  foolish  tlies. 

.Care,  He's  in  the  right.  Do'st  think  we  re- 
treated hither  to  beat  a  bargain  for  a  score  of 
sheep,  or  dispute  the  legality  of  votes,  and  weigh 
the  power  of  prerogative  and  parliament,  and 
club  for  concluding  sack,  or  read  the  Fathers 
here  till  we  grow  costive,  like  those  that  have 
worn  their  suffering  elbows  bare,  to  find  a  know- 
ledge to  perplex  'em  P  A  pox  on  such  brain- 
breaking  thoughts:  avoid  them,  and  take  me 
into  thy  hand  a  glass  of  eternal  sack,  and  pro- 
pliesy  tlie  restauration  of  senses,  and  the  fall  of 
a  lover  from  grace ;  which  our  dear  friend  Mr 
Jolly  will  prove ;  to  whom  the  Lady  Loveall  (by 
Faithful  lately  departed)  sent  for  the  pearl  you 
wot  of. 

Capt.  But,  I  hope,  he  had  tlie  grace  to  keep 
them. 
Jol.  No,  no ;  I'm  a  fool,  I ! 
Ccpt,  Was  not  my  boy  here  ? 
Joi,  No ;  we  saw  him  not. 
Capt.  A  pox  of  the  rogue,  he's  grown  so  laiy. 
WUd.  Your  boy  is  come  in  just  now,  and 
called  for  the  key  of  the  back-^oor.    There's 
women  with  him. 

Cupt.  Oh,  that's  well !  'tis  Wanton.  I  sent 
for  her  to  laugh  over  the  story  of  the  old  lady 
and  ber  pearl.  Where  have  you  been  all  this 
wbilcy  sirrah  ? 

Enter  Boy, 

Boy.  I  could  overtake  tlie  coach,  sir,  no 
sooner. 

Capt.  The  coach  !  what  coach  ? 

Boy.  The  Lady  Loveall's. 

Capt.  The  Lady  LovealPs  !  Why,  what  had 
jou  to  do  with  jier  coach  ? 


Boy.  I  went  to  give  her  the  letter  your  worship 
sent  tier. 

Capt.  The  letter!  What  letter? 

Boy,  That  your  worship  gave  me. 

Capt,  That  I  writ  at  Ned's  house  to  Wanton  ? 

Boy.  The  letter  you  gave  me,  sir,  was  directed 
to  the  Lady  Loveall,  and  she  storm'd  like  a  mad 
woman  at  reading  of  it. 

Care.  Why,  thou  wilt  not  beat  the  boy  for 
thy  own  fault  ?  What  letter  was  it  ? 

Capt.  'Twas  enough,  only  a  relation  of  the 
pearl,  wherein  she  finds  herself  sufficiently  abus'd 
to  Wanton. 

Jol.  Now,  gentlemen,  you  have  two  to  laugh 
at. 

Capt.  A  pox  of  fooling,  let's  resolve  what  to 
do ;  there's  no  denying,  for  she  has  all  the  pai^ 
ticulars  under  my  hand. 

Boy,  You  must  resolve  of  something,  for  she's 
coming,  and  stay'd  only  till  the  back-door  was 
open'd. 

Capt,  How  did  she  know  I  was  here? 

Boy.  Your  worship  bade  me  tell  her,  JOQ 
would  stay  here  for  her. 

Care.  How  came  this  mistake  ? 

Capt.  Why,  the  devil  owed  us  a  shame  it 
seems.  You  know  I  went  home  to  give  Wanton 
an  account  how  we  advanc'd  in  our  design;  and 
when  I  was  writing  the  superscription,  I  remem- 
ber the  boy  came  in  and  told  me,  the  Lady  Love- 
all passed  by. 

Jol,  And  so,  it  seems,  you  in  pure  mistake  di- 
rected your  letter  to  her. 

Care.  Well,  resolve  what  you'll  do  with  her, 
when  she  comes. 

Capt.  Faith,  bear  it  like  men,  'tis  but  an  old 
lady  lost ;  let's  resolve  to  defy  her,  we  are  sure 
of  our  pearl ;  but  lest  we  prolong  the  war,  take 
the  first  occasion  you  can  all  to  avoid  the  room ; 
when  she's  alone,  Fll  try  whether  she'll  listen  to 
a  composition. 

Jol,  Have  you  no  friends  in  the  close  com- 
mittee ? 

Capt,  Yes,  yes,  I  am  an  Essex  roan. 

Care.  Then  get  some  of  them  to  move,  it  may 
be  voted  no  letter. 

Jol,  Ay,  ay;  and  after  'tis  voted  no  letter^ 
then  vote  it  fiilse,  scandalous,  and  illegal,  and 
that  is  in  it ;  they  have  a  precedent  for  it  in  the 
Danish  packet,  which  they  took  from  a  foolish 
fellow,  who,  presuming  upon  the  law  of  nations, 
came  upon  an  embassy  to  the  king  without  aii 
order,  or  pass  from  both  houses  ! 

Capt.  Hark,  I  hear  her  coming. 

Enter  Loveall  and  Faithful. 

Love,  Sir,  I  receiv'd  a  letter,  but  by  what  ac- 
cident I  know  not ;  for  I  believe  it  was  not  in- 
tended me,  tho'  tlie  contents  concern  me. 

Capt.  Madam,  'lis  too  late  to  deny  it ;  is  it 

feaceocwaryou  bring?  without  dispute,  if  war, 
hang  out  my  defiance :  if  peace,  I  yield  my 
weapon  into  your  hands. 
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Lave.  Are  you  all  unworthy  ?  your  whole  sex 
falsehood  ?  is  it  not  possible  to  oblige  a  man  to 
be  loyal  ?  this  is  such  a  treachery  no  age  can 
match :  apply  yourself  with  youth  and  wit  to 
^ain  a  lady's  love  and  friendship  only  to  betray 
It?  was  it  not  enough  you  commanded  my  for- 
^un^,  but  you  must  wreck  my  honour  too,  and 
instead  of  being  grateful  for  that  charity  which 
stiil  assisted  your  wants,  strive  to  pay  me  with 
injuries,  and  attempt  to  make  the  world  believe 
I  pay  to  lose  my  fame  ?  and  then  make  me  the 
fcom'd  subject  of  your  whore*s  mirth?  Base  and 
unworthy!  Do  you  smile,  false  one?  [He  smiles,] 
I  shall  ^nd  a  time  for  you  too,  and  my  vengeance 
shall  find  you  all. 

Faith,  Yea,  sir;  and  you  that  had  such  a 
leady  wit  to  proclaim  my  lady  whore,  and  me 
bawd,  I  hope  to  see  you.  load  a  gallows  for  it. 

Capt,  Once  again,  is  kpeace  or  war? 

X<n?e»  Peace !  I'll  have  thy  blood  first,  dog. 

Where's  my  pearl  ? [5^  speaks  to  WildJ 

You  ought  to  right  tne,  su*,  in  this  particular ;  it 
was  to  you  I  ^nt  them. 

Wild,  Madam,  I  sent  not  for  them. 

Capt.  No  more  words;  I  have  them,  I  eam'd 
ihem,  and  you  paid  them. 

Faith,  You  are  a  foul-mouth'd  fellow,  sirrah. 

Xope.  Peace,  wench,  I  scorn  their  slander,  it 
cannot  shake  my  honour ;  'tis  too  weighty  and 
too  fil'd  for  theur  calumny. 

Jol,  I'll  be  sworn  for  my  part  on't,  I  think  it 
is  a  great  honour ;  I  am  sure  I  had  as  much  as  I 
could  carry  away  in  ten  nights,  and  yet  there 
was  no  miss  on't. 

Capt,  You  ?  I  think  so ;  there's  no  mark  of 
my  work,  you  see,  and  yet  I  cama  after  thee, 
and  brought  away  loads  would  have  sunk  a  sedan- 
man. 

Wild,  By  this  relation  she  should  be  a  woman 
of  a  great  &me. 

^  Care,  Let  that  consideration,  with  her  condi- 
tion, and  her  age,  move  some  reverence,  at  least 
to  what  she  was ;  madam,  I  am  sorry  I  cannot 
serve  you  in  this  particular. 

S Exeunt  Jolly  and  Careless. 
your  mean  baseness;  pursue 
your  scorn.  Come,  let's  go,  wench,  I  shall  find 
some  to  right  my  fame ;  and  tho'  I  have  lost  my 
opinion,  I  have  gain*d  a  knowledge  how  to  dis- 
tineuish  of  love  hereafter ;  and  I  shall  scorn  you 
and  all  your  sex,  that  have  not  soul  enough  to 
value  a  uoble  friendship. 

Wild,  Pray,  madam,  let  me  speak  with  you. 

Capt,  We'll  have  no  whispering;  I  said  it^ 
and  I'll  maintain  it  with  my  sword. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Drawy  Sir,  there's  one  without  would  speak 
with  you. 

Cfl/)f.  Withme? 

Draw,  No,  sir,  with  Master  Wild.     . 
fF</(2.  Madam,  111  wait  upon  you  presently. 

[BjfU  Wild. 


Capt,  Madam,  I  know  my  company  is  dis- 

pleasmg  to  you,  therefore  I'll  take  my  leave: 

Drawer,  shew  me  another  room .  [  Exit  Cdpt^m. 

[7%e  Captain  makes  a  turn  or  two,  tkof 

look  at  each  other,  then  he  goes  out. 

Love.  Oh  Faitliful,  Faithful !  I  am  most  mi- 
serably abus'd,  and  can  find  no  way  to  my  re- 
venge. 

Faith.  Madam,  I'll  give  them  rats-bane,  and 
speedily  too,  ere  they  can  tell :  for  that  rascal 
the  captain  has  a  tongue  else  will  procUim  you, 
and  undo  your  &une  for  ever. 

Love,  Ay,  ay,  my  (ame,  my  fame.  Faithful ; 
and  if  it  were  not  for  mine  honour,  (wlach  I 
have  kept  unstained  to  this  minute,)  I  woald  oot 
care. 

Faith,  This  it  is ;  you  will  still  set  yoar  aA> 
fection  upon  every  young  thing ;  I  could  but  tell 
you  on  't. 

Love,  Who  could  have  suspected  they  would 
have  been  so  fidse  in  their  loves  to  me,  that  have 
been  so  faithful  to  them  ?— Honest  friend,  where 
is  Master  Wild? 

Enter  Drawer, 

DrtUD»  The  other  gentleman  carried  him  away 

Love,  Are  they  all  gone  then  ?         [with  bin. 

Draw,  Yes,  by  this  band — ^Tbese  eentleiDeo 
are  quickly  satisfied  ;  what  an  ugly  whore  thej 
have  got  I  bow  she  states  it !  [Asiie, 

Love,  Come,  let's  go,  wench.  [She  offers  togs. 

Draw,  Mistress,  who  pays  the  reckoning? 

Love.  What  says  he  ? 

Faith,  He  asks  me  who  pays  the  reckonios? 

Love,  Who  pajfs  the  reckoning !  Wliy,  what 
have  we  to  do  with  the  reckoning? 

Draw,  Shut  the  door,  Dick :  well  have  the 
reckoning  before  you  go. 

Faith,  Why,  goodman  sauce-box,  you  will  not 
make  my  lady  pay  for  their  reckoning,  wiliyoo? 

Draw.  My  lacly !  a  pox  of  her  title,  she'd 
need  of  something  to  make  her  pass. 

Faith.  What  do  you  say,  sirrah  ? 

Draw.  I  say,  the  gentlemen  paid  well  for 
their  sport;  and  I  know  no  reason  why  we 
should  lose  our  reckoning. 

Love,  What  do  you  take  me  for,  my  friend? 

Draw,  In  troth,  I  take  you  for  uotiring ;  hot 
I  would  be  loath  to  take  you  for  that  use  1  chink 
they  made  shifl  with  you  for.  [plot. 

Faith,  Madam,  this  is  that  rascally  capuin*s 

Love.  Patience,  patience.  Oh  for  a  bite  at 
the  slave's  heart!  Friend,,  mistake  me  not,  my 
name  is  Loveall,  a  lady ;  send  one  along  with 
me,  and  you  shall  have  your  money. 

Draw.  You  must  pardon  roe,  madam,  I  an 
but  a  servant;  if  you  be  a  lady,  pray  sit  in  an 
inner  room,  and  send  home  your  woman  for  the 
money  ;  the  sum  is  six  pounds,  and  be  pleased 
to  remember  the  waiters. 

Love^  Go,  Faithful,  go  fetch  tbe  money.  Ok 
revenge,  revenge !  shall  I  lose  my  honour,  aod 
have  no  revenge  ?  [ExfmU  omnHf 
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E/Uer  Waxton,  dtpiain,  CARSiESSy  and 

Wild. 

Wan,  By  tU  that  a  longing  bride  hopes  for, 
which  I  am  not,  I  am  better  pleased  with  this 
revenge  than  mine  own  plot»  which  takes  as  I 
cookl  wish ;  I  have  so  anointed  my  higli  priest 
with  sack,  that  be  would  have  confuted  naai's 
priest ;  and  now  he  does  so  slumber  in  his  ale* 
and  calls  to  bed  already,  swears  the  sun  is  set. 

Capt,  Faith,  wench,  her  abasing  of  me  made 
me  leave  her  for  the  reckoning. 

Care,  Yes^  faith,  they  have  treated  her  npsey 
whore,  lain  with  ba>,  told,  and  then  pawn*d  her. 

Wan,  Yes,  yes,  voa  are  fine  things ;  I  won- 
der women  can  endure  you ;  for  me,  I  expect 
yoa  worse^  and  am  ann'd  for*t. 

Wild,  Faith,  let*s  send  and  release  her,  the 
jesC  is  gone  far  enough ;  as  I  live,  I  pity  her. 

Wan,  Pitv  her  I  hang  her,  and  rid  the  coon* 
try  of  her;  soe  is  a  thing  wears  out  her  limbs  as 
fast  at  her  cloaths  ;  one  that  never  goes  to  bed 
at  all,  nor  sleeps  in  a  whole  skin,  but  is  taken 
Co  pieces  like  a  motion,  as  if  she  were  too  long ; 
abe  should  be  haag'd  for  offering  to  be  a  whore. 

Cop/.  As  I  live,  she's  in  the  right;  I  peep*d 
once  to  see  what  she  did  before  she  went  to  bed : 
bj  thi»  light,  her  maids  were  dissecting  her ;  and 
When  they  bad  done,  they  brought  some  of  her 
to  bed,  and  the  rest  they  either  pin'd  or  hung 
QD,  and  so  she  lay  dismembered  till  morning ;  in 
which  time,  her  chamber  was  strew'd  all  over, 
like  an  anatomji^school. 

Wan,  And  when  she  travels  any  where,  she  is 
transported  with  as  great  a  care  and  fear  of 
spoiling,  as  a  juggler's  motion,  when  he  removes 
from  fair  to  fair. 

Care^  She  is  a  right  broken  gamester,  who, 
tho'  she  lacks  wherewithal  to  play,  yet  loves  to 
be  looking  on. 

Enter  Wavtov's  Maid. 

Bawd.  He  is  awake,  and  calls  for  yon  impa- 
tiantly ;  he  would  fidn  be  inted,  tb^  company 
is  all  gone. 

Wan:  Areyooinstmdted? 

Bamd.  Le&me  alone,  I'll  w&rrant  yon  fyt  my 
part. 

Wan,  Farewell  then ;  you  are  all  ready.  Who 
plays  master  constable  ? 

Vapi.  I,  I ;  and  Ned  Jolly  the  sumner. 

Wan.  Farewell,  farewell  tlien. 

[Exit  Wantoh  and  Bamd, 

VOL.    III. 


WM.  It  is  a  delicate  wench. 

Care,  She  has  excellent  flesh,  and  a  fine  face  | 
by  this  light,  we  must  depose  the  captain  from 
his  reign  Here.  [They  whisper  this* 

Wild,  I  like  her  shrewdly  $  I  hate  a  wench 
that  is  all  whore  and  no  company ;  this  is  a  co* 
medy  all  day,  and  a  fair  at  night. 

Care,  I  mpe  to  exalt  the  parson's  horn  here. 

Capi,  And  what  think  yon  ?  is  it  not  a  sweet 
sin,  this  lying  with  another  man's  wife? 

Tl'afi.  Is  Jolly  come?  [Wanton  ahoH* 

Capt,  No,  but  he'll  be  here  instantly. 

VTi/ti  Is  he  a-bed  ? 

Wan.  Yes,  yes,  and  be  sleeps  as  if  he  had 
been  pat  to  bed  by  his  sexton,  with  dutt  to  duitp 
and  askei  to  aihei. 

Capt,  And  we'll  wake  him  with  that  shall  be 
as  terrible  to  him  as  the  latter  day. 

Wan,  Let  him  sleep  awhile  that  be  may  ht 
fresh,  else  the  jest  is  spoifd ;  for  it  is  his  sense 
of  his  disgrace  must  work  my  ends. 

Wild,  I'll  go  home  then,  and  get  sapper 
ready,  and^xjiect  you. 

Enter  Jolly. 

Capt,  Do  :  otir  scene  Hes  here.  Who's  there, 
Jolly? 

Jol,  Yes. 

Capt.  Are  yon  fitted  ? 

Jol.  Yes,  I  haive  aot  the  Black-fiyars  masic;. 
I  was  fain  to  stay  tiU  the  last  act.  And  who  d^ 
you  think  I  saw  there  ? 

Wild.  I  know  noL 

Jol.  Guess. 

Wild,  Pr*ythee !  I  cannot  guess. 

Jol.  Your  aunt  and  Mrs  Pleasant,  and  trusty 
Secret. 

Wild.  WhAt,  man  ? 

Jol,  The  lovers  only,  so  close  in  a  hot ! 

Capt.  It  will  be  a  match,  and  there's  an  end. 
Pi'y  thee,  let  them  go  to 't ;  what  is 't  to  os  ?  Lec\ 
mind  our  business  now,  and  think  on  them  here- 
after. 

Wan.  A  pox  upon  them,  for  a  couple  of  stauk- 
hounds.  Have  they  killed  at  fast  ?  Why,  this  is 
fool's  fortune.  It  would  be  long  enough  ere  one 
that  has  wit  got  such  a  wife ! 

Capt,  No  more  of  this  now.  Have  you  boi^ 
row'd  the  watchmen's  coats  ? 

Jol,  Yes,  and  bills,  beards,  and  constable's 
staff  and  lanthom ;  and  let  me  alone  to  fit  him 
for  the  snmner.  But  when  this  is  done,  I  ex-- 
pect  my  fee,  a  tytlie-oight  at  least.  Wanton, 
I  will  he  widi  thee  for  thy  roguery.  Wliat !  are 
you  dumb  ?  Yon  will  not  refuse  me,  I  hope  ? 
Wan.  Notiflthoi^btthoudesifMsti't:  buj^t 
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hate  to  have  it  desired  indifferently,  and  bat  so- 
so  done  neittier  when  'tis  done. 

JoL  I  hope  you  will  not  disgrace  my  work, 
will  you  ? 

Wan.  Faith,  they  say,  thy  pleasure  lies  in  thy 
tongue ;  and  therefore,  tho*  1  do  not  give  thc« 
leave  to  lie  with  me,  yet  I  will  give  thee  as  good 
a  tiling,  that  will  please  thee  as  welL 
Jol»  Some  roguery,  I  expected. 
Wan,  No,  fiaith,  I  am  senous;  and  because  I 
will  please  you  both,  Master  Wild  shall  lie  here, 
and  you  shall  have  leave  to  say  you  do ;  which 
will  please  you  as  well. 

Jol,  Faith,  and  my  part  is  some  pleasure.; 
rise,  I  have  lav^d^  enjoydy  and  told,  is  mistook. 
Wan^  Ay,  but  never  to  love,  seldom  eujoy, 
imd  always  tell — fob  !  it  stinks,  and  stains  worse 
than  Shoreditcb  dirt;  and  women  hate  and 
dread  men  for 't.  Why,  I  that  am  a  whore  pro- 
fess'd,  cannot  see  youth  digest  it,  tho'  it  be  my 
profit  and  interest.  For  to  be  a  private  whore 
m  this  town,  starves  in  the  nest  like  young  birds, 
when  the  old  one's  kill'd. 

Care.  Excellent  girl!  tis  too  true.     Jolly, 
jour  tongue  has  kept  many  a  woman  honest. 

Wan,  Faith,  'tis  a  truth :  this  I  shall  say,  yon- 
may  all  better  yoor  pleasures  by,  if  you  will  ob- 
serve it;  I  dare  say,  the  fear  of  telling  keeps' 
more  women  honest  tlian  Bridewell  hemp ;  and 
were  you  wise  men,  and  true  lovers  of  liberty, 
now  were  the  time  to  bring  wenchine  to  that 
perfection,  no  age  could  ever  have  liop'd.  Now 
you  may  sow  such  seed  of  pleasure,  you  Inay  be 
prayed  for  hereafter.  Now,  in  this  age  ofzenl 
ancl  ignorance,  would  I  have  you  four,  in  old 
eloaths  and  demure  looks,  present  a  petition  to 
both  houses,  and  say,  you  are  men  touch*d  in 
conscience  for  your  share  in  that  wickedness 
which  is  known  to  their  worships  bv  the  pleasure 
of  adultery ;  and  ^desire  it  may  be  death,  and 
that  a  law  may  be  pass'd  to  that  purpose.  How 
the  women,  will  pray  for  you,  and  at  their  own 
charges  rear  statues  in  memory  of  their  benefac- 
tors! The  young  and  kind  would  tlien  liaunt 
your  ehambers,  pray,  and  present  yon,  and  court 
the  sanguine  youth,  (or  the  sweet  sin  secur'd  by 
auch  a  law.  None  would  lose  an  occasion,  nor 
churlishly  oppose  kind  nature,  nor  refuse  to  li>- 


ten  to  her  summons,  #ben  youth  and  pasaoa 
calls  for  those  fbrbiddeta  sweets.  When  such 
security  as  your  lives  ar^  at  stake,  who  woukl 
fear  to  trust  ?  With  this  law,  all  oaths  and  pnn 
testations  are  cancell'd.  Letters  and  hamb 
would  grow  useless  too.  .  By^  instinct,  the  kind 
will  find  the  kind ;  and,  having  one  nature,  be- 
come of  one  mind.  Now  we  lose  an  age  to  ob- 
serve and  know  a  man's  humour  ere  we  dare 
trust  him  ;  but  get  th»  la#,  then  'tis.  Like  aod 
enjoy.  And  whereas  now,  with  ezpence  of  tioie 
and  fortune,  you  may  gleab  some  one  mistrai 
amongst  your  neighbours'  wtves;  yon  ahatt  resp 
women  whole  arrafnls,  as  iii  the  corooion  ficn. 
There  is  one  small  town,  miHt  only  in  this  km; 
and  I  have  heard  them  say  that  know  it  well, 
there  has  been  but  one  ex^r^tion  this  hundred 
years;  yet  the  same  party  seiMtd  seven  yean, 
and  could  not  find  an  honest  wtHnan  in  the  tom. 

Care.  An  excellent  plot !  lei  as  about  iL  Ink 
and  paper,  dear  Wanton.  MTe  will  draw  the 
petition  presently. 

Wan.  Will  Master  Jolly  conltot  too?  Too 
must  not  then,  as  soon  as  a  handtome  womaB  it 
named,  smile  and  stroke  your  beard ;  tell  bini 
that  is  next  you,  you  have  lain  with  her.  Sack 
a  lye  is  as  dangerous  as  a  truth ;  AIMl  'twere  hot 
justice  to  have  thee  hang'd  for  a  sdk  thou  never 
committedst,  for  having  defam'd  so  dlany  womeo. 

JoL  If  all  those  liars  were  hanelfly  I  believe 
the  scale  would  weigh  down  with  3^  guilty. 

Wan.  One  rogue  han^d  for  exaro|ile,  woold 
make  a  thousand  kind  giris.  If  it  takt,  it  shall 
be  called  my  law.  Wanton's  Law ;  thelk  we  may 
go  in  petticoats  again ;  for  women  grtw  impe- 
rious and  wore  the  breeches  only  to  fright  the 
poor  cuckolds,  and  make  the  fools  dig^  their 

norns. Are  you  all  ready  ?    Shall  I  optA  the 

door? 

Capt,  Yes. 

Wild,  ril  expect  you  at  my  house. 

[Exit  Wild  one  voy,  and  the  rea  cfth 
company  another, 

Omnet.  W<hl  come,  we'll  come. 

Capt.  So,  knock  louder. 

[They  knock  within^  and  the  Parmn  din 
caoer*d  in  hii  bed,  and  the  Bawd  with 
him. 


^ denre  U  may  he  death,  &c.— Allnding  to  the  acts  of  01i?er  Cromwell's  pariiamcat,  far  f^ 

nishing  adultery,  incest,  and  fornication ;  by  which  it  was  declared,  that  the  two  foraser  shoald  he 

ponisfaAble  with  death  on  the  first  offence,  and  the  latter  upon  the  second  convicstioii. **  Tbctt 

acts,"  an  exceUent  writer  (Mr  Barrington  on  the  Staiuiet)  observes,  **  conid  not  have  contuMed  leaf 
'  unrepealed,  even  \f  Charlee  the  Second  had  not  succeeded  to  the  throne."  It  has  been  doabted,  whether 
there  were  any  instances  of  carrying  them  into  execution,  notwithstanding  the  rigidness  of  the  tiacs 
wherein  they  were  enacted.  A  news-paper,  however,  of  that  period,  fnmishei  an  example,  whid^ 
•from  the  extraordinary^  circumstances  attending  it,  maypcriiaps  be  considered  as  not  oaworthyof  he- 
ing  preserved.  In  Mercwriue  PoUiieui,  No.  168,  f^om  Tktredfnf,  Aug.  S5,  to  Tkarodmy,  Sepi.  1,  16!^ 
p.  t700,  prinied  fnf  Tho.  Newcomb,  is  the  following  passage :  **  At  Monmouth  Assiae  and  old  bib  w 
Mgkt^frmae  pten^  was  put  to  deadi  for  adultery,  committal  ¥rith  a  woman  above  sucfsf," 
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Wbo*fi  there?    ^rhat  would  jou  htve? 
.  Tiere's  his  inajeity's  wntch,  and  master 
»le*s  worship  most^come  in.    We  have  a 
t  from  the  lords  tp  search  for  a  delinquent. 

You  come  nut  |iere.    1*11  answer  ^our 
t  to-  morrow. 
Break  open  the  door. 

I  would  yon  durst, 
i.  Lord,  dear  I     What  sliall  we  do? 

Why,  sweet,  I  warrant  you.    Art  tliou 
'  wife,  my  fib,  l|one  of  my  bone  ?    1*11 
iny  thing  ere  ope  hair  of  thee  shall  be 
I. 
(/.  Hark  !  They  break  open  jthe  door ! 

They  dare  no(.    Why  dost  thou  tremble 
AS,  sweet  innocf  Dce,  how  it  shakes ! 
.  Break  open  the  door. 

IMl  complain  19  the  bishop  of  this  inso- 

i.  They  come,  (hey  come,  lamb ! 

No  matter,  sweet,  they  dare  not  touch 
What  would  jou  have,  master  constable  ? 
e  very  rude.  [He  delivers  the  warrant, 
.  Read  our  frarrant,  and  our  business 
:use  us.  Do  you  know  any  such  person 
6nd  there  ? 

Yes,  sir,  bq(  not  by  this  name.    Such  a 

is  my  wife,  and  no  Lindabrides.  We 
arried  to-di|y,  and  I'll  justify  her  my  wiie 
t  ooartrday.    You  have  your  answer,  and 

gone. 

We  must  fake  no  notice  of  such  excuses 
If  she  be  your  wife,  make  it  appear  in 
ind  she  will  be  delivered  unto  you. 

If  she  he  pny  wife !  Sir,  I  have  wedded 
d  bedded  her,  what  other  ceremonies 
fou  have  ? — Be  not  afraid,  sweetheart. 
Sir,  we  can  do  no  less  than  execute  our 
; :  we  are  but  servants ;  and,  master  con- 
I  charge  you  in  the  king*s  name  to  do 
ity.    Behold  the  body  of  the  delinquent. 

Touch  her  that  dares ;  I'll  put  my  dag* 
him.  [He  takt$  hit  dagger,"]  Fear  no- 
weetheart.  Master  constable,  you'll  re- 
is  insolence  offered  to  a  man  of  my  coat. 
i.  Help,  my  dearest,  will  you  let  me  he 
us  ?      [Here  they  ttrive  to  take  her  out. 

Villains^  what  will  you  do?    Murder! 

.  Yes,  yes,  *tis  likely ;  I  look  like  a  ra-* 

Hold  him,  and  we*ll  do  well  enough  with 

[At  they  ffo  to  pull  her  out  of  the  bed, 
they  duco^er  the  Bawd.  IVhen  they 
let  him  go,  he  turnt  to  her  and  holdt 
her  in  hit  armt. 

.  What  have  we  here,  an  old  womaq  ? 
Let  me  go,  slaves  and  murtherers. 

.  Let  him  go. 

Do  any  of  you  know  this  woman  ?    This 

ihe  we  look*d  for. 

NO|  rascal,  that  mistake  shall  not  excuse 


Jid^  It  is  old  Goodman  what  d*  ye  call  lum,* 
his  wife. 

Copt.  Hold  the  candle,  and  let's  see  her  face. 
[When  they  hold  the  candle,  the  litt  in  hiti 
botom,  and  hit  armt  about  her. .  She, 
mtat  be  at  nattily  dretted  at  they  can 
drest  her.  When  he  teet  her  he  falU 
into  amaze,  and  thovet  her  from  him. 

Jo/.  Whathnve  we  here,  adultery  ?  Take  them 
both  :  here  uijl  be  new  matter.  , 

Par.  Master  constable,  a  little  argument  will 
persuade  you  to  believe  I  am  grossly  abus'd^ 
Sure,  this  does  not  look  like  a  piece  that  a  maa 
would  sin  to  enjoy.  Let  that  then  move  your 
pity  and  care  of:  my  reputation.  Consider  my 
calling,  and  do  not*bring  roe  to  a  publick  shame,- 
for  what  you're  sure  I  am  not  gudty  of,  but  by 
plot  of  some  villainst  / 

Bawd.  Dear,  will  you  di8f:laim  me  now  ? 

Pari  Oh  impudence ! 

Jol.  Master  constable,  do  your  doty.  Take 
them  both  away,  as  you  will  answer  it. 

Capt.  Give  him  his  cassock  to  cover  him. 
[They  put  on  hit  cattock  and'  her  coat, 
and  lead  them  away. 

Par.  Why,  gentlemen,  whither  will  you  carry 
me? 

Capt.  To  the  next  justice,  I  think  it  is  Master 
Wild ;  he  is  newly  come  from  travel.  It  will  be 
a  good  way,  neighbours,  to  express  our  respects 
to  him. 

Par.  No,  faith,  gentlemen,  e*en  go  the  next 
way  to  Tybuni,  and  dispatch  the  business  with* 
out  ceremony ;  for  you  il  utterly  disgrace  me. — 
This  is  that  datan^d  captain.  My  wife  is  abroa^ 
too :  I  fear  she  is  of  the  plot. 

Jol,  Come,  away  with  'em. 

Bawd.  Whither  will  they  lead  us,  dear? 

Par.  Oh,  oh,  impudence!  Gentlemen,  do 
not  lead  us  together,  I  beseech  you. 

Capt.  Come,  come,  lead  them  together :  no 
ceremonies.    Your  faults  are  hoih  alike. 

[Exeunt  omnes* 

SCENE  U. 
Enter  Wanton  and  Wild. 

Wan,  You  had  best  brag  now,  and  nse  me 
like  my  lady  what-d*-ye-call ;  but  if  you  do,  I 
care  not. 

Wild.  Come,  y'  are  a  fool.  Fll  be  a  faithful 
friend,  and  make  good  conditions  for  thee  before 
thy  husband  be  quit. 

[Wild  tits  down  with  Wawtow  in  hit  lap^ 

Wan.  You  must  do  it  now,  or  never. 

Wild.  Hark  !  hark !  I  hear  them. What's 

the  news  ? 

Enter  Captain,  Jolly,  Watch,  Bamd,  and 

Parson, 

Capt.  We  have  brought  a  couple  of  delin-^ 
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qoenU  hef^n  Jfoof  worship ;  tbej  hkjt  ccnd- 
mitced  a  vefy  fonl  fanlt. 

Joi.  And  we  hate  brought  the  firalt  along  too, 
that  jour  worship  may  see  it.  You  will  fa«  the 
better  able  to  judge  of  the  ofienders. 

Far,  Ha !  what  do  I  see?  Mj  wife  io  master 
justice's  lap ! 

Wan.  What  has  the  poor  fellow  done  ? 

Ca/y/.  Why,  madam,  he  has  been  taken  in  bed 
with  this  woman,  another  bhui's  wife. 

Wan.  In  bed  with  her !  and  do  you  raise  him 
to  punish  him  ?  Master  constable,  if  you  would 
afflict  him,  command  them  to  lie  together  again. 
Is  not  the  man  mad  ? 

Par,  This  is  fine  roguery !  I  find  who  mlea 
the  roast. 

Wild.  Well,  to  the  business.  Yon  say,  he 
was  taken  in  bed  with  another  man's  wife. 

(^^^-  Yes,  and  't  like  your  worship. 

wild.  Make  his  mittimus  to  the  hcAe  at  New- 
gate. 

Wan.  Sure,  I  have  seen  this  frilow's  face. — 
Friend,  have  I  never  seen  vour  face  before? 

Par.  If  I  mistake  not,  I  have  seen  oae  venr 
like  your  ladyship's  too;  she  was  a  captaiius 
east-whore  in  the  town.  I  shall  have  a  tune  to 
be  reveng'd. 

Wild,  How  now,  sirrah;  are  you  threatening? 
Away  with  htm. 

Capt,  Iff  f^ch  a  stronger  watch,  sir,  and  r^ 
turn  presently. 

Wild.  Do,  master  constable;  and  give  the 
poor  woman  something,  and  set  her  free ;  for  I 
dare  say  'twas  his  wickedness.  She  looks  like 
one  that  ne'er  thought  on  such  a  thing. 

Bawd.  God  bless  vour  worship,  I  am  inno- 
cent. Hei  never  left  making  love,  till  I  con- 
sented. 

Enter  Captain  in  his  oton  Aape, 

Par,  Oh  miserable  }  miserable ! 
*  Capt,  How  now !  what's  the  news  here?  My 
honoured  friend  and  master  parson,  what  makes 
vou  liere  at  this  time  of  night?  why,  I  should 
have  thought  this  a  time  to  have  envy'd  you  for 
your  fair  bride's  enftbraoes.  Do  you  give  these 
favours?  Are  these  your  bride-laoes?  it's  a  new 
way.    [JnSoys  wtM  the  cord  that  binds  hi$  amu. 

Par.,  Is  it  new.  to  you? 

Wan,  How  now,  captain  ? 

Capt,  Wanton,  is  this  jioai  pJiot  to  oadear 
jpour  huiriband  to  you  ? 

Par.  No,  'tis  thy  plot,  poor  btaten  captain : 
b«t  1  shall  be  reveng'd? 

Capt.  Yea,  faitb,  it  was  my  plot,  and  I  glory 
ia't;  i»  undermine  my  Machiavel^  which  so 
greedily  swallow'd  that  sweet  bait  that  had  this 
hook. 

Par.  TIs  wett. 

Capt,  But  my  auger  ends  not  here.  Remem- 
bet  the  base  language  you  gave  me  ^  Son  of  a 
thousand  fkthers;  captain  of  a  tame  band;  and 


one  that  gjQ»mylifint  by  the  loiig'aui'apcic  chest 
— for  which,  and  diy  former  tieacbcrics,  IH 
ruin  thee,  slave.  I'll  have  na  mmn  mercy  oa 
thee,  than  okl  woomr  on  blind  pvppicSk  111 
bring  your  to  your  ooanmcodatioos  io  Laiia 
epistles  again :  nor  leave  thee  Any  thing  to  \m 
on;  no,  not  bread,  but  what  tbou  eam'st  by 
ranking  gentlewomen's  names  in  anagraoif. 
And,  master  justice,  if  ever  yottll  oblige  n^, 
stand  to  me  now,  that  I  may  procure  the  whip- 
ping of  him  from  the  revereoo  bench. 

Par.  I  am  undone. 

Wild.  I  cau  do  noUiing  but  justice :  ye«  anat 
excuse  me.  I  shall  only  make  it  appear  how  fit 
it  is  to  punish  this  kind  of  sin  in  that  coat  in  tinr, 
and  to  crush  sach  serpents  in  the  sbelis. 

Par.  Mercy!  Oh,  mercy! 

Wild.  Officers,  away  with  biaii. 

~[Th€y  pull  kim  amay. 

Par,  No  mercy? 

Wan,  Yes,  upon  conditions,  there  may  be 
some  mercy.     [The  Parton  loikw  very  de^eelid. 

Wild.  Aiid  these  they  are Let  the  watck 

stay  in  t'other  room. — First,  your  wiSt  shall  have 
her  liberty,  and  you  yours,  as  she  reports  of 
you ;  and  tvhen  you  bring  her  with  yoa,  yaa 
shall  be  welcome.  Then  yon  shnH  not  he  jea> 
lous;  that's  another  point.  lExii  Watek 

Capt.  That  he  sheJl  have  n  care  for. 

Wan.  Yes,  yes.  III  apply  aomethiBg  t»  kii 
eyes  shall  cure  him  of  his  doubt. 

Wild.  Then  you  shall  ask  the  captain  paidta, 
and  your  wife.  To  him  you  shaH  aRow  kslf 
your  parsonage  to  maintain  her.  The  deeds  ai« 
ready  within ;  if  you'll  sign  them,  and  deliver 
your  wife  to  our  use,  she  shall  diachnrg^  you. 

Par.  I  submit,  sir ;  but  I  hope  yonr  wenhip 
will  desire  no  witness  to  the  use  of  my  vilV. 
The  sumner,  and  the  watch  too,  I  hope  jour 
worship  win  ei^foifi  them  silence. 

Wttn.  You  sbftll  not  need  to  fear;  III  htvet 
care  of  your  credit.  Call  in  the  watch.  Do  yoo 
know  these  faces?  [She  diseemert  tim. 

Par,  Ha!  abus'd! 

Jol,  Nay,  no  fimching ;  if  yoa  dO|  I  betskt 
me  to  master  sumner  again. 

Capt.  And  I  become  severe  master  cooslsbit 
ID  a  trice. 

Par,  No,  no,  I  submit;  and  I  hope  we  art 
all  friends.  I'm  sure,  I  have  the  hnrdest  part  10 
focmye. 

Wan.  And  I,  before  all  this  cerapany,  premise 
to  foreet  and  forgive  thee;  and  am  caotenlis 
take  thee  again  for  my  dear  and  mortal  husband, 
now  you  are  tamer  but  you^  nrast  see  you  do  so 
no  more;  and  give  yonrwirto  he  blud  whai  it 
is  not  fit  fbr  you  to  see;  and  practise  to  be  d«f; 
and  learn  to  sleep  in  time ;  ami  httdt  business  to 
call  you  away,  wnen  gontlemcn  coBoe  ilMt  wnaki 
be  private. 

Capt.  Why  so !     NW  things  are  ss  lh^ 

should  be;  and  when  yon  wiK  nher,  yon  daw 

I  command;  but  when  you  would  be  impcrisa^ 
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etake  ne  fo  nijr  comtaMe^s  «lafr,  tiM  yoti 
e,  Cedunt  mnm»  togit ;  and  if  it  be  false 
irson,  Yoa  moflt  pflrdon  that  too. 
ly  this  Band,  I  roust  hare  my  tytbe^igbt 
>e,  thoQ  art  such  a  wac.  Say,  wben  f 
lit  thott  give  me  leave  ?  oa  I 

Never. 
4ever ! 

No,  never. 

)*ye  hear?  I  am  none  of  them  that 
r  charity.  Either  resolve  to  pay,  or  I 
vD  all  my  milk  again. 

What  would  yoti  have  } 
yive  me  leave  to  lie  with  yon. 

No  indeed. 
<Jo! 

No;  but  rather  than  qaarrel,  as  t  said 
I  will  give  you  leave  to  say  you  have 
bme. 

I  am  of  opinkm  she  owes  you  nothing 
»,  Mrs  Wanton,  take  your  hosband;  and, 
ve  all  doobu,  this  night  Fit  be  at  the 
)f  a  wedding-supper. 
This  is  better  toan  Neweate-hole  yet, 
HI  hemp,  brown  bread,  and  Yirhip-cord. 

[l&xeunt  omnes* 

SCENE  m.     . 

he  Widow  and  Mrt  Pleasavt,  MaHer 
Sad,  and  Master  Covstaitt. 

By  my  troth,  it  was  a  good  play. 

And  I  am  glad  I  am  come  home;  for 
•*en  as  weary  with  this  walking.  For 
«ke,  whereabouts  does  the  pimure  of 
;Kef  I  swear,  I  Imve  often  sought  it  till 
>eai7,  and  yet  I  ooiild  ne*er  find  it. 


Sad.  What  do  these  halberds  at  your  door? 
[A  Watch  Ht  the  Wldou^s  door. 

Wid.  Halberds  I    Where? 

Sad.  There,  at  your  lodging.  [havef 

Con.   Friend,  what  would  those  watchmen 

Watch,  The  bouse  is  shut  up  for  the  sickness 
this  afternoon. 

Plea,  The  sickness ! 

Watchi  Yes,  forsooth;  thefe^s  a  coachman 
dead,  full  of  the  tokens. 

Sad.  Where  is  the  officer? 

Watch.  He  is  gone  to  tiek  the  lady  of  the 
heoBe,  and  some  other  compawy  that  dtn'd  here 
yesterday,  to  bring  her  in,  or  carry  her  to  the 
Pest-mfose. 

Wid.  Ha !  What  shall  we  do,  niece  ? 

Sfki.  If  yoo  olease  to  command  our  locfgidg. 

Pkta.  It  will  be  too  moch  trouble. 

Wid.  Let's  go  to  LoveaH's. 

Pica.  Not  I,  by  my  faith ;  it  is  scaiice  fbr  our 
credits  to  let  her  come  to  us. 

Wid.  Why,  is  the  nanghtf 

Con.  Faith,  madam,  her  repntirtion  is  not  good. 

Wid.  But  what  shall  we  do  then  ? 

Con.  Dare  you  adventurp  to  oblige  osf 

Wid.  Thank  von,  sir ;  we'll  ^  to  my  nephew^ 
at  Covent  Garden :  he  may  shdt  amoi^  his  ao 
q^intance. 

Plea.  It  was  well  thought  on ;  the  Piasaa  h 
hard  bv,  f  o-j. 

Wid.  We*ll  borrow  yoar  coach  thlthef,  and 
well  send  it  vou  back  apan  straight. 

Con.  We*u  wait  upon  you,  madam. 

IFid.  This  accident  troubles  me.  I  am  beai^ 
tily  sorry  fbr  the  poor  fellow. 

Fka.  I  am  eorry  too.  But  ptat,  aunt^  let  tfs 
not  forget  oonelves  in  oor  grief.  *^I  am  not  am- 
bitions of  a  lied  cross  upon  the  door. 


on  noi  amBitiaoi  iff  a  red  eroa  apoa  the  doer* — ^This  alludes  to  one  of  the  regulatl0tts  made  to 
:  the  spreading  of  the  plague.  When  a  house  became  Infected,  the  officers  fanpdweied  fbr  that 
•  innnediately  placed  a  gnanl  before  it ;  which  continaed  there  n^t  and  day,  to  prevent  any 
roing  from  ttence,  aotn  the  expiration  of  forty  days.  At  the  same  tine,  red  croMes,  ^afoei 
tte  painted  ••  the  doors  and  wmdows,  with  the  words,  lob»  batb  imev  aawi  ffS^  in  great 
wrote  over  them,  to  caution  all  paisengers  ta  avoid  infected  places. 

coUectioa  of  epigianii,  iatitaled,  Jforv  FaUe$  yef ;  written  by  R.  A.  (iMfei  Hharpiy)  ttftfli 
thclailawinf  s 

<<  RosticQs,  an  honest  country  swayne. 
Whose  education  simple  was,  and  plaine, 
Havmg  sarveyM  the  cilie  round  aboot, 
Eauptyed  his  parse,  and  so  went  imdij^oati 
Bnt  by  the  way  be  saw,  and  much  respected, 
A  doote  heloopng  to  a  haose  infected ; 
Wherton  was  plac't  (as  'tis  the  custome  still) 
Lard  hate  nunfufomaM!  This  sad  bill 
'Die  sot  pensde ;  and  having  read,  he  swore 
All  London  was  ungodly,  but  that  doore. 
Here  dwells  some  vertve  yet,  sayes  he  ;  fbr  this 
A  most  devout  religious  saying  is : 
And  thus  he  wislit  (with  putting  ofllrfs  hatte) 
That  every  doore  had  such  a  bitt  as»lliat«* 
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Can.  Mistress  Pleasant  is  in  the  right ;  for  if 
yon  stajy  the  officers  will  put  joa  in. 

Wid.  We  shall  trouble  joo.  sir,  for  ]four 
coach.  lExeunt  omna. 


SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Panon^  Captain,  Wild,  Wakton, 
CARELESfty  and  Jollt. 

Par.  I  am  recongil'dy  and  will  no  longer  be 
an  nnchariuble  churchman.  I  think  this  sack 
IS  a  cooler. 

Capt.  What !  does  it  make  jou  to  s^  your 
error? 

Par,  Yes,  and  consider  my  man  of  war ;  nor 
will  I  again  dispute  hit  letters  of  mart,  nor  call 
them  passes  for  pirates.    I  am  free. 

CaDt,  And  welcome.  Any  thiuf^  but  anger 
is  sumrabley  and  all  is  jest  when  you  laugh ;  and 
I  will  hu£  thee  for  abusing  me  wirh  thy  eyea  in 
their  scabbards :  but  when  you  rail  with  drawn 
eyesy  jed  and  naked,  threatening  a  Levite*s  se- 
cond lerenge  to  all  that  touches  vour  concubine, 
then  I  betsSe  me  to  a  dark  lauthorn  and  a  con- 
stable's staff;  and  by  help  of  these  fathers  whom 
I  cite,  I  prove  my  teit.  Women  tliat  are  kind 
ought  to  be  free. 

Far.  But,  captain,  is  it  not  lawful  for  us  shep- 
herds to  reclaim  them  ? 

Capt,  A  mere  mistake ;  for  sin,  like  the  sea, 
may  be  tum*d  out,  but  will neVrgrow  less:  and 
though  you  should  drain  this  mistress  Doll,  yet 
the  whore  will  find  a  place,  and  perhaps  overflow 
some  maid,  till  then  honest :  and  so  you  prove 
the  author  of  a  new  sin,  and  the  defiler  of  a  pure 
temple ;  therefore  I  say,  while  you  live,  let  tlie 
whore  alone,  till  she  wears  out ;  nor  is  it  safe  to 
vamp  them,  as  you  shall  find.  Read  Ball  the 
first  and  the  second. 

Wild.  No  more  discourse.   Strike  up,  fidlers. 

Capt.  See,  who's  that  knocks  ? 
[A  countnf^ance.     When  they  are  merry, 
tinging  catches  and  drinking  heaithi, 
the  WidoWf  Mrs  Pleasant,  and  the  two 
Lovers,  knock  at  the  door. 

Serv.  Sir,  'tis  Mistress  Pleasant,  and  the  two 
gentlemen  tliat  din'd  there  to-day. 

Wild.  My  aunt  and  Mistress  Pleasant ! 
^  Jol.  What  a  pox  makes  them  abroad  at  this 
time  of  night? 
Capt,  It  may  be,  they  have  been  a  wenching. 

Serv.  Sir,  tliey  were  upon  alighting  out  of  the 
coach  when  I  came  up. 

Wild.  Quickly,  Mrs  Wanton ;  you  and  your 

husband  to  bed ;  there's  the  key.    Mr  Parson, 

you  know  the  way  to  the  old  chamber;  and  to 

It  quickly ;  all  is  friends  now. 

Par.  Sweetheart,  well  steal  away. 

Wan,  The  devil  on  them,  they  have  spoil'd 
our  mirth.  [Exit  Parson. 

Wild.  Jacky  get  you  and  your  company  down 


the  back-wpy  into  the  kitcbeo,  and  stay  thcre^ 
till  we  see  what  this  visit  means.  [Excsmt  FidUrt. 

Capt.  Mains !  What  should  it  mead?  It  » 
nothing  but  the  mischievous  nature  all  boacst 
women  are  endu'd  with,  and  naturally  givm  to 
spoil  sport,  I  wonder  what  fart  blew  them  bitbcr 
to-night. 

Wild.  Nay,  have  a  little  patience,  captain; 
you  and  Mr  Jolly  must  sit  quietly  a  while  witfain, 
till  we  know  the  cause. 

Capt,  It  is  but  deferring  our  mirth  for  sa 
hour,  or  so. 

Serv,  Sir,  here's  my  lady. 

Wild.  Quickly  remove  those  things  there. 
Captain,  step  in  there- 

Enter  Widow,  Pleasakt,  Sao,  amd  CoRSTiirr. 

Wid,  Nephew,  do  you  not  wonder  to  sec  ne 
here  at  this  time  of  night  ? 

Wild,  I  know  it  is  not  ordinary,  therefore  I 
believe  'tis  some  design.  What  is  it,  Mrs  Plet- 
sant  ?  shall  I  make  one  ? 

Plea.  As  I  live,  sir,  pure  necessity.  Neither 
mirth  nor  kindness  hath  begot  this  visit. 

Care.  What !  is  your  coach  broke  ? 

Wid.  Faith,  nephew,  t he  truth  is,  tlie  sickness  is 
in  my  house,  and  my  coachmaa>dy 'd  since  dianer. 

Wild.  The  sickness ! 

Plea.  Ay,  as  I  live :  we  have  been  walkisf 
since  the  play ;  and  when  wet  came  home,  «e 
found  the  watch  at  the  door,  and  the  house  shot 
op. 

Sad.  And  a  constabte  gone  in  search  of  all 
those  that  dined  there  to-day,  with  orders  to  fiir- 
nish  us  lodgings  in  the  pest-house. 

Wid,  Are  you  not  afraid  to  receive  us? 

Wild,  As  I  live,  the  accident  troubles  me; 
and  I  am  sorry  such  a  misfortune  should  beget 
me  this  fovour ;  and  I  could  wish  myself  mt 
from  the  honour,  if  the  cause  were  remov'd  too. 

P/ea.  As  I  live,  Mr  Wild,  I  most  have  been 
forc'd  to  have  lain  with  my  servant  to-nigbt,  it* 
you  had  not  received  uie. 

Wild.  If  I  thought  so,  I  would  carry  yoo  out 
in  mv  arms,  I  am  so  much  Mr  Constant's  frieod. 

PUa.  But  are  you  more  his  friend  than  niioe, 
Mr  Wild  ? 

Wild.  No;  but  I  presume  by  this  he  bsi 
gain'd  so  much  interest,  as  be  would  notbeverj 
displeasing  to  you.    . 

Con.  Oh !  your  humble  servant,  sir. 

Plea.  If  I  had  had  a  mind  to  that  lodgiof^  I 
had  ne'er  come  hither ;  for  when  I  have  a  nind 
to  it,  I'll  marry  without  dispute;  for  I  fear  as 
body  so  much  as  a  husband ;  and  when  I  csa 
conquer  that  doubt,  I'll  nwrry  at  a  mioaie*i 
warning. 

Wid,  No  dispute  now :  can  you  furnish  as 
with  a  couple  ot  beds  ? 

Wild,  Yes,  yes. 

Wid.  And  have  you  e'er  a  woman  in  tbs 
house? 
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[y  sister's  maid  b  here* 

jkdwBy  if  you  resoiv#  id  do  as  this 

m  shall  find  clean  lilltni  and  your 

\y  ready. 

It  where  will  my  nepbtw  and  you,  sir, 

ti,    madam,   we  iiart  lusquainkance 

he  town. 

ell,  sir,  we*ll  accept  this  courtesy ; 

'on  come  into  Sufiblk^  you  shall  com* 

ouae. 

r'ytheecaU  Bess,  and  bid  her  bring 

lake  the  bed ;  Fll  go  ftnd  ietch  in  a 

as  good  a  bcMi  as  thfi  other;  and  if 

tay  the  removing,    #e*ll  set  up  a 

>,  a  pallet,  pray ;  bill  what  shall  we 

>cloaths,  aunt? 

hy,  what  are  those  fWk  bought  my 

not  that  linen  gone  ytftP 

D  fiuth,  madam,  his  tnah  forgot  it, 

iers  were  gone  last  wiek. 

'ill  that  serve? 

^  yes,  pray  do  us  th^  fiivonr  to  let 

'tis  but  washing  oft  again. 

ay,  it  will  serve :  discourse  no  more ; 

he  bundle;  and  pr'ythee  fetch  the 

looking-glasses  I  bottght  the  other 
ber  necessaries  that  watit  a  name  the 
1  furnish  you  with. 
ly,  but  where  is  she,  nephew  ? 
I  call  her,  if  she  be  not  gone  to-bed ; 
>rant  young  thing ;  I  am  to  send  her 
r's  in  the  country ;  I  have  had  such 
ber  in  the  fiishion. 

bat  country  is  she?  Pr'ythee,  Mr 
see  her. 

1  call  her  down.  [£rt<  Wild. 

dam,  now  we  see  y*are  safe,  we'll 
inds,  and  wait  upon  you  UHDorrow. 
nust  be  early  then,  sir,  for  I  shall  bor- 
ibew's  coach,  and  be  gone  betimes 
untry,  to  take  a  little  Iresh  air,  and 

search, 
ly,  madam,  be  pleased  to  command 

o,  sir,  I  humbly  thank  you ;  my  ne- 
hold  our  company, 
ir  humble  servant,  Mistress  t^leasant. 
ir  servant,  madam. 
M)d  night,  Mr  Constant. 
',  youll  excuse  us,  we  have  no  body 
It  you  down« 

[adam,  I  am  here  your  servant  as 
ose  that  wear  your  livery ;  and  this 
i  no  other ;  we  can  be  civil,  madam, 
ixtravagant. 

•or  bumble  servant,  Mr  Careless. 
Hitlemen,  if  you'll  wait  on  my  lady 
lamber,   then    I'll    wait  upon    you 

1  oblige  us^  sir.  [Extuni  omnes. 


SCENE  V. 

JSaler  Wild,  Captain,  WAirroir,  Panan, 
and  Jolly. 

Capt.  The  plague ! 

WUd,  The  pli^e,  as  I  live ;  and  all  my  re- 
lation is  truth,  every  syllable.  But,  Mrs  Wan- 
ton, now  must  you  play  your  master-piece;  be 
sure  to  blush,  and  appear  but  simple  enough, 
and  all  is  well ;  thou  wilt  pass  for  as  arrant  a 
chamber-maid  as  any  is  in  the  parish. 

Par,  Hum !  new  plots  ? 

Capt,  Let  me  put  on  a  petticoat,  and  a  mu& 
fler,  and  I'll  so  chamber-maid  it,  and  be  so  dili- 
gent with  the  clean  smock  and  the  chamber-pot 
— ^Now  would  I  give  ail  the  shoes  in  my  shop  to 
lie  with  'eui  both. 

Wan,  Let  me  alone  to  fit  them ;  I  can  make 
a  scurvy  curt'sjr  naturally :  remember,  I  am  an 
Essex  woman,  if  they  ask. 

Wild,  Come,  come  quickly,  take  those  sweat- 
meats  ;  bring  the  great  cake  and  knife,  and  nap* 
kinsj  for  they  have  not  supp'd ;  and,  captain, 
make  some  lemonade,  and  send  it  by  the  boy  to 
my  chamber;  and,  do  you  hear,  Jolly,  you 
must  stay  till  we  come,  for  we  must  lie  with  yoa 
to-night. 

Jo?.  We'll  stay,  but  make  baste  then.  • 

Capt,  And  bring  our  cloaks  and  swords  oat 
with  you. 

WUd.  I  will,  I  will;  but  be  quiet  all. 

Par.  Mr  Wild,  I  hope  there  is  no  plot  in  this. 

O^t.  There's  no  jc»dousy,  Mr  Parson ;  'tis 
all  scriou8|  upon  my  life.    Come  away  with  us. 

\^Ex€unt  omnet. 


SCENE  VL 

The  tyring'Toom,  curtaint  drawn,  and  they  dit-* 
caune,  Hiickamber,  two  beds,  two  tabieSflooh- 
ing'glana,  nigkt^luatht,  waitteoalt,  tweet-' 
bagt,  tmeet'meatt,  and  wine ;  Wan  toy  dre$t 
like  a  Chamber-maid ;  all  above,  if  the  Scene 
can  be  $o  ordered. 

Enter  Widow  and  Mr$  Pleasavt,  Wild,  and 
Cabeless;  the  Widow  and  Mrs  Pleasast 
iolute  Wahtov. 

Wild,  Faith,  aunt,  'tis  the  first  time  I  have 
had  the  honour  to  see  you  in  my  house ;  and  as 
a  stranger  I  must  salute  you. 

Wid,  As  I  live,  nephew,  I'm  asham'd  to  put 
you  to  this  trouble. 

Wild,  It  is  an  obligation Mrs  Pleasant, 

I  know  yon  have  not  supp'd;  I  pray  you  be 
pleas'd  to  taste  these  sweet-meats,  they  are  of 
sairs  doing ;  but  I  understand  not  sweet-meats, 
the  wine  I'll  answer  for ;  and,  in  a  word,  you 
are  welcome :  yon  are  Patrona,  and  we  your 
slaves. 
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Care,  Good  rest,  a«d  %  pkasing  dream,  your  * 
humble  servant  wishes  you. 

Wi4'  Good  Mibl,  Be|ihcw ;  good  w^  Mr 
Careless. 

Flea.  Good  night,  Mr  Careless ;  your  hum- 
ble servant,  Mr  Wild. 

[Eieumi  Wilh  and  Carslsss. 

Wid.  Why  ay,  here  are  men  have  aoaie  wit ; 
by  this  good  oigbt,.  bad  we  laia  at  my  servant's, 
we  should  have  foaod  the  lac*d  cap  aud  slipfMrs^ 
that  have  beea  eataiFd  upon  the  fanilv  tbtee 
£ye  descents,  advaoc'd  apoa  tbe  capboazd's 
bead  instead  of  plate, 

[Tkeuf  tit  domm  to  tmdreu  them. 

FkA.  They  aie  a  couple  of  tbe  readiest  youths 
loo;  how  they  ma  and  do  all  thiBga  with  a 
Ibgugbt !  I  ktve  bin  foe  aeading  bis  sister'amaid : 
a  pretty  wench ! 

WidL  Pray,  lei*te  f»  limbed  ;  I  am  vreaiy. 

P^«  You  will  not  go  to  bed  with  all  those 
windows  open :  sweetheart,  pr'ytbeesbut  tbem, 
andbriafiaehilber— — doitundetstandmef  as 
I  live,  'tis  a  great  while  since  I  went  to  the  play. 

wid.  It  has  been  oae  of  tbe  longest  days;  a 
year  of  then  would  be  an  age. 

Tlea.  Oh,  do  yoa  grow  weary  ^  you'll  break 
joar  covenant  ete  tbe  year  go  oat. 

[The  curtaint  arc  dotedi 

Wid,  Pr'ytbee^  shut  the  windows,  and  come 
pin  a|^  my  hair. 

SCENE  VU. 

Enter  WiU),  Jolly,  CARSLsaa,  Captainy  and 
Farttmr  and  FidUr$y  and  am  with  a  /crcA, 
with  thme  cloakt  and  their  swords,  putting 
them  on.    Enter  Wild's  Man. 

Wild,  See  you  wait  ditigeaCly,  and  let  them 
want  nothing  they  call  for. — Come,  shall  we  go  ? 
*tia  very  kite^ 

Copi.  Butbow  does  Wanton  carry  it  ? 

WUd,  They  saluted  her ;  and  Mrs  Pleasant 
sarore  you  might  see  the  couAtry-siiBplieity  in 
her  fiice. 

Par,  A  pox  upon  her,  crafty  cypay« 

Copt.  Why,  art  not  thou  gladto  see  she  can 
be  booest  when  she  will  ? 

Far,  1*11  shew  you  all  a  trick  for  her,  within 
these  few  days,  or  I'll  miss  my  ainru 

Jol.  Come,  let's  go.         [Thej/  all  offer  to  go. 

Capt.  I  have  a  mind  to  stay  till  Wanton 
comes. 

Wild.  Stay  a  little  theo,  for  'twill  not  be  long 
ere  they  be  a*bed. 

EmUr  Wamtqv. 

Capt,  1  hear  Wanton's  voice.    ^ 

WUd,  Are  they  arbed. 

Wan,  Yes,  and  have  so  admir*d  you  and  Mr 
Careless,  aud  abos'd  tbe  Covers— Well,  gentle- 
men, you  are  tbe  wits  of  the  time ;  but  if  I  might 


counsel— wril,  tber  aiijEbftKebhMtbiibijIt;  hot 

it  sboald  go  bard  if  I  hiy  not  wkb  ose  ef  ibem 

withtB  a  month. 

Care.  Were  they  so  taken  witk  their  kidgii|2 

Wmm.  AA  tbifc  can  be  aasd  tbey  staid:  job 

are  the  friendliest  men,  the  readiest  bmh,  da 

lioialsnmrit  men ;  men  that  hmdt  wit  and  coidd 

tell  when  to  be  civil,  and  when  t»  be  wild;  aii 

Mrs  (what's  her  name)  tbe  yonn^nf,  asked  why 

Mr  Wild  did  not  go  a  wooing  ta  sneae  rich  hen 

upon  her  conscience,  she  said,  ymt  vronid  speaA 

Care.  WcU^  weU,  tbere^  nliiMforaUtluagi; 

come,  let's  go.  E^V^  ^0^  '^  ^9*^ 

Wild.  Take  a  hgbt.--Good  nighk,  Waolsa. 

Capt.  D'ye  bear,  dVe  hear?  let  me  spsjdk 
with  you.  [They  all  came  baek  tgmm 

Wild.  Whatfs  the  bosineaB? 

Cqpt.  I  cannot  get  hence  this  niekt :  botyov 
good  angels  hang  at  my  heeU.;  and  if  1  cm  pr^ 
vail,  you  shall  stay. 

wUd.  What  ta  do? 

Capt.  What  to  do!  nkyVU  be  bang'd  ifaD 
this  company  do  not  gacae^ 

Jol.  Pr'ythee,  what  sbonld  we  stay  for? 

Capt.  For  tbe  widow,  and  her  niece:  Aft 
they  worth  the  watching  for  a  n%ht? 

Wild,  Yes,  certainly^ 

Capt,  Then  take  my  conneel,  and  let  aw  ^ 
it  oat  y'are  married :  yon  have  new  cloatbs  iiass 
home  this  morning,  and  there'a  that  you  spekt 
of  I'll  fetch  from  the  Uylor's;  and  hm'sa  psr 
son  shall  rather  give  diiem  bis  living  than  iiaj 
for  a  licence;  thefidbrs  too  atexendytnsskie 


Care.  Butif  they  refuse? 

Jol,  Which,  upon  my  coneeienee,  theyvii. 

Capt^  As  yon  hope,  else  you  are  laogb^  st 
for  missing  the  widow.  Ned,  follow  my  conO' 
set ;  appear  at  her  chamber-window  in  thv  ihirt, 
and  salute  all  that  pasee^  by ;  let  me  aloae  to 
give  it  out,  and  invite  company,  and  provide  din^ 
aer ;  then  when  the  busraess  is  known,  aad  I 
have  presented  ail  yoor  frienda  at  oooft  with  lii^ 
beads,  she  must  coaeeot,  or  her  bonoor  is  ki^ 
if  you  have  but  the  grace  to  swear  it,  and  ka^ 
your  own  comiael* 

Care.  By  this  hand,  he  has  reason ;  and  Fl 
anderCake  tbe  widow. 

Wild,  It  will  incense  them,  and  precipitate ths 
business,  whtcfa  is  in  a  fair  way  now  ;  and  if  they 
have  wir,  they  must  hate  ns  for  aoeb  a  treachery* 

Capt.  If  they  have  wit  they  will  love  yoo; 
beside^  if  it  come  to  that,  we  two  witt  swear  we 
saw  you  married,  and  the  parson  shaH  be  swafi 
he  did  it  :-^— Priest,  i»tU  you  not  awear? 

Par,  Yes,  an^  thing;  what  is't,  captain? 

Wild,  If  this  jest  coald  do  it,  yet  'tis  base  It 
gain  a  wife  so  poorly :  she  came  hither  too  fat 
sanctnary ;  it  would  be  an  uncivil  and  an  onkos- 
pitable  tbtng,  and  look  as  if  I  bad  not  meiit 
enough  to  get  a  wife  without  stealisig  her  fieii 
herself;  then,  'tis  in  mine  own  house. 

Capt.  Tbe.better;  nay^now  I  think  oa^wby 
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crnme  Ae  bilherl  bow  <lo  jroa  know  the  plague 
!•  there?  all  was  well  at  dinner;  I'll  be  nang'd 
if  it  be  not  a  plot ;  the  lovers  too,  whom  you 
ftboa'd  at  dinner^  are  join*d  with  theoi ;  a  trick, 
pi  mere  trick  of  wit  to  abuse  us;  and  to>morrow, 
when  the  birds  are  flown^  they'll  laugh  at  yon, 
pod  say,  two  cotontry'>ladies  put  themselves  naked 
into  tbe  hands  of  three  travel'd  city-wits,  and 
tbey  dupt  not  lay  hold  on  them* 

Care.  A  pox  upon  these  niceties ! 

Waum  If  they  rave  not  some  design  upon  you, 
htuig  me ;  why  did  they  talk  so  freely  before  me 
else? 

Cart.  Let's  but  try ;  we  are  not  now  to  begin 
to  make  tbe  world  talk ;  nor  is  it  a  new  thuig 
U>  tbem  to  bear  we  are  mad  fellows. 

Copt.  If  you  get  them,  are  they  worth  having  ? 

wUd.  Having!  yes. 

Copl.  If  voumiM  them,  the  jest  is  good.  Pr'y* 
Jlee,  Ned,  let  me  prevail ;  'tis  but  a  mad  trick. 

WiU,  If  we  would,  bow  shall  we  get  into  the 
:lMunber? 

Wan.  Lat  me  alone  for  that ;  I'll  put  on  my 
XKintry  simplicity,  and  carry  in  a  chamber-pot  i 
hen,  under  pretence  of  bolting  tbe  back-ooor, 
[II  open  it — and  yet  I  grudge  them  tlie  sport  so 
looestly ;  for  you  wencbers  make  the  best  hn9» 
MUKb ;  after  yon  are  once  married,  one  never 
lees  you. 

Capi.  I  warrant  thee,  wench. 

Wan.  No,  iiiitb,  I  have  observ'd  it,  they  are 
till  tbedoting'st  husbands,  and  then  retreat  and 
lecome  justices  of  the  peace,  and  none  so  violent 


n  the  bench,  as  they,  against  us  poor  sinners. 
I'll  do  it ;  for,  upon  my  conscience,  the 


roung  gentlewoman  wiU  fall  upon  her  back,  and 
luink  me.  [Exit  Wanton. 

Capt.  Away,  go  then,  and  leave  your  fooling ; 
Old  in  tlie  morning,  Ned,  get  in,  and  plead  naked 
vith  your  bands  in  the  M. 

Par.  And  if  tbev  cry,  put  your  lips  in  their 
ttiootha,  and  stop  them. 

O^i.  Why,  look  yon,  you  have  tbe  aotliority 
of  the  church,  too. 

WiUi.  Well,  I  am  now  resoltM ;  go  yon  about 
four  part,  and  make  the  report  strong* 
>  C«rc.  And,  d*  ye  hear?  be  sure  yon  set  the 
oook  at  work,  trait  if  we  miss  we  may  have  n 
pKid  dinner,  and  good  wine,  to  drink  down  our 
|ri«f« 

Cc^.  Mitt !  I  warrant  tbee,  'twill  thrive. 

[Exit  Captain, 
'  Care.  Nay,  if  I  knock  not  down  the  widow, 
jgM  me,  ami  come  out  to-morrow  coropleat  un- 
cle, and  salute  tbe  cotnpany  with,  You  are  wel- 
come, gentlemen,  and  Oood-morrow.  nephew 
^eed. 

WikL  Uode  Tom,  good  morrow,  nndeTom. 

Enter  Wantok. 

Wan.  All's  done ;  the  door  is  open,  and  they're 
as  still  as  children's  tbonghts ;  'tis  time  you  made 
you  ready,  which  is,  to  put  off  your  breeches, 

VOL.   III. 


for  'tis  almost  day ;  and  take  my  coonsel,  be 
sure  to  offer  force  enough,  the  less  reason  wiU 
serve ;  especially  you,  Master  Wild,  do  not  put 
a  maid  to  the  pain  of  saying.  Ay. 

Wild.  1  warrant  thee,  wench ;  let  me  alone. 

Care.  We'll  in  and  undress  us,  and  come 
again ;  for  we  must  go  in  at  the  back-door. 

Wildi  I'll  meet  yon.    Is  the  captain  gone^ 
[Exeunt  Wild  and  Careless. 

Wan.  Yes,  yes,  he's  gone. 

Jol.  Come,  Master  Parson,  let  us  see  the 
cook  in  readiness.  Where  are  the  fidlers }  What 
will  become  of  our  plot  ?  for  tbe  coacb-mani 
Master  Sad,  and  bis  friend,  will  stink  of  their 
jest  if  this  thrive. 

Par.  They  have  slept  all  night,  on  purpose  to 
play  all  day. 

Joit  when  the  ribbands  and  points  come 
from  the  Exchmge,  pray  see  the  fidlers  have 
some ;  the  rogues  will  play  so  out  of  tune  all 
day  else,  they  will  spoil  the  dancing,  if  the  plot 
do  take^ 

Enter  Wild,  and  Cabbless,  in  their  sAiWx, 
with  drawers  under  ;  night^^gowm  on^  and  in 
tlipperi. 

Wan.  Let's  see  them  in  the  chamber  first,  and 
then  I  shall  go  with  some  heart  about  the  bus»« 
ness.— ^So,  so^  creep  close  and  doietlyt  yoa 
know  tlie  way ;  the  widow  lies  in  the  high  bed, 
and  tbe  pallet  is  neit  tbe  doon 

[They  kneel  ai  the  deor  to  go  in  ;  ike 
ihaket  her  coats  over  *em. 

Wild.  Must  we  creep  ? 

Wan.  Yes,  yes,  down  npon  yoof  knees,  al- 
ways, till  you  get  a  woman,  and  then  stand  up 
for  tbe  cause:  stay,  let  me  shake  my  smock 
over  YOU  for  luck  sake. 

Jot.  Why  so?  I  warrant  you  thrive. 

Par,  A  pox  take  you,  I'll  pare  your  nails  when 
I  get  you  from  this  place  once. 

Wan,  Sweet-heart,  sweet-heart,  off*  with  your 
shoes. 

Par,  Ay,  with  all  my  heart,  there's  an  old 
shoe  after  you.  Would  I  ^ve  aH  in  my  shop 
tbe  rest  were  fumish'd  with  wives  too  ! 

Jol.  Parson-,  the  son  is  rising ;  go  send  in  the 
fidlers,  and  set  the  cook  on  work ;  let  him  chop 
soundly. 

Par,  I  have  a  tythe-pig  at  home.  111  e*en 
sacrifice  it  to  the  weddine.  [Exit  Parson. 

Wan,  They  will  find  tliem  in  good  posture, 
they  may  take  privy  marks  if  they  please ;  for 
they  said  it  was  so  hot  they  could  endure  no 
cloatbs,  and  my  simplicity  was  so  diligent  to  lay 
them  naked,  and  with  such  twists  and  turns 
fastened  them  to  the  feet,  FU  answer  for  *t  they 
find  not  the  way  into  themrin  an  hour. 

Enter  Servant  and  Parson. 

Jol,  Why  then  they  may  pull  up  their  smocks, 
and  hide  their  fiMres. 
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Serv.  Master  Jolly,  there  was  one  without 
.would  speak  with  you. 

JoL  Who  was  it  ? 

Serv,  It  is  the  lady  that  talks  so  welL 

JoL  They  say,  indeed,  she  has  an  excellent 
tftongue ;  I  would  she  had  changM  it  for  a  face ; 
'tis  she  that  has  been  handsome. 

Far,  Who,  not  the  poetess  we  met  at  Mr 
Sad*s? 

JoL  Yes,  the  same. 

Par,  Sure  she's  raad. 

Jol,  PrVthee,  tell  her  I  am  gone  to  bed. 
.    Serv,  I  have  done  as  well,  sir;  I  told  her  Mrs 
Wanton  was  here;  at  which  discreetly,  being 
touch'd  with  the  guilt  of  her  face,  she  threw  out 
a  curse  or  two,  and  retreated. 

Wan,  Who  is  this  you  speak  of?  I  will  know 
who  'tis. 

Par,  Why  'tis  she  that  married  the  Genoa 
merchant ;  they  oozen'd  one  another. 

Wan.  Who  ?  P^  Driver,  bewgle-eyes  ? 

JoL  The  same,  toe  same. 

Wan,  Why,  she  is  ugly  now  ? 

Par,  Yes;  but  I  have  knowu  her,  by  this 
hand,  ui  fine  a  wench  as  ever  sinn'd  in  town  or 
suburbs:  when  I  knew  her  first,  she  was  the 
original  of  all  the  wainscot  chamber-maids  with 
brooms,  and  bare-foot  madams,  you  see  sold  at 
Temple-bar  and  the  Exchange. 

Wan,  Ah !  th'  art  a  devil !  how  could'st  thou 
Ifind  in  thy. heart  to  abuse  her  so !  Thou  lov'st 
antiquities  too :  the  very  memory  that  she  had 
been  handsome  should  have  pleaded  something. 

JoL  Was  handsome,  signifies  nothing  to 
me. 


Wan,  But  she's  a  wit,  and  a  wendi  of  n  «• 
cellent  discourse.  horn. 

Par,  And  as  wood  company  as  any  %?^ 

Jot,  Company  f  for  whom,  Leather-ean,  \m 
majestv  of  Newgate-watch?  There  her  stoiy  will 
do  well  while  thej  louse  themselves. 

Par,  Well,  you  are  curious^  now ;  bat  iIk 
time  was  when  you  have  skip'd  for  a  kiss. 

JoL  Pr'ythee,  parson,  no  more  of  wit,  tod 
was  handsome ;  but  let  us  keep  to  this  text— 
[Ae  kistes  Wanton] — and  with  joy  think  upos 
thy  little  Wanton  here,  that's  kin<(  sqft,  sweec, 
and  sound:  tliese  are  epithets  for  a  mistrai^ 
nor  is  there  any  elegancy  in  a  woman  like  it 
Give  me  such  a  nak^  scene  to  study  night  tod 
day :  I  care  not  for  her  tongue,  ao  her  hct  be 
good.  A  whore,  dressHl  in  verse,  and  let 
speeches,  tempts  me  no  more  to  that  sweet  lio, 
than  the  statute  of  whipping  can  keep  roe  fivn 
it.  This  thing  we  talked  on,  which  retains  noCb- 
ing  but  the  name  of  what  she  was,  is  not  odj 
poetical  in  her  discourse,  but  her  tears  and  her 
love,  her  health,  nay  her  pleasure,  were  all  fic- 
tions, and  had  scarce  any  live  fl«rii  about  her 
till  I  administered. 

Par,  Indeed,  'tis  time  she  set  out,  and  give 
others  leave  to  play  ;  for  a  reverend  whore  is  is 
unseemly  sight ;  besides,  it  makes  the  sin  mtb* 
cious,  which  is  but  venial  else. 

Wan,  Sure  he'll  make  a  case  of  consdeooe 
oh't :  you  should  do  well  (sweet-heart)  to  r^ 
commend  her  case  to  your  brethren  that  atteod 
the  conunittee  of  affection,  that  they  may  onkr 
her  to  be  sound  and  young  again,  m  the  good 
of  the  commonwealth. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  FidUrSp  Jolly,  and  Wanton. 

JoL  Oh,  are  vou  ready  ?  are  vou  ready  ? 
Fid,  Yes,  an't  like  your  worsnip. 
JoL  And  did  you  bid  the  cook  cbop  lustily, 
f  nd  make  a  noise  ? 

Fid,  Yes,  sir,  he's  at  it. 
Wan,  I  hear  the  captain. 

Enter  the  Captain. 

,  JoL  Have  you  brought  cloatbs  and  ribbands  ? 
Capt,  Yes,  yes,  all  is  ready :  Did  you  hear 
ihem  squeak  yet  ? 

.   Wan,  No«  by  this  light :  I  tHink  'tis  an  ap- 
pointmenty  and  we  have  been  ail  abus'd. 


Capt,  Give  the  fidlers  their  ribbands,  sod 
carrv  the  rest  in.  Mrs  Wanton,  you  must  plsv 
my  lady's  woman  to-day,  and  minoe  it  to  all 
that  come,  and  hold  up  your  head  finely  wfaes 
they  kiss  you ;  and  take  heed  of  swearing  wbea 
you  are  angry,  and  pledging  whole  cops  whes 
thev  drink  to  you. 

IVan,  I'll  warrant  jrou,  for  my  nait. 

Capt,  Go,  get  you  in  then,  and  let  yoor  JM- 
band  dip  the  ^  rosemary. 

JoL  is  all  ready  ? 

Capt,  All,  all ;  some  of  the  cooipatty  are  be- 
low already  :  I  have  so  blown  it  about,  one  Mi^ 
ter  is  gone  to  the  Exchange  to  invite  Bir  W^i 
merchant  to  his  wedding,  i^nd,  by  the  waj,  to 
bid  two  or  three  fruiterers  to  send  in  fruit  kx 
such  a  wedding ;  another  in  my  lady's  nuae  to 
Sail's  for  sweet-meats :  I  swore  at  Bradbom  is 
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Dyielfy  that  I  woDder'd  he  would  dis- 
Ir  Wiid  for  his  points,  and  having  so 
ing ;  he  protested  'twas  not  his  fault, 
were  ready,  and  he  would  send  John 
B  oresently.  One  of  the  waterman  is 
le  Melon  ^urden ;  the  other  to  Cook's 
1%  fur  some  bottles  of  his  best  wine; 
e  to  Gracious-street  to  the  poulterer's, 
th  directions  to  send  in  provisions  for 
I  wedding ;  and  who  should  I  meet  at 
but  apricock  Tom  and  Mary,  waiting 
irith  her  young  master !  they  came  to 
hey  might  serve  the  feast ;  i  promised 
r  should,  if  they  would  cry  it  up  and 
town,  to  bring  company,  for  Mr  Wild 
'd  to  keep  open  house, 
tiy,  then  here  will  be  witnesses  enough, 
iut  who  should  I  meet  at  the  corner  of 
9  but  ^7  Joseph  Taylor !  he  tells  me, 
lew  play  at  the  Fryers  to-da]f ;  and  I 
oke  a  box  for  Mr  Wild  and  his  bride, 
d  did  not  he  wonder  to  hear  he  was 

Tea ;  but  I  told  him  'twas  a  match  bis 
i  for  him  when  he  was  abroad, 
d  I  have  spread  it  sufficiently  at  court, 
;  to  borrow  plate  for  such  a  wedding. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

here's  half  a  dozen  coach-fulls  of  com- 
ed ;  they  call  for  the  bride*kices  and 

^t  the  fidlers  play  then,  and  bid  God 

joy,  by  the  name  of  my  Lady  Careless 

Vild. 

here  shall  we  play,  sir  ? 

me  with  us,  we'll  shew  you  the  win- 


SCENE  II. 

rg  play  in  the  tiring-room ;  and  the 
rtttint  are  dravm,  and  discover  a  cham* 
it  »ere,  with  two  beds,  and  the  Ladies 
n  them:  Mr  Wild  being  at  Mrs 
NT's  bed-^ide,  and  Mr  Careless  at 
few's.     The  music  awakes  the  Widow, 

iece,  niece,  niece  Pleasant. 

€  opens  the  curtain  and  calls  her  ;  she 

is  under  a  canopy, 

[a !  I  hear  you,  I  hear  you ;  what 

have  ? 

o  you  not  hear  the  fidlers  ? 

es,  yes ;  but  you  have  wak*d  me  from 

Iream 

dream !  what  was't,  some  knavery  ? 


Flea,  Why,  I  know  not,  but  'twas  merry; 
e'en  as  pleasing  as  some  sins:  well.  Til  lie  no 
more  in  a  man's  bed,  for  fear  I  lose  more  than  I 
get. 

Wild.  Hark !  that's  a  new  tune'. 

Plea,  Yes,  and  tliey  play.it  well.  This  is 
your  jaunty  nephew;  I  would  he  had  less  of  the 
father  in  him,  Fd  venture  to  dream  out  my  dream 
with  him ;  o'  my  conscience  he*s  worth  a  dofea 
of  my  dull  servant ;  that's  such  a  troublesome 
visitant,  without  any  kind  of  conveniency. 

Wid,  Ay,  ay,  so  are  all  of  that  kind ;  give 
me  your  subject  lover ;  those  you  aall  servants 
are  but  troubles,  I  confess. 

FUa,  What  is  the  difference,  pray,  betwixt 
a  subiect  and  a  servant  lover  ? 

Wtd»  Why,  one  I  have  absolute  power  over, 
the  other's  at  large  ;  your  servant-lovers  are 
those  who  take  mistresses  upon  trial,  and  scarce 
give  them  a  quarter's  warning  before  they  are 
gone. 

Flea*  Why,  what  do  your  subject-lovers  do  ? 
— I  am  so  sleepy. 

Wid.  Do !  AH  things  for  nothing :  then,  they 
are  the  diligentest  and  the  humblest  things  a 
woman  can  employ ;  nay,  I  lia'  seen  of  them 
tame,  and  run  loose  about  a  house :  I  had  one 
once,  by  this  light,  he  would  fetch  and  carry, 
go  back,  seek  out;  he  would  do  any  thing:  I 
think  some  fanlconer  bred  him. 

Flea,  By  my  troth,  I  am  of  your  mind. 

Wid,  He  would  come  over  for  all  my  friends; 
but  it  was  the  dogged'st  thing  to  my  enemies ; 
he  would  sit  upon's  tail  before  them,  and  frown 
like  John-a-Napes  when  the  pope  is  named :  he 
heard  me  once  praise  my  little  spaniel  bitch 
Smut  for  waiting,  and  hang  me  if  I  stir'd  for  se- 
ven years  after,  but  I  found  him  lying  at  my 
doof. 

Flea,  And  what  became  of  him  ? 

Wid.  Faith,  when  I  married  he  forsook  me : 
I  was  advis'd  since,  that  if  I  would  ha'  spit  in's 
mouth  sometimes,  he  would  have  sta/d. 

Flea.  That  was  cheap,  but  'tis  no  certaia 
way ;  for  'tis  a  general  opinion,  that  marriage  is 
one  of  the  certam'st  cures  for  love  that  one  can 
apply  to  a  man  that  is  sick  of  the  sighings ;  yet 
if  you  were  to  live  about  this  town  still,  such  a 
fool  would  do  you  a  world  of  service :  I'm  sure 
Secret  will  miss  him ;  he  would  always  take  such 
a  care  of  her;  h'as  saved  her  a^  hundred  walks 
for  hoods  and  masques. 

Wid,  Yes,  and  I  was  certain  of  the  earliest 
fruits  and  flowers  that  the  spring  ofibrded. 

Flea,  By  my  troth  'twas  foolishly  done  to  part 
with  him ;  a  few  crumbs  of  your  affection  would 
have  satisfy'd  him,  poor  thing ! 

Wid.  Thou  art  m  the  right;  in  this  town 


\  Tay<or«— One  of  the  original  actors  in  the  plays  of  Shakspeare.    See  an  accomit  of  hiip 
sue  m  FUtfs  tmd  Placers,  Dodsley's  Old  PUys^  Vol.  XII.  edk.  1780. 
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tfaere*s  no  living  wiihoot  Vm ;  tihej  do  more  sei^ 
vice  in  a  bouse  for  nothing,  than  a  pair  of  those 
iwhat-d'ye-call-*emsy  those  berwaiting-wooieDy 
beasts,  that  custom  imposes  upon  ladies. 

Plea,  Is  there  none  of  them  lo  be  hiul  now, 
ibink  you?  I'd  fain  get  a  tame  one  to  carry 
down  into  the  country. 

Wid,  Faith,  I  know  but  one  breed  of  them 
about  the  town  that's  right,  and  that's  at  the 
coort :  the  lady  that  has  them,  brings  'em  up  aU 
by  band :  she  breeds  some  of  thein  from  very 
puppies :  there's  another  wit  too  in  the  town 
that  has  of  them;  bqt  her's  will  not  do  so  many 
tricks;  good  sullen  diligent  waiters  those  are 
which  she  breeds,  but  not  half  so  serviceable. 

Plea,  How  does  she  do  it?  is  tliere  not  a 
trick  in't? 

Wi((f  Only  patience;  but  she  has  a  heavy 
band  with  'em  (they  say)  at  first,  and  many  of 
them  miscarry ;  she  governs  them  wkh  signs, 
and  by  the  eye,  **  as  Banks  breeds  his  horse : 
there  are  some  too  that  arrive  at  writin)^^  and 
those  are  the  right  breed,  for  they  commonly 
betake  themselves  to  poetry ;  and  if  you  could 
light  on  one  of  them,  'twere  worth  ;|[our  money; 
for  'tis  but  asing  of  him  iN,  and  praising  his  ver^ 
ses  sometimes,  and  yon  are  sure  of  him  for  ever. 

Plertf  But  do  they  never  grow  surly,  aunt? 

Wid.  Not  if  you  keep  them  from  raw  fiesli ; 
for  they  are  a  kind  of  lyon-lovers, -and  if  they 
once  taste  the  sweet  or  it,  they'll  turn  to  their, 
kind. 

Plea,  Lord,  aunt,  there  will  be  no  going 
without  one  this  summer  into  the  country ;  pray 
let's  enquire  for  one,  either  a  he-one  to  entertain 
us,  or  a  she-one  to  tell  us  the  story  of  lier  love ; 
'tis  excellent  to  bedward,  and  makes  one  as 
drowsy  as  prayers. 

Wid,  Faithy  niece,  this  parliament  has  so  de«- 


stroy'd  'em,  and  the  PUtonick  bumoiir,  that  'tis 
uncertain  whether  we  ahall  get  one  or  no  ;  your 
leading  members  in  the  lower  boose  have  se 
cow'd  the  ladies,  that  they  have  no  leisure  t» 
breed  any  of  late :  their  whole  endeavours  are 
spent  now  in  feasting,  and  winning  close  com* 
roittee  men,  a  rugged  kind  of  sollen  fttllows,  with 
implacable  stomachs  and  hard  hearts,  that  make 
the  gay  things  court  and  observe  them  as  roach 
at  de  foolish  lovers  ase  to  do.  Yet  I  thtok  I 
know  one  she-lover,  but  she  is  smitten  in  yctn 
o'  til'  wrong  side  of  forty ;  I  am  certain  she  is 
poor  too,  and,  in  this  lean  age  for  coortiers, she 
perhaps  would  be  glad  to  ran  this  summer  in  oar 
park. 

Plea.  Dear  aunt,  let  us  have  her.  Has  she 
been  fomous  ?  has  she  good  tales,  think  yoo,  of 
knights,  such  as  have  ^en  fidse  or  true  to  lore, 
no  matter  which  ? 

TTicL  She  cannot  want  cause  to  curse  the  sei; 
handsome,  witty,  well-bom,  and  poor,  in  cueit 
cannot  want  the  experience  bow  fidse  younj; 
men  can  be;  her  beauty  has  had  the  hi^lwst 
fame ;  and  those  eyes,  that  weep  now  nnpitj'd, 
liave  had  their  envy,  and  a  daszhpg  power. 

Plea,  And  that  tongue,  I  warrant  yoo,  which 
now  grows  hoarse  with  flatterinig  the  great  law* 
breakers,  once  gave  law  to  pnnces  x  was  it  not 
so,  aunt?  Lord,  shall  I  die  without  begetting 
one  Rtory  ? 

Wid,  Penthesilea,>iior  all  the  cloven  knights 
the  poets  treat  of,  ydad  in  mi|0itiest  petti« 
coats,  did  her  excel  for  gallant  deeds,  and,  with 
her  honour,  still  preserv'd  her  fre^lom.  My 
brother  lov'd  her ;  and  I  have  heard  him  swear 
Minerva  might  have  own'd  her  language ;  an  eyt 
like  Pallas,  Juno's  wrists,  a  Venus  for  shape, 
and  a  mind  chaste  as  Diana,  but  not  so  rougli; 
never  uncivilly  cruel,  nor  faulty  kind  to  any;  do 


^* 4s  Banks  hreeds  his  horse, — Banks,  who  was  famons  for  a  horse,  which  was  tanght  to  «bft 

tricks,  and  perform  several  feats  of  art,  to  the  great  admiration  of  the  virtuoso  spectator.  Thi^t  ce- 
lebrated borate  is  mentioned  by  several  writers  of  Qneen  Elizabeth's  time,  as  Ben  Jonson,  in  Etrr^ 
Man  out  qf  his  HumoWf  A.  4*  S.  6 : 


*^  He  keeps  more  ado  with  this  mpiuter  than  ever  Bai^ks  did  with  his  horse,  or  the  fellow  with  the 
elephant." 

Jack  Drum's  EnUrtaimnenif  Sign*  B.  3 : 
<<  It  shall  be  chroqicled  next  after  the  death  of  BoMkes  his  horse:* 

Dekker's  Saiiromasirix : 

T 

*^  ril  teach  thee  to  turn  mp  into  Banks  his  horse,  and  to  tell  gentiemeo,  I  am  ajagler  and  can  Aev 
tricks." 

Dekker's  WanderfuU  Yeare,  tmS: 

" ^These  are  those  ranck  riders  of  art,  that  have  so  spur  gai'd  your  Instie  wing'd  Pensns,  tet 

now  he  begins  to  be  out  of  flesh,  and  (even  only  for  provanoer  sake)  is  glad  to  shew  tricks  Uke  Bash 
his  curtaU." 

See  Digby  mi  Bodies,  c.  57.  p.  d95 :  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's  History  sf  the  WoHd^  tst  part,  p.  ITS) 
Gay  ton's  Notes  on  Don  Qnixote,  p.  4.  p.  2i9.  i 
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at  sees  more  than  lovers  pay;  nor 
gallant  passion :  her  roaxim  was,  he 
I  Tovey  and  tell  her  so  handsomely,  was 
npany,  bat  not  a  better  lover,  than  a 
I ;  thos  all  passions  found  her  civility, 
value  from  all  her  lovers.  But,  alas, 
I  was  (which  is  a  sad  word)  was  hund- 
1  was  beloved,  are  abhorr*d  sounds  in 
iars.  [The  Fidlers  play  again. 

iark,  the  fidlers  are  merrv  stiU.  Will 
:  have  the  wit  to  find  us  this  morning, 

od  give  ^ou  Joy,  Mr  Careless !  God 

ladyship  joy,  my  Lady  Wild ! 

ifhat  did  the  fellow  say,  God  give  me 

Is  I  live,  I  thank  so. 

od  ||ive  you  joy,  Mrs  Pleasant  Wild ! 

bis  IS  my  nephew ;  I  smell  biro  in  this 

V^hy  did  they  give  me  joy  by  the  name 
Id  ?  I  shall  pay  dear  for  a  night*s  lodg- 
it  be  so ;  especially  lying  alone.    By 
there  is  some  knavery  arfoot. 
U  ike  company  confuted  without,  and 

bid  God  give  them  joy, 
ie,  rise,  for  shame,  the  year's  afore  yon. 
Vhv,  Ned  Wild,  why,  Tom,  will  you 
id  let's  in  ?  What,  is  it  not  enough  to 
wedding  over  night,  but  lock  your- 
in  the  morning  too }  All  your  friends 
>ina  here,  and  kisses  from  the  brides. 
i  little  patience !  you'll  eive  us  leave  to 

[The  women  squeak  when  they  speak, 
i^by,  what's  a  clock,  captain? 
t'slate. 

aith,  so  it  was  before  we  slept, 
^hy,  nephew,  wliat  means  this  mde- 
I  live,  I'll  fall  out  with  yoo.    This  b 

JOf  as  I  live,  aunt ;  we  are  in  earnest ; 
rt  lies  here,  and  there's  a  gentleman 
I  best  to  satisfy  yoo ;  [they  catch  the 
\heir  arms ;]  and,  sweet  Mrs  Pleasant, 
u  have  so  much  wit  as  to  perceive  this 
nnnot  be  remedied  by  denials.  Here 
I  you  see,  naked,  and  thus  have  sa- 
Ireds  at  the  window  that  past  by,  and 
f  this  morning. 

oy !  of  what?  whnt  do  yoo  mean  ? 
ladam,  this  is  visible ;  and  you  may 
refose  to  call  me  husband ;  but  I  am 
call  yoo  wife,  and  such  proofs  1*11 
lall  not  be  denied. 

[Carelcsa  kisses  the  Widow, 
omise  yourself  that;  see  whether  your 
an  make  it  good — You  will  not  be  un- 

Tot  a  hair,  but  what  you  give,  and  tliat 
contract  before  we  undertook  it ;  for 
may  force  a  woman's  body,  but  we 
ve  will  force  your  mind, 
lut  that  needs  not ;   for  we  know  by 


your  discourse  last  night  and  this  morning,  we 
are  men  you  have  no  aversion  to ;  and  I  believe^ 
if  we  had  taken  time,  and  woo'd  bard,  this  tvould 
have  come  o'  course ;  but  we  bad  rather  win  you 
by  wit,  because  you  detyd  os. 

Wid.  1'is  very  well,  if  it  succeed. 

Care,  And,  for  m^  part,  but  for  the  jest  of 
winning  you,  and  this  way,  not  ten  jointures 
should  have  made  me  marry. 

Wid,  This  is  a  new  way  of  wooing. 

Care,  Tis  so,  madam ;  but  we  have  not  laid 
our  plot  so  weakly  (tho'  it  were  sudden)  to  leave 
it  in  any  body's  power,  but  our  own,  to  hinder  it. 

Plea.  Do  you  think  so  ? 

Wild,  We  are  secure  enough,  if  we  can  be 
true  to  ourselves. 

Cure,  Yet  we  submit  in  the  midst  of  oor 
strength,  and  beg  you  will  not  wilfully  apoil  a 
good  jest  bv  refusing  as.  By  this  hand,  we  are 
both  sound,  and  we'll  be  strangely  honest,  and 
never  in  ill  .humours ;  but  live  as  merry  as  the 
maids,  and  divide  the  year  between  the  town  and 
the  country. — What  say  you,  is't  a  match  ?  yoai^ 
bed  is  big  enough  for  two,  and  my  meat  will  no« 
cost  you  much:  I'll  promise  nothing  bat  one 
heart,  one  purse  betwixt  us,  and  a  whole  doieil 
of  bo^s.    Is't  a  bargain  ? 

Wtd.  Not,  if  I  can  hinder  it,  as  I  live. 

Wild.  Faith,  Mrs  Pleosant,  he  hath  spoken 
nothing  but  reason,  and  I'll  do  my  best  to  make 
it  good :  come,  fisiith,  teach  my  aunt  what  to  do, 
and  let  me  strike  the  bargain  upon  your  lijM. 

Flea,  No,  sir,  not  to  be  half  a  queen ;  if  we 
should  yield  now,  your  wit  would  domineer  for 
ever;  and  still  in  all  disputes  (tho'  never  so 
much  reason  on  our  side)  this  shall  be  urg'd  as 
an  argument  of  your  master-wit  to  confute  us : 
I  am  of  your  aunt's  mind,  sir,  and,  if  I  can  hin- 
der it,  it  shall  be  no  match. 

Wild.  Why,  then  know,  it  is  not  in  your  pow^ 
ers  to  prevent  it. 

Wid.  Why  ?  we  are  not  married  yet. 

Care.  No,  'tis  true. 

Wid,  By  this  good  light  then,  I'll  be  dumb  for 
ever  hereafter,  lest  I  lii  " 


ht  npon  the  words  u( 
marriage  by  chance. 

Plea.  I'ls  hard,  when  our  own  acts  cannot  be 
in  our  own  power,  gentlemen. 

Wild,  The  plot  is  only  known  to  four;  the 
minister,  and  two  that  stood  for  fothers,  and  a 
simple  country-maid  that  waited  upon  you  last 
night,  which  plays  your  chamber-maid's  part. 

PUa.  And  what  will  all  these  do  ? 

Wild,  Why,  the  two  friends  will  swear  they 
gave  vou,  the  parson  will  swear  he  married  yoo; 
and  the  wench  will  swear  she  put  us  to-bed. 

Wid.  Have  you  men  to  swear  we  are  married? 

Plea,  And  a  parson  to  swear  be  did  it  ? 

Both,  Yes.  -         , 

Wid,  And  a  wench  that  will  swear  she  pol 
us  to-bed? 

Both,  Yet,  by  this  good  light,  end  witocti  of 
reputation. 
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Plea,  Dare  thej,  or  jou,  look  09  in  the  face, 
and  swear  tliis  ? 

.  Care,  Yes,  faith;  and  all  but  those  four  know 
no  other  bat  really  it  is  so ;  and  you  may  deny 
it ;  but  I'll  make  master  constable  put  you  to- 
bed|  with  this  proof,  at  night. 

Wld,  Prav,  let's  see  these  witnesses. 
,  Wild.  Call  in  the  four  only.  [Exit  Careless. 

Plea.  Well,  this  shall  be  a  warning  to  me :  I 
say  nothing,  hut  if  e?er  I  lie  from  home  again — 

Wild,  I*il  ^ie  witli  you. 

Plea,  Tis  well.  I  dare  say  we  are  the  first 
women  (if  this  take)  that  ever  were  stolen 
against  their  wills. 

Wild,  ril  go  call  the  gentlemen.  [  Exit  Wild. 

Wid,  I  that  have  refused  a  fellow  that  lov'd 
me  these  seven  years,  and  would  liave  put  off 
his  hat,  and  thank'd  me  to  come  to  bed,  to  be 
beaten  with  watchmen's  staves  into  another's ! 
—for  by  this  good  li^ht,  for  aught  that  I  per* 
ceive,  there's  no  keeping  these  out  at  night. 

Plea,  And  unless  we  consent  to  be  their  wives 
to-day,  Mr  Justice  will  make  us  tlieir  whores  at 
mghu  Oh,  oh,  what  would  not  I  give  to  come 
off  I  not  that  I  mislike  them,  but  I  hate  they 
should  get  us  thus. 

Enter  Wild,  Jolly,  Captain,  Careless,  Par^ 
J0]»,  Wanton,  with  rosemary  in  their  hands, 
and  points  in  their  hats. 

Care.  Follow.  Will  not  you  two  swear 

we  were  married  last  night? 

i^*  ^  I  Yes,  by  this  light,  will  we. 

Wild,  Will  you  not  swear  you  married  us  ? 

Par.  Yea,  verily. 

Care.  And  come  hither,  pretty  one ;  Will  not 
you  swear  you  left  us  all  a-bed  last  night,  and 
pleas'd  ? 

Wan.  Yes,  forsooth ;  I'll  swear  any  thing  your 
worship  shall  appoint  me. 

Wld.  But,  gentlemen,  have  you  no  shame,  no 
conscience?  Will  you  swear  false  for  sport? 

Jol.  By  this  light,  I'll  swear,  if  it  be  but  to 
▼ex  yon :  remember  you  refus'd  me.  [That  is 
contrary  to  covenants  tho'  with  my  brace  of 
lovers :  what  will  they  do  with  their  coachman's 
plot  ?  but  'tis  no  matter,  I  have  my  ends ;  and 
so  they  are  cozen'd,  I  care  not  who  does  it.] 

\Speaks  these  words  mark'd  aside, 

Capt.  And,  niith,  madam,  I  have  sworn  many 
times  false  to  no  purpose ;  and  I  should  take  it 
ill,  if  it  were  mine  own  case,  to  have  a  friend 
fefuse  me  an  oath  upon  such  an  occasion. 


Plea.  And  are  you  all  of  one  mind? 

Par,  Verily,  we  will  all  swear. 

Plea.  WiU  you  verily?  What  shaU  we  do, 
annt?  fPLBASANT  Uugh. 

Wid,  Do  you  laugh  ?  by  this  light,  I  am  Ikv 
tily  angry. 

Plea,  Why,  as  I  live,  let's  marry  them,  aoatf 
and  be  reven^d. 

Wid.  Marry  !  Where's  the  Parson  ? 

Capt,  Here,  here ;  Mr  Parson,  come  and  do 
your  office. 

Plea.  That  fellow  !  no,  by  my  trodi,  let's  be 
honestly  joio'd,  for  luck's  sake;  we  know  not 
liow  soon  we  may  part. 

Wild.  What  shall  we  do  for  a  parson?  Cap- 
tain, you  must  run  and  fetch  one. 

Capt,  Yes,  yes;  but  metbinks  this  migbt 
serve  turn ;  by  this  hand,  he's  *9  ^  Marshal^  and 
a  Case,  by  sire  tfnd  dam ;  pray  try  him ;  by 
this  light,  he  comes  of  the  kNcst  preaching  kind 
in  Essex. 

Wid.  Not  I,  as  I  live  ;  that  were  a  blessing  m 
the  devil's  name. 

Par.  A  pox  on  your  wedding !  give  me  my 
wife,  and  let  me  be  gone. 

Capt.  Nay,  nay,  no  choler,  parson ;  the  Isdiei 
do  not  like  the  colour  of  your  beard. 

Par,  No,  no,  fetch  another,  and  let  tkna 
escape  with  that  trick,  then  they'll  jeer  yoor 
beanis  blue,  i'faith. 

Care.  By  this  hand,  he's  in  the  right;  either 
this  parson,  or  take  one  another*s  words :  to  bed 
now,  and  marry  when  we  rise. 

PUa.  As  I  live,  you  come  not  here  till  yoa 
are  married ;  I  have  been  no  body's  whore  yet, 
and  I  will  not  begin  with  my  husband. 

Wild,  Will  you  kiss  upon  the  bargain,  and  pro- 
mise before  these  witnesses  not  to  spoil  our  jest, 
but  rise  and  go  to  church  ? 

Plea.  Anil  what  will  Mr  Constant  and  Mr 
Sad  say  ? 

Capt.  Why,  I'll  run  and  invite  them  totbs 
wedding;  and  you  shall  see  them  expire  in  their 
own  carters. 

Jol.  No,  no,  ne'er  fear't,  their  jest  is  oal/ 
spoil'd. 

Capt,  Their  jest!  what  jest? 

Jol.  Faith,  now  you  sludl  know  it,  and  the 
whole  plot :  in  the  first  place,  your  coachnian  is 
well,  whose  death,  we,  by  the  help  of  Secret, 
contriv*d,  thinking  by  that  trick  to  prevent  this 
danger,  and  carry  you  out  of  town. 

Capt,  But  had  they  this  plot? 

Jot.  Yes,  faith ;  and  see  now  it  thrives !  tkeyH 
fret  like  carted  bawds  when  they  hear  this  news. 


^  A  Marshal,  and  a  Caie,--Stepken  MarMl  and Cdse,  two  of  the  most  celebrated  divines  ameogit 

the  Presbyterians.  Marshal  was  the  person  who  preached  the  famous  sermon  before  the  Home  of 
Commons,  Feb.  13, 1641,  from  Judges  v.  iS,  Cwrse  ye  Mem,  Sic  This  sermon  is  mentioned  by  Loid 
ClaiendoQ.  Both  these  Sectaries  are  noticed  by  Butler,  See  Dr  Grey's  altfjsa  ^  HmUhns,  f.% 
c  1.  L  884.  p.  3.  c.  2. 1.  636,  and  the  notes. 
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Plea,  Why,  aanC,  would  yoo  haye  thought 
Mr  Sad  a  plotter?  well,  'tis  some  comfort  we 
have  them  to  lan^h  at. 

Wid.  Nay,  ftith,  then,  g:entlemen,  pve  us 
leave  to  rise,  and  ill  take  my  venture,  if  it  be 
bat  for  a  revenge  on  them. 

Care,  Gentlemen,  bear  witness. 

Capt.  Come,  come  away,  Fll  get  the  points; 
Vm  glad  the  coachman's  well;  the  rogue  had 
like  to  have  spoil'd  our  comedy.  [Exeunt  omnes. 


SCENE  III. 

Mnter  the  Lady  Lovrall;  Matter  Sad  and 
Constant,  undreu*d,  and  buttoning  them-' 
$elve$  at  they  go. 

Sad,  Married  ? 

C^,  And  to  them  } 

Love,  Ay,  married,  if  you  prevent  it  not ; 
catch*d  with  a  trick,  an  old  stale  trick ;  I  have 
seen  a  ballad  on't. 

Sad,  We  shall  go  near  to  prevent  'em. — Boy, 
my  sword. 

Enter  Captain, 

Capt.  Whither  so  fast? 

Sad,  Yon  guess. 

Oqft,  If  yoo  mean  the  wedding,  you  come  too 
late. 

Con,  Why,  are  they  married  } 

Capt,  No,  but  lustily  promised. 

Sad,  We  may  come  time  enough  to  be  revengM 
^ho' 

Capt.  Upon  whom  ?  yourselves,  for  you  are 
only  guilty :  who  carry *d  them  thitlier  last  night  ? 
who  laid  the  plot  for  the  coachman  f 

Sad,  Why,  do  thev  know  it? 

Love.  Well,  you'll  find  the  poet  a  rogue,  'tis 
lie  that  has  betray'd  you;  and  if  you'll  take  my 
counsel,  be  reveng'd  upon  him. 

Com.  Nay,  we  were  told  he  did  not  love  us. 

Copt.  By  my  life,  yoo  wrone  him :  upon  my 
knowledge  the  poet  meant  you  should  have  them. 

Sad.  Why,  who  had  the  power  to  hinder,  then  ? 

Capt.  I  know  not  where  the  fault  lies  directly; 
they  say  the  wits  of  the  town  would  not  consent 
to't ;  they  ckiim  a  right  in  the  ladies,  as  orphan- 
wits. 

Con,  The  wits  \  hang  'em  in  their  strong  lines. 

Capt.  Why,  ay,  such  a  clinch  as  tliat  has  un- 
done you ;  and  upon  my  knowledge  'twere 
enough  to  hinder  your  next  match. 

Sad,  Why,  what  have  they  to  do  with  us  ? 

Capt.  I  know  not  what  you  have  done  to  dis- 
oblige them;  but  they  cross'd  it;  there  was 
amongst  them  too  a  pair  of  she-wits,  something 
stricken  in  years;  thev  mw  in  fury  at  the  men- 
tion of  it,  and  concluded  you  both  with  an  au- 
thority out  of  a  modem  author;  besides,  'tis  said, 
you  run  naturally  into  the  six-penny  room  and 
steal  sayings^  and  a  discourse  more,  than  your 


penny-worth  of  jests  every  term.  Why,  just 
now,  you  spit  out  one  jest  stolen  fh>m  a  poor 
play,  that  lias  but  two  more  in  five  acts;  what 
conscience  is  there  in  't,  knowing  how  dear  we 
pay  poets  for  our  plays  ? 

Con.  Twas  madam  with  the  ill  face,  one  of 
those  whom  you  refused  to  salute  the  other  day 
at  Chipp's  bouse;  a  cheese-cake  had  sav'd  all 
this. 

Love.  Why  do  you  not  make  haste  about  your 
business,  but  lose  time  with  this  babbler? 

Sad,  Madam,  will  you  give  us  leave  to  make 
use  of  your  coach? 

Love.  You  mny  command  it,  sir ;  when  you 
have  done,  send  him  to  the  Exchange,  where 
I'll  dispatch  a  little  business,  and  be  with  you 
immediately.  [Exeunt  all  but  the  Captain, 

Capt.  So,  this  fire  is  kindled ;  put  it  out  that 
can.  What  would  not  1  give  for  a  peeper's  place 
at  the  meeting  ?  I'll  make  haste,  and  it  shall  ^o 
hard  but  I'll  bear  my  part  of  the  mirth  too.  [EjhI. 


SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Widom,  Pleasant,  Careless,  Wild, 
Parton,  Jolly,  Wanton,  and  Secret  :  the 
Fidlert  play  as  they  come  in. 

Par.  Master  Jolly,  I  find  I  am  naturally  kh*. 
clin'd  to  mirth  this  day,  and  metliinks  my  coma 
ach  more  than  my  boms;  and  to  a  man  Uiat  has 
read  Seneca,  a  cuckold  ought  to  be  no  grief; 
especially  in  this  parish^  where  I  see  such  droves 
of  St  Luke's  doatbing.  There's  little  Secret  too» 
th'  allay  of  waiting-woman,  makes  me  hope,  she 
may  prove  metal  of  the  parson's  standard.  Find 
a  way  to  rid  me  of  Wanton,  and  111  put  in  to  be 
chaplain  to  this  merry  fiunily ;  if  I  did  not  in« 
veigle  formal  Secret,  you  should  hang  me.  I 
know  the  trick  on  't ;  'tis  but  praying  to,  and 
preachinjg  of  the  waiting-woman,  then  care- 
fully seeing  her  cushion  laid,  with  her  book  and 
leaf  turn'd  down,  does  it,  with  a  few  anagrams, 
acrosticks,  and  her  name  in  the  register  of  my 
bible;  these  charm  the  soft-soul'd  sinner:  then 
sometimes  to  read  a  piece  of  my  sermon,  and 
tell  her,  a  Saturday,  where  my  text  shall  be, 
spells  that  work  more  than  philters. 

Jol.  If  you  can  be  serious,  we'll  think  of  this 
at  leisure.       Sec  how  they  eye  Wanton ! 

Care,  What !  consulting,  parson  ?  let  us  be 
judges  betwixt  you.  D' ye  hear,  Jack  ?  ifheof^ 
fers  ready  money,  I  counsel,  as  a  fnend,  take  it ; 
for,  by  this  light,  if  you  refuse  it,  your  wife  will 
not.    D'  ye  see  those  gay  petticoats  ? 

Par.  Yes,  ifyou  mean  my  wife's. 

Care.  You  know  they're  his,  and  she  only 
wears  'em  for  his  pleasure;  and  'tis  dangerous 
to  have  a  wife  unoer  another  man's  petticoats ; 
What  ifyou  should  find  his  breeches  upon  her^ 

Par.  Are  not  yoo  marry'd  too  ?  take  care  that 
yours  does  not  wear  thtt  bt««AV»^^g^S9i<^»sLXsa^ 
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of  danger^  but  as  trooblesoine  as  that,  or  sore 
eyes ;  and  if  she  get  but  a  trkk  of  taking  as 
readily  as  she's  persuaded  to  give,  you  may  find 
a  horn  at  home.  I  have  seen  a  cuckold  of  your 
compleiion;  if  he  had  had  as  much  hoof  as  horn, 
you  might  have  huuted  the  beast  by  his  slat. 

Pka,  How  fine  she  is !  and  by  this  light,  a 
handsome  wench.  Mr  JoIJy,  I  am  easier  per- 
suaded to  be  reconcird  to  vour  fault,  than  any 
man's  I  have  seen  of  thi^  kind ;  her  eves  have 
more  arguments  in  'ein  than  a  thousand  of  those 
that  seduce  the  world ;  hang  me  if  those  quivers 
be  not  full  of  darts ;  I  could  kiss  that  mouth  my- 
self.   Is  this  she  my  aunt  quarrePd  with  you  for  ? 

M.  The  same,  selfsame.  And,  by  this  hand, 
I  was  barbarous  to  her,  for  your  auut's  sake ; 
and  had  I  not  'scap'd  that  mischief  of  matrimony, 
by  this  light,  I  had  never  seen  her  again ;  but  I 
was  resolv'd  not  to  quit  her,  till  I  was  sure  of  a 
wife,  for  fear  of  what  has  fuUow'd.  Had  I  been 
such  an  ass  as  to  have  left  her,  upon  the  atry  hopes 
of  a  widow's  oaths,  what  a  case  had  I  been  in 
now  I  You  see  your  aunt's  provided  of  a  man. 
Bless  him,  and  vend  him  patience !  Twould 
have  been  fine,  to  have  seen  me  walking,  and 
sighing  upon  cold  hunting,  seeking  my  whore 
again,  or  forc'd  to  make  use  of  some  common 
mercenary  thing,  that  sells  sin  and  diseases, 
crimes,  penance,  and  sad  repentance  together ! 
Here's  consolation  and  satisfiiction  in  Wan- 
ton, tho'  a  man  lose  his  meal  with  the  widow. 
And  faith,  be  free,  how  do  you  like  my  girl  ? 
Rid  thee  of  her !  What  does  she  want  now,  pray, 
but  a  jointure,  to  satisfy  any  honest  man  ?  Speak 
your  conscience,  ladies :  don't  you  think  a  little 
repentance  hereafker  will  serve  for  all  the  small 
•ins  that  good-nature  can  act  with  such  a  sinner? 

Par,  t'ray,  sir,  remember  she's  my  wife ;  and 
be  so  civil  to  us  both,  as  to  forget  these  things. 

JoL  For  that.  Jack,  well  understand  hereaf^ 
ter.  'Tis  but  a  trick  of  youth,  man ;  and  her 
jest  will  make  us  both  merry,  I  warrant  thee. 

Par,  Pray,  sir,  no  more  of  your  jests,  nor 
Tour  Jack.  Remember  my  coat  and  culling. 
This  familiarity,  both  with  my  wife  and  myself, 
is  not  decent ;  your  clergy  with  Christian  names 
are  scarce  held  good  Christians. 

Enter  Widow, 

Wid.  I  wonder  at  nothing  so  much  as  Mr 
Jolly's  mirth  to-day !  Where  lies  liis  part  of  the 
jest?  Cozen'd,  or  refus'd  by  all,  not  a  fish  that 
stays  in's  net. 

JoL  No;  what's  this?  [Jolly  Atigi  Wanton.] 
shew  me  a  fairer  in  all  your  streams.  Nor  is 
this  my  single  joy;  who  am  pleased  to  find  you 
may  be  cozen'd;  rejoice  to  see  you  may  be 
brought  to  lie  with  a  man  for  a  Jest.  Let  me 
alone  to  fit  you  with  a  trick  too. 

Care,  Faith,  it  must  be  some  new  trick ;  for 
tliou  art  so  beaten  at  the  old  one;  'twill  neither 
please  thee  nor  her;  besides,  I  mean  to  teach 
her  that  myself. 


Pica,  I  shall  nevef  be  perfectly  qaiet  ia  nj 
mind,  till  I  see  somebody  as  angry  as  mp^ii: 
yet,  I  have  some  consolation  when  I  think  m 
the  wise  plot  that  killed  the  coachman.  Hoir 
the  plague,  red-cross^  and  hulberd,  has  cut  tkeit 
fingers  that  design 'd  it!  their  anger  will  be  per* 
feet.  Secret  says  they  are  coming,  and  thai  Ik 
Lady  Loveall  has  given  'em  tlie  aSinn. 

Enter  Sap  and  Covstaiit* 

Wild,  And  see  where  the  parties  come!— 
storms  and  tempests  in  their  minds !  their  loob 
are  daggers ! 

Plea,  Servant,  what?  you're  melancfaoly, asd 
full  of  wonder ;  I  see  you  have  met  the  news. 

Sad,  Yes,  madam ;  we  have  heard  a  report 
that  will  concern  both  your  judgment  and  your 
honour. 

Plea,  Alas,  sir,  we're  innocent;  'tis  mere  pie* 
destination. 

Con,  All  weddings,  Mr  Sad,  yon  know,  go  hj 
chance,  like  hanging. 

Plea,  And,  I  thank  my  stars,  I  have  'scap'd 
hanzing.    To  ha'  been  his  bride  had  been  botk 

Qm,  This  is  not  like  the  promise  you  made 
us  yesterday. 

Wid,  Why  truly,  servant,  I  scarce  knowwkit 
I  do  yet.  The  fright  of  the  plague  bad  so  poi- 
sess'd  my  mind  with  fear,  that  I  could  think  and 
dream  of  nothing  last  night,  but  of  a  tall  blsck 
mai)  that  came  and  kiss^  me  in  my  sleep,  and 
slapp'd  his  whip  in  mine  ears.  HTwaa  a  saocT 
ghost,  (not  uulike  my  coachmwn  that's  dead,) 
and  accus'd  you  of  having  a  hand  in  his  murder, 
and  vow'd  to  haunt  me  till  I  was  married.  I 
told  my  niece  the  dream. 

Plea,  Nay,  the  ghost  sieh'd,  and  accus'd  Se- 
cret and  Master  Sad  of  making  him  away.  Coo- 
fess,  faith;  had  yon  a  hand  in  that  bloody  jest? 

Wid,  Fie,  servant !  Could  you  be  to  emd  as 
to  join  with  my  woman  against  me? 

Con,  rris  well,  ladies^  Why  a  po»  do  yoa 
look  at  me?  This  was  your  subtle  plot;  a  poi 
on  your  clerk's  wit.  You  said  the  jest  would  be- 
f^t  a  comedy  when  'twas  known ;  and  so  I  be- 
lieve 'twill. 

Sad.  Madam,  I  fmdyou  have  discovered  oar 
design,  whose  chief  end  was  to  prereot  this  au»* 
chief;  which  I  doubt  not,  but  you'U  both  live  to 
repent  your  share  of,  before  you  have  done  tia* 
velliug  to  the  Epsoms,  Burbons,  and  the  Spavs, 
to  cure  those  travdlM  diseases  tbeae  knighis- 
errant  have  with  curiosity,  sought  oot  for  yoa« 
' Tis  true,  they  are  mischiefs  tJ&t  dwell  in  plea- 
saiit  countries ;  yet  those  rosea  have  their  tbons; 
and  I  doubt  not,  but  these  gentlemen's  wit  WKf 
stiitt:  as  well  as  please  some  time ;  awi  yoa  may 
findit  harder  to  satisfy  their  travell*d '"^"^ 


than  to  have  suffer'd  our  homebred  ignorance. 

Care,  Hark,  if  he  be  not  (alien  into  a  fit  of  hii 
cousin  !  tliese.names  of  places  he  has  stolen  iwt 
of  her  receipt-book;  amongst  all  whose  disiase% 
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SO  dangeroas,  troablesome,  or  incuiv 
fool ;  a  Jean,  pale,  sighing,  coughing 
rich  and  poor  both;  being  born  to  an 
out  a^mind  or  heart  capable  to  use  it; 
e  so  miserable,  be  grudges  himself 
,  they  say,  be  eats  his  meals  twice :  a 
e  breath  smells  of  yesterday's  dinner, 
ss  if  he  had  eat  all  oor  suppers  over 
vould  advise  you,  Mr  Sad,  to  sleep 
louth  open,  to  air  it,  or  get  the  brewer 
Fob !  an  empty  Justice,  that  stinks  of 
id  casks,  and  belches  Littleton  and 
cases !  Dost  thou  think  any  woman 
it  or  honour,  would  kiss  that  buiig- 
this  light,  his  head  and  belly  look  ns 
ik  as  French  rabbits,  or  stale  poultry ! 
ny  lady  would  have  a  husband  to  re- 
no  ^reeu-taird  lecturer,  to  stand  sen* 
bedside,  while  his  nasty  soul  scours 
leaking  out  at  the  back-aoor! — ^Tbese, 
iases  wnich  neither  the  Spaw  or  Bath 
your  garters  and  willow  are  a  more 
ledy. 

sU,  sir,  I  find  oor  plot's  betray'd,  and 
tience  left,  Tis  that  damn'd  captain 
d. 

t  'tis  one  comfort,  madam,  that  yon 
I  that  man  of  war,  that  knight  of  Fms- 
B  dowager,  with  ale  and  switches, 
bred  a  ballad.   . 

»ith,  sir,  yoU  see  what  a  difficulty  it  is 
!,  for  a  woman  to  live  honest,  though 

proper  man  for  her  husband ;  there- 
loves  us  to  consider  whom  we  choose. 
*  lady  has  reason :  for  being  allowM 
ho  would  choose  such  weasels,  as  we 
narry'd?  that  are  all  liead  and  tail, 
iirty,  sordid  vermin,  predestin'd  for 
painted  snails,  with  houses  on  their 

boms  as  big- as  Dutch  cows !  Would 
n  marry  such?  Nay,  can  any  woman 
that  lets  such  hodraandods  crawl  o'er 
breast  and  belly,  or  suffer  'em  to  leave 
jr  paths  upon   their  bodies  only  for 

Out !  'tis  mercenary  and  base !  The 
beart  has  only  the  laws  of  nature  and 
n  her  view ;  and  when  she  will  oblige, 
all  the  ties  that  Nature  seeks;  wlio 

bear  and  excuse  those  kind  crimes, 
lieve,  one  as  poor  as  the  despis*d  cap- 
eglected  courtier,  may  make  a  woman 
o  a  firiendship  as  Master  Sad,  who  has 
initB  as  we  have  debts ;  one,  whose  fa- 
lo  more  credit  with  Nature,  than  ours 

Fortune;  whose  soul  wears  rags  as 
B  captain's  body. 

ay  then,  I'll  laugh ;  for  I  perceive  y* 
T  than  we.  Alas !  h'as  lost  both  ven* 
aoton,  and  the  Widow. 
»th;  and  neither  so  unlucky  as  to  be 
Thy  face  is  hans'd  witli  blacks  al- 
e  may  see  the  bells  toll  in  thy  eyes. 
ind  a  weddinf^shirt !  a  sexton  and  a 

III. 


winding-sheet.  A  scrivener  to  draw  op  jointures ! 
a  parson  to  make  thy  will,  man.  By  this  light, 
he*s  OS  chap-fallen  as  if  he  had  lain  under  the 
table  all  night. 

Care.  Faith,  Master  Sad,  he's  parlouslv  in  the 
right.  Ne'er  think  of  marrying  in  this  dulf  clime. 
Wedlock's  a  trade  you'll  ne'er  go  through  with. 
Wives  draw  bills  upon  sight;  and  'twill  not  be 
for  your  credit  to  protest  them.  Rather  follow 
my  counsel,  and  marr^  la  VenetianOy  for  a  nieht 
and  away ;  a  pistole  jointu^  does  it :  then,  'tis 
but  repenting  in  the  morning,  and  leave  your 
woman  and  the  sin  both  i'  th*  bed.  But  if  yon 
pUy  tlve  fool,  like  your  friends,  and  marry  in  se- 
rious earnest,  you  may  repent  it  too,  as  they 
do ;  but  where's  the  remedy  ? 

Wid,  What  was't  you  said,  sir  ?  Do  you  re- 
pent P 

Care.  By  this  hand,  widow,  I  don't  know: 
but  we  have  pursu'd  a  jest  a  great  way.  Parson, 
are  you  sure  we  are  married  ? 

Par,  Yes,  I  warrant  you,  for  their  escaping. 
Care,  Tlieir  escaping !  FobI,  thou  raistak^t 
me;  there's  no  fear  of  Uiat!  But  I  would  fain 
know,  if  there  be  no  way  for  me  to  get  out  of 
this  noose  f  no  hole  to  hide  a  man's  head  in  from 
this  wedlock  ? 

Par.  Not  any,  but  what  I  presume  shell 
shew  you  anon. 

Care,  Hum !  now  do  I  (eel  all  my  fears  flow* 
ing  in  upon  me.  Wanton  and  Mrs  rieasant  both 
^w  dangerously  hiuidsome.  A  thousand  graces 
m  each,  I  never  observ'd  before  now,  just  now. 
When  I  must  not  taste,  I  begin  to  long  for  some 
of  their  j^umbs. 

Wid,  Is  this  serious,  sir? 
Care.  Yes,  truly,  widow,  sadly  serious.    Is 
there  no  way  to  get  three  or  four  mouthfuls  of 
kisses  from  the  parson's  wife? 

Wid,  This  is  sad,  sir,  upon  my  wedding-day, 
to  despise  me  for  such  a  common  thing. 

Sttd.  As  sad,  as  I  could  wish.  This  is  a  jest 
makes  me  laugh.  Common !  No,  madam, 

that's  too  bitter;  she's  forest  only,  where  the 
royal  chace  is  as  firee  as  fair. 

Wan.  Were  not  you  a  widow  to  day  ? 
iiad.  Yes,  feith,  girl,  and  as  foolish  a  one  as 
ever  coach  jumbled  out  of  joint. 

Wan.  Stay  then  till  to  morrow,  and  tell  me 
the  difference  betwixt  us. 

Sad,  I  hope,  thou'lt  prove  a  she-prophet. 
Could  I  live  to  see  thee  turn  honest  wife,  and 
she  the  wanton  widow ! 

Wan.  I  cannot  but  laugh,  to  see  how  easy  it 
is  to  lose  or  win  the  opinion  of  the  world.  A  lit^ 
tie  custom  heals  all,  or  else  what's  the  difference 
betwixt  a  married  widow  and  one  of  us  ?  ^  Can 
any  woman  be  pure,  or  worth  the  serious  sigbine 
of  a  generous  heart,  that  has  had  above  one  hand 
laid  upon  her  ?  Is  there  place  to  write  above  one 
lover's  name  with  honour  in  her  heart?  Tis  in- 
deed for  one  a  rojal  palace ;  but  if  it  admits 
of  more,  an  bos^ital^  ot  ^^  vosk  ^  \»w!s  '^'^ 
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well  as  ours ;  only  off  from  the  road  and  less  fre- 
quented. 

Flea.  Shrewdly  urg'd. 

Wan,  And  tlio'  the  sins  of  my  family  threw  me 
ioto  want,  and  made  me  suhjcct  to  the  treachery 
of  that  broken  faith  to  whose  perjury  I  owe  all 
my  crimes,  yet  still  I  can  distinguish  betwixt 
that  folly  and  this  honour,  which  must  tell  you, 
he  or  site  that  would  be  thought  twice  to,  was 
never  once  a  lover. 

Con,  Parson,  thou  art  fitted;  a  whore  and 
apothegms !  What  sport  will  she  make  us  under 
a  tree  with  a  sallady  and  sayings,  in  the  sum- 


mer 
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Wild.  Come,  Wanton,  no  fury ;  you  see  my 
aunt's  angry. 

.  Wan.  So  am  I,  sir,  and  yet  can  calmly  rea- 
son this  truth :  Marry'd  widows,  tho'  chaste  to  the 
law  and  custom,  yet  their  second  hymens  make 
that  which  was  but  dying  in  the  first  husband's 
bed,  a  stain  in  the  second*s  sheets ;  where  all 
their  kindness  and  repeated  embraces  want. their 
value,  because  they're  sully'd,  and  have  lost  their 
lustre. 

Sad.  By  this  light,  Fll  go  to  school  to  Wan- 
ton ;  she  has  open'd.  my  eyes,  and  I  begin  to 
believe  I  have  'scap*d  miraculously.  By  this 
band,  wench,  I  was  within  an  inch  of  being 
marry'd  to  this  danger.  For  what  can  we  call 
tliese  second- submissions,  but  a  tolerated  law- 
ful mercenariness,  which  tho'  it  be  a  rude  and 
barsh  expression,  yet  your  carriage  deserves 
it? 

Plea.  Fie,  Master  Sad!  pray  leave  being 
witty.  I  fear  'tis  a  mortal  sin,  to  begin  in  the 
fifth  act  of  your  days,  upon  an  old  subject  too, 
abusing  of  widows,  because  they  despise  you. 

Wid.  Alas,  niece,  let  him  alone,  he  may  come 
in  for  his  share ;  the  parson  tliat  has  so  oft  re- 
oeiv'd  '^m,  will  not  refuse  him  tythes  there,  in 
charity. 

Wan.  That,  or  conveniency,  interest,  or  im- 
portunity, may,  by  your  example,  prevail :  but 
lis  not  fair,  play,  madam,  to  turn  your  lover  to 
the  common,  m  you  call  it,  now  he's  rid  lean  in 
your  service.  Take  heed,  Mr  Careless,  and 
warning,  Mr  Sad;  you  see  how  fit  for  the  sca- 
venger's team  your  mdy  leaves  her  lovers ! 

Care.  Such  a  lecture  before  I  had  married, 
would  ba'  made  me  have  consider'd  of  this  mat* 
ter.  Do'st  thou  hear.  Wanton  ?  Let  us  forgive 
one  another  being  marry'd,  for  that  folly  has 
made  us  guilty  alike. 

Wan.  And  I  would  fain  know  the  difference 
betwixt  ours  and  a  wedding  crime,  which  is 
worst:  to  let  love,  youth,  and  good-humour,  be- 
tray us  to  a  kindness ;  or  to  be  gravely  seduc'd 
by  some  aunt  or  uncle,  without  consideration  of 
the  disparity  of  age,  birth,  or  persons,  to  lie 
down  before  a  jointure.  Ladies,  you  may  flat- 
ter yourselves;  but  the  ingenuous  part  of  the 
world  canttot  deny,  but  such  minds,  had  they 
bfto  born^iibere  oar  firalts  are  not.  only  tol^ 


rated  but  protected,  would  have  listen'd  to  tte 
same  things :  interest  counsels  thereto. 

Care.  Parson,  what  boot  betwixt  our  wives? 
Either  come  to  a  price,  or  draw  off  your  doxy. 

Par.  Propose,  propose:  here  will  be  mirdi 
anon. . 

Sad.  Yes,  yes,  propose,  while  I  break  it  to 
your  lady.     Madam,  you  see,  here's  a  proper 

man  to  be  had,  and  money  to  boot. What, 

dumb? 

ITan.  No,  she's  only  thinkiug.  Faith,  madam, 
try  'em  both  to  night,  and  choose  to-morrow. 

Wild.  Come,  no  more  of  this.  Aunt,  take  mj 
word  for  your  husband,  that  have  bad  more  ei- 
perience  of  him  than  all  these ;  'tis  true,  he  will 
long  for  these  girls,  as  children  do  for  plumbs; 
and  when  h*as  done,  make  a  meal  upon  dieese. 
And  you  must  not  wonder  nor  quarrel  at  wlnt 
he  says  in  his  humour,  but  judge  him  by  his  ic* 
tions;  and  when  be  is  in  his  fit,  and  raves  moit| 
put  him  into  your  bed,  and  fold  him  close  io 
your  anns,  aunt :  if  he  does  not  rise  as  kind  aad 
as  good  a  husband  as  he  that  sings  psalms  he^ 
hang  me  ! — Why,  yoVre  a  fool,  aunt :  a  widow, 
and  dislike  a  longing  bridegroom  !  I  thought  yoe 
had  known  better.  Do  you  love  a  spurred  horse 
rather  than  a  duker,  that  neigbs  and  scrapes? 
I  would  not  say  this,  but  that  I  know  him.  Let 
him  not^  out  of  your  sight,  for  he's  now  in  sea- 
son ;  a  ripe  mature  husband.  No  delays :  if  joo 
let  him  hang  longer  upon  hope,  his  fruit  will  M 
alone. 

Wid.  You  are  merry,  sir:  but  if  I  had  known 
this  humour — 

Wild.  You'd  ha' kiss'd  him  first ;  but  being  k^ 
norant,  let  me  make  you  blush.  Come,  a  kiss, 
and  all's  friends. — {She  kisies  Careless,  and  ke 
kisses  her  twice.^ — How  now,  sir !  again !  again ! 
Aunt,  look  to  yourself. 

Care.  Um !  By  this  light,  sweetheart,  and  I 
thank  thee.  Nay,  widow,  there's  no  jesting  with 
these  things — [^Kisses  her  again\ — nay,  I  am  a 
lion,  in  my  love.  Aware,  puss,  if  you  flatter  me, 
for  1  shall  deceive  you. 

Par,  Since  all  are  cozen'd,  why  shoold  I  be 
troubled  at  my  fortune  ?  Faith,  gentlemen,  wfast 
will  you  two  give  me  for  a  wife,  betwixt  yon  ? 

Con,  Faith,  theyVe  mischief  dear  boogbt, 
though  a  man  get  'em  for  nothing. 

Par,  1  am  umost  of  his  mind;  and  if  other 
people  find  no  more  pleasure  in  a  marry'd  life 
than  I  upon  my  wedding-day,  I'd  pass  my  time 
in  the  Piazza,  with  the  mountebank,  and  let 
him  practise  upon  my  teeth,  and  draw  'em  too, 
ece  he  pcMBuades  the  words  of  matrimony  out  of 
my  mouth  again.  Ay,  ay,  Mr  Constant,  yoa 
may  laugh,  yon  ha'-miss'd  a  wife ;  would  I  were 
in  your  case,  the  world  shoold  see  how  chearfblly 
I  should  bear  such  an  affliction. 

Con,  Jack,  I  ha'  made  my  peace  at  home; 
and  by  seeing  others  shipwreck  d,  will  avoid  the 
danger ;  and  here  resolve  never  to  sigh  again  for 
any  woman ;  they^re  weeds  grow  in  ev'ry  hedge) 
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I  transplanting  of  *era  thus  to  our  beds,  gives 
taio  trouble,  seldom  pleasure,  never  profit. 

Enter  Captain. 

^ar.  See  where  the  enemy  comes !  Now,  if 
I  be  wise,  arm,  and  unite  against  him,  as  a 
imon  foe.  He^s  come  from  his  old  lad^,  de- 
ling a  reconciliation.  The  rogue's  provident, 
i  would  fain  iiave  a  nest  for  his  age  to  rest  in. 
F  and  feathers  do  well  in  the  youth  and  heat 
hirty ;  but  in  the  winter  of  old  aj^e,  captain, 
hreescQre,  lame  and  lean,  may  iie  with  the 
lanack  out  of  date. 

Utpt.  The  parson's  grown  witty,  and  prophe- 
upon  the  strength  of  brideK^ake,  If  I  guess 
ht,  thou'lt  be  hang'd ;  for  'tis  a  truth,  I  have 
n  endeavouring  to  make  it  appear,  her  fears 
e  mistaken  in  me :  but  I  find  the  witch  more 
lacable  than  the  devil.  The  waiting^woman 
tarder  to  forgive  her  part  than  my  lady. 
:hful  will  not  be  reconcil'd:  the  merciless 
'd  is  all  fire  and  sword ;  no  quarter.  Bless 
finom  an  old  waiting-woman's  wrath  !  She'll 
sr  forgive  me  tlie  disappointing  her  of  a  pro- 
e  when  I  was  drunk.  Her  lady  and  she  are 
ling,  but  in  such  a  fiiry.  I  would  not  have 
storm  find  you  in  the  street;  therefore  I 
asel  you  to  avoid  the  buoys,  and  take  shelter 
be  next  house. 

Vild.  No,  let's  home,  and  with  all  diligence 
our  dinner  to  defend  us ;  and  let  the  porter 
»ate  it  at  the  wicket,  till  she  signs  articles  of 
ce. 
innes.  Agreed.     ■  ■     ■ 

[Careless  is  kind  to  the  Widow.    At  he 

goet  out,  Wild  and  Pleasant  go  tO" 

get  her ;  Jolly  and  theParsoti*t  Wife  go 

together, 

md.    See  how  they  pair  now !     'Tis  not 

escore  year  will  part  'em,  now  he  has  tasted 

»  or  two. 

»/.  Parson,  FIl  be  your  bride-man. 
ar.  Tis  well,  sir;  1  shall  ha'  ray  time  too. 
i.  Ay,  by  this  hand.    Nay,  we*U  share  fiurly. 
ipt.  That's  but  reason.  Wanton :  and  since 
rows  tame,  use  him  kindly  for  my  sake, 
ar.    Can  any  of  you  digest  spunge  and 
sick? 

ipt.  Arsenick!  what's  that? 
sr.   An  Italian  sallad,  which  111  dress  for 
by  Jove,  ere  I'll  walk  in  my  canonical  coat 

with  horn.     Death !   if  I  suffer  this,  we 

have  that  daronM  courtier  pluck  on  his 
I  with  the  parson's  mosons.    Fine  i'faith ! 

but  the  small  Levite's  brow  to  plant  your 
ing-hom  seed  in? — How  now? 

\A»  he  is  going  off,  the  Captain  stays  him. 


Capt,  Pr'ythee,  Jack,  stay,  and  say  somcv 
thiiig  to  the  gentlemen,  by  way  of  epilogue. 
Thou  art  a  piece  of  scurvy  poet  thyself;  pr'y- 
thee oblige  the  author,  and  give  us  a  line  or 
two  in  praise  of  his  pl^Y* 

Par,  I  oblige  him.'  hang  him  and  all  his 
friends,  and  hurt  nobody. — Yes,  I'm  likely  to 
speak  for  him.  You  see  how  I  ha'  been  us'd  to- 
day betwixt  you.  I  shall  find  a  time  to  be  re- 
veng'd.  Let  go  my  cloak  ;  I  have  a  province, 
within,  of  mine  own  to  govern :  l^t  me  go. 

Capt,  Who,  thy  wife?  Faith  stay,  and  give 
them  an  opportunity;  thy  pain  will  be  the 
sooner  over.  You  see,  'tis  a  thing  resolv'd  be- 
twixt *em ;  and  now  thou'rt  satisfy'd  in  the  mat- 
ter, be  wise  and  silent ;  who  knows  what  good 
she  may  do  thee  another  time  ?  I  dare  say,  if  she 
had  as  many  souls  in  her  as  she  liad  men,  she*d 
bring  thee  a  cure  of  herself 

Par,  Let  me  go,  or  I  shall  be  as  troublesome 
as  you  are  injurious,  for  all  your  titles,  sir. 

Capt.  Lend  me  your  cloak  then,  to  appear 
more  decent ;  ^^  you'd  not  ha'  me  present  epilogue 
in  buff,  whoreson  dunce,  with  a  red  nose  r 
Par.  Sir,  my  business  is  praying,  net  epilogues. 
Capt,  With  that  face?  By  this  light,  'tis  a 
scanaal  to  see  it  flaming  so  near  the  altar :  thou 
look'st  as  if  thou'dst  cry  Tope  in  the  face  of  the 
congregation,  instead  <ft*  Amen. 

Par,  Thou'rt  an  ass,  'tis  proper  there ;  't  has 
zeal  and  fervor  in't,  and  barns  before  the  altar 
like  the  primitive  lamps. 

Capt.  I  cry  thee  mercy.  By  this  light,  he'll 
make  it  sacrilege  anon  to  steal  his  nose !  thou'lt 
entitle  the  altar  to  that  coal.  Was't  not  kindled 
ex  voto  f  Nay,  I  will  have  your  cloak. 

Par.  Take  it;  would 'twere  Nessus  his  shirt, 
for  you  and  your  poet's  sake.        fEsit  Parson, 
Capt.  What,  does  the  rogue  wish  'twere  made 
of  nettles? 

[Captain  puts  on  his  cloak,  and  addresses 
himself  to  speak  the  epilogue,  and  is  tn- 
terruptedby  Lac(^LovEALL,an(/ Faith- 
ful, her  Woman  ;  who,  in  haste,  and  full 
of  anger,  pull  him  by  the  cloak. 
Love,  By  your  favour,  sir ;  did  you  see  any 
company  pass  this  way  ? 

Capt.  None,  but  the  three-brides,  and  they 

are  gone  just  before  you. Hark  !  the  music 

will  guide  you.  [The  musick  plays. 

Lave.  Is  it  certain  then  they're  married  ? 
Capt.  Yes,  lady,  I  saw  the  church's  rites  per- 
formed. 

Faith.  Why  does  your  ladyship  lose  time  in 

talking  with  this  fellow;   don't  you  know  him, 

madam  ?  'tis  the  rascally  captain,  hid  in  a  black 

cloak :  I  know  you,  sirrah. 

Love,  She  has  reason ;  now  I  mark  him  beU 


Yot^d  not  ha*  me  present  epilogue  in  (ajf.— Prologues  and  epHognes  were  formerly  spoken  in  2r£ou:fc 
#•    See  Note  1  to  The  Four  PrenHses  qf  Lsndon,  ante,  p.  7i* 
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teVf  I  should  know  thiit  false  fiice  too;   see, 
Faithfbly  there  are  those  treacherous  eyes  still. 

Capt,  Alas !  jou  mistake  me,  madam,  I  am 
Epilogue  now ;  the  captain's  within ;  and  as  a 
friend. I  counsel  you,  not  to  incense  the  senUe- 
men  against  the  poet,  for  he  knows  all  your 
Btory ;  and  if  you  anger  him  he'll  put  it  in  a 
.play :  but  if  you'll  do  friendly  offices,  I'll  under- 
take, instead  of  your  pearl  you  krat,  to  help  you 
to  the  jewel,  the  Scotch  dictionary  will  tell  you 
the  vaTue  of  it;  let  them  so  alone,  and  fret  not 
at  their  loss ;  stay,  and  take  my  counsel,  it  shall 
be  worth  three  revenges. 

Love.  Well,  what  is't,  sir? 

Capt,  They  say,  you  have  a  great  power  over 
the  parson;  if  you  can  prevail  with  him  to  ex- 
press his  an^er  in  some  satirick  comedy  (for  the 
Inave  has  wit,  and  they  say  his  genius  lies  that 
way,)  tell  him,  'tis  expected  he  should  be  re- 
venged upon  th^  illiterate  courtier  that  made 
this  plav.  If  you  can  bring  this  business  about, 
Iimay  find  a  way,  as  EpilogUe,  to  be  thankful, 
though  the  captain  abus'd  you  to-day.  Think 
on't ;  Stephen  is  as  handsome  when  the  play  is 
done,  as  Mr  Wild  was  in  the  scene. 

Xove.  There's  something  of  reason  in  what  he 
•ays.— But,  my  friend,  how  shall  one  believe 
vou  ?  you  that  were  such  a  rascal  to-day,  in 
Duff,  is  it  to  be  hoped  iron  can  be  honest  only 
Vf'ith  putting  on  a  black  cloak  ?  Well,  I'll  venture 
once  again;  and  if  I  have  any  power,  he  shall 
sting  the  malicious  rascal;  and  I  think  he  is  fit 
for  such  a  business.  I'm  sure  he  has  the  worst 
tongue;  and  a  conscience  that  neither  honour 
nor  troth  binds;  and  therefore  'tis  to  be  believed, 


if  he  will  rail  in  publick,.  be  may  be  even  \ 
your  poet;  I  will  doath  and  feed  him  and 
muse  this  seven  years,  but  I  will  plague  b 
Secret  tells  me, 'twas  your  poet  too  that  pai 
me,  to-day,  in  the  tavern. 

Capt,   By  my  faith,  did  be;   nay,  'twas 
that  told  me  of  your  friendship  with  Jolly. 

Love,  I  wonder  the  parson  has  been  so 
silent ;  a  man  of  his  coat  and  parts,  to  be  be 
with  a  pen,  by  one  that  speaks  sense  by  i 
like  parrots!  one  that  knows  not  why  sen 
sense,  but  by  the  sound !  one  that  can  sc 
read,  nay,  not  his  own  hand !  Well,  remeiii 
your  promise. 

Capt,  Leave  it  to  me,  he  is  yoor's ;  and  if 
plot  take,  you  shall  all  have  your  shares  in 
mirth ;  but  not  the  profit  of  the  play ;  and 
parson,  more  tlian  his  tythe,  a  secondi  day. 

Love,  We  will  discourse  of  this  some  o( 
time ;  and  pray  dispatch  what  'tis  jou  faavr 
say  to  this  noble  company,  that  I  may  be  go 
for  those  pentleroen  will  be  in  such  ^nr,  if  I  s] 
and  think,  because  we  are  alone,  Uod  kn 
what. 

Capt,   Tis  no  matter  what  they  think, 
not  them  we  are  to  study  now,  but  these  gue 
to  whom  pray  address  yourself  civilly,  and  1 
that  they  would  please  to  beccnne  fathers,  aaa 
give  those  brides  within. — ^What  say  yon,  gentle- 
men, will  you  lend  your  hands  to  join  them  ?  the 
match  you  see,  is  made;  if  you  refuse,  Stepbes 
misses  the  wench,  and  then  you  cannot  justly 
blame  the  poet;  for  you  know,  they  say,  tfatt 
alone  is  enough  to  spoil  the  play. 
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SIR  SAMUEL  TUKK. 


SiK  Samuel  Tvkb,  o/*  Temple  Cresstf,  in  the  County  ofEsux,  was  a  Colanel  of  Hone  in  the 
Kmg*i  armyy  and  served  against  the  Parliament ,  as  long  as  the  affairs  of  his  master  had  any  nro* 
^fcct  of  success.  He  was  very  active  in  that  rising  in  the  County  ofEsseje,  which  ended  J'ataUy  to 
Mome  m  the  chief  actors  in  it.  From  the  prologue  to  the  present  play ^  spoken  at  Court,  it  appean 
thai  he  intended  to  retire  from  businesSy  soofi  ofter  the  Kestorationy  but  was  diverted  from  that  d^ 
sign  for  some  time,  by  his  Majestifs  recommending  him  to  adapt  a  Spanish  play  to  the  English  stage, 
which  he  executed  with  some  degree  of  success.  On  the  Sisi  *  March,  1G64,  he  was  created  a  BarO' 
net.  He  married  Mary,  the  daughter  of  Edward  Sheldon,  a  lady  who  was  one  of  the  dressers  to 
Queen  Mary,  and  prwably  a  Rtman  Catholick,  of  which  persuasion  our  author  seems  also  to  have 
been,  f  He  died  at  Somerset  House,  on  the  ^6th  of  January,  1673,  and  was  buried  in  the  vault 
under  the  chapel  there,  Langbaine,  by  mistake,  says  he  was  alive  at  the  time  he  published  his  Lives 
of  the  Dnunatick  Poets. 

Sir  Samuel  did  not  escape  the  censure  of  his  brother  poets,  X  One  of  tliem,  peaking  of  Cowley, 
says,  he 

''  Writ  verses  myustly  in  praise  of  Sam  Take." 


And  in  the  same  poem : 


<<  Sam  Take  sat,  and  formally  smil'd  at  the  rest ; 

Bat  Apollo,  who  well  did  his  vanity  know, 
Call'd  hun  to  the  har  to  pat  him  to  the  test. 

But  his  Muse  was  so  stiff,  she  scarcely  coold  go. 
She  pleaded  her  age,  desir*!!  a  reward ; 

It  seems  in  her  age,  she  doated  on  praise : 
Bat  Apollo  resolv'd  that  such  a  bold  nard 

Should  never  be  grac'd  with  a  perHrig  of  bays." 


Sir  Samuel  was  one  of  the  first  members  of  the  Royal  Society,  and  wrote  a  history  of  the  ordering 
mud  generation  of  green  Cotchester  oysters,  printed  in  Sprat  fs  History,  p,  307. 

The  several  eiitums  of  this  play  are — in  FoHo,  1663,  and  in  4to.  1664, 1671,  and  1704. 


•  Heylin*s  Help  to  History.  f  Wood's  4th.  Vol.  11.  p.  SOf. 

t  DrydeO's  Miscellanies,  Vol.  II.  p.  92. 
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TO 


THE   RIGHT   HONOURABLE 

HENRY     HOWARD, 

OF   NORFOLK. 

Since  it  is  your  pleasure,  (noble  sir,)  that  I  should  hold  my  fortune  from  yoa;  like  those  teu 
who  pay  some  inconsiderable  trifle  in  lieu  of  a  valuable  rent,  I  humbly  offer  you  this  poem,  in 
knowledgment  of  my  tenure :  and  I  am  well  pleas*d  with  this  occasion  to  publish  my  sense  of} 
favours^  since  it  seems  to  me  a  kind  of  ingratitude  to  be  thankful  in  private. 

It  was  bred  upon  the  terrace-walk#  in  your  garden  at  Aidbury ;  and,  if  I  mistake  not,  it  re-  « 
sembles  the  place  where  it  was  brought  up :  the  plot  is  delightful^  the  elevations  natural,  the  I 
ascents  easy,  without  any  great  erobellishroents  of  art.  I 

I  designed  the  character  of  Antonio,  as  a  copy  of  your  steady  virtue ;  if  it  appear  to  those  \ 
have  the  honour  to  know  you,  short  of  the  origmal,  I  take  leave  to  inform  them,  that  you  have 
sat  to  me  long;  'tis  possible,  hereafter  I  may  gratify  mj  country,  for  their  civility  to  this  esi^, 
with  something  more  worthy  of  your  patronage  and  their  indulgence. 

In  the  interim,  I  make  it  my  glory  to  avow,  that,  had  fortune  been  just  to  me,  she  could  not 
have  recompensed  the  loyal  industry  of  my  life  with  a  more  illustrious  title,  than  that  which  yos 
have  been  pleased  to  confer  upon  me,  of  Your  Friend.  To  which  (as  in  gratitude  I  am  bounds  1 
subjoin  that  of^ 

Your  most  humble  servant, 

S.  TUKE. 


The  first  SCENE  is  the  City  of  SEVILLE. 

The  Prologue  enters,  with  a  play-bill  in  his  hand,  and  reads, 

2^  day^  being  the  15th  of  December,  thall  be  acted  a  new  play,  never  played  before^  eaWd 

•<  The  Adventures  of  Five  Hours." 


A  NEW  PLAY. 


Th'  are  i'  the  right,  for  I  dare  boldly  say. 
The  English  stage  ne'er  had  so  new  a  play ; 
The  dress,  the  author,  and  the  scenes  are  new. 
This  ye  have  seen  before  ye'll  say ;  'tis  true ; 
But  tell  me,  gentlemen,  who  ever  saw, 
A  deep  intrigue  confin*d  to  five  hours'  law. 
Such  as  for  close  contrivance  yields  to  none : 
A  modest  man  may  praise  what's  not  his  own. 
Tis  true,  the  dress  is  his,  which  he  submits 
To  those  who  are,  and  those  who  would  be  wits; 
Ne'er  spare  him,  gentlemen;    for,   to   speak 

truth, 
He  has  a  per'lous  cens'rer  been  in  's  youth ; 
And  DOW  grown  bald  with  age,  doating  on  praise^ 
He  thinks  to  get  a  periwig  of  bays. 


I  Teach  him  what  'tis,  in  this  discerning  age. 
To  bring  his  heavy  genius  on  the  stage; 
Where  you  have  seen  siich  nimble  wits  appear, 
That  pass'd  so  soon,  one  scarce  could  say  di' 

were  here. 
Yet,  after  our  discoveries  of  late 
Of  their  designs,  who  would  subvert  the  state, 
You*ll  wonder  much,  if  it  should  prove  his  lot, 
To  take  all  England  with  a  Spanish  plot ; 
But  if,  through  his  ill  conduct,  or  hard  fate. 
This  foreign  plot  (like  that  of  eighty-eight) 
Should  suffer  shipwreck  in  your  narrow  seas, 
YouMl  give  your  modem  poet  his  writ  of  ease; 
For,  by  th'  example  of  the  King  of  Spain, 
He  resolves  ne*er  to  trouble  you  again.         , 


tumJ        the  adventures  of  five  hours.  m 


THE  PROLOGUE  AT  COURT. 


B£  ADDRESSES  HIMSELF  TO  THE  FIT. 


As  to  a  dying  lanUp,  one  drop  of  oil 

Gives  a  new  blaze,  and  makes  it  live  awhile; 

So  th'  author,  seeing  his  decaying  light. 

And  therefore  thinking  to  retire  from  *ftight, 

Was  hinder'd  by  a  ray  from  the  upper  sphere, 

Just  at  that  time  he  thought  to  disappear. 

He  chanc'd  to  hear  bis  IVlajesty  once  say 

He  lik'd  this  plot;  he  sta^'d,  and  writ  the  play ; 

So  should  obsequious  subjects  catch  the  minds 

Of  princes,  as  your  seamen  do  the  winds. 

If  this  attempt  then  shews  more  zeal  than  lieht,  I 

T  may  teach  you  to  obey,  though  not  to  wnte.   i 


Ah  !  he  is  there  f  himself.    Pardon  my  t  sight, 
My  eyes  were  dazzled  with  excess  of  light ; 
Even  so  the  sun,  who  all  thinss  else  displays,, 
Is  hid  from  us  i'  th'  glory  of  his  rays. 
Will  you  vouchsafe  your  presence?  You,  that 

were  given 
To  be  our  Atlas,  and  support  otir  heaven  ? 
Will  you  (dread  sir)  your  precious  moments  lose 
To  grace  the  first  endeavours  of  our  Muse  ? 
This  with  your  character  most  aptly  suits. 
Even  Heaven  itself  is  pleased  with  the  ifirst- 

firuits. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  THIRD  EDITION. 

HAViirG  been  desired  by  a  lady,  who  has  more  than  ordinary  favour  for  this  play  (though  hi  otheii 
things  very  judicious)  to  make  a  song,  and  insert  it  in  that  scene  where  you  may  now  read  it;  I 
found  it  more  difficult  to  disobey  the  commands  of  this  exct^lent  person,  than  to  obtain  of  myself 
to  write  any  more  upon  subjects  of  this  nature. 

This  occasioned  the  revismg  of  this  piece,  upon  which  I  had  not  cast  m^  eyes  since  it  was  first 
printed;  and  finding  there  some  very  obvious  faults,  (with  respect  to  their  judgments,  who  have 
oeen  pleased  to  applaud  it,)  I  could  not  well  imagine  how  they  came  to  escape  my  last  hand ;  un- 
less poetic  rage,  or,  in  a  more  humble  phrase,  brat  of  fiftncy,  will  not,  at  tne  same  time,  admit 
the  calm  temper  of  judgment ;  or  that,  being  importnned  by  those,  for  whose  benefit  this  play  was 
intended,  I  was  even  forc*d  to  expose  it,  before  it  was  fit  to  be  seen  in  such  good  company. 

This  refers  only  to  the  dress;  for  certainly  the  plot  needs  no  apology;  it  was  taken  out  of ||Doii 
Pedro  Calderon,  a  celebrated  Spanish  author,  the  nation  of  the  world  who  are  the  happiest  m  the 
force  and  delicacy  of  their  inventions,  and  recommended  to  roe  by  his  sacred  Majesty,  as  an  ex- 
cellent design;  whose  judgment  is  no  more  to  be  doubted^  than  his  commands  are  to  be  disobey- 
ed :  and  therefore  it  might  seem  a  great  presumption  in  me,  to  enter  my  sentiments,  with  his  royal 
suffrage:  But  as  secretaries  of  state  subscribe  their  names  to  the  mandates  of  their  prince,  so  at 
the  lx>ttom  of  the  leaf  I  take  the  boldness  to  sign  my  opinion,  that  this  is  incomparably  tbejbest 
plot  that  I  ever  met  with :  and  yet,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  do  myself  justic^,  I  might  acooaint  the 
Teaders,  that  there  are  several  alterations  in  the  copy,  which  do  not  disgrace  the  originaL 


*  This  refers  to  the  author's  purpose  of  retirement,  at  that  time  when  his  Bfajesty  recommended 

Slot  to  hun. 
[e  lookiDff  up  and  seeing  the  King,  starts.  %  He  kneels.    He  rises. 

I  Calderon  de  la  Barca  was  a  Spanish  officer,  who,  after  having  signalised  himself  in  the  military 
profession,  quitted  it  for  the  ecclesiastical,  and  then  commenced  dramatic  writer.  His  plays  make 
^nne  voIunMS  in  4to.  and  several  of  them  have  heen  adapted  to  the  English  stage.  He  flourished 
^boQt  the  year  1640. 
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[TuR 


I  confess,  'tis  something  new,  that  trifles  of  this  nature  should  have  a  second  edition ;  bot  if  m 
truth  this  essay  be  at  present  more  correct,  I  have  then  found  an  easy  way  to  gratify  their  civilitj, 
who  have  been  pleased  to  indulge  the  errors  in  the  former  impressions. 

If  they  who  nave  formerly  seen  or  read  this  play,  should  not  perceive  the  amendments,  then  I 
have  touched  the  point ;  since  the  chiefest  art  m  writing  is  the  concealing  of  art ;  and  thejf  wbo 
discover  'era,  and  are  pleased  with  them,  are  indebted  only  to  themselves  for  their  new  satisfaction ; 
since  their  former  favour  to  our  negligent  Muses  has  occasioned  their  appearing  again  in  a  more 
studied  dress :  and  certainly  those  labours  are  not  ungrateful,  with  which  the  writers  and  readers 
are  both  pleas'd. 

And  since  I  am  upon  the  subject  of  novelties,  I  take  the  boldness  to  advertise  the  reader,  tint 
tho'  it  be  unusual,  I  have  in  a  distinct  column  prefixed  the  several  characters  of  the  most  emiaeot 
persons  in  the  play ;  that,  being  acquainted  with  them  at  his  first  setting  out,  he  may  the  bet- 
ter judge  how  they  are  carried  on  in  the  whole  composition ;  for  plays  being  moral  pictures,  their 
chiefest  perfections  consist  in  the  force  and  congruity  of  passions  and  humours,  which  are  the  fea- 
tures and  complexion  of  our  minds ;  and  I  cannot  chuse  but  hope,  that  he  will  approve  the  inge* 
nuity  of  this  design,  though  possibly  he  may  dislike  the  painting. 

As  for  those  who  have  been  so  angry  with  this  innocent  piece,  not  guilty  of  so  much  as  thatcm>> 
rent  wit,  obscenity  and  profaneness :  These  are  to  let  them  know,  that  though  the  author  converses 
but  with  few,  he  writes  to  all ;  and  aiming  as  well  at  the  delight  as  profit  of  his  readers,  if  there  be 
any  amongst  them,  who  are  pleased  to  enter  their  haggard  Muses  at  so  mean  a  quarry,  they  may 
freely  use  their  poetic  licence ;  for  be  pretends  not  to  any  royalty  on  the  mount  of  Parnassus :  and 
I  dare  answer  for  him,  that  he  will  sing  no  more,  till  he  comes  into  tliat  choir,  where  there  is  roon 
enough  for  all :  and  such,  he  presumes,  is  the  good-breeding  of  these  criticks,  that  they  will  not 
be  80  unmannerly  as  to  crowd  him  there.  Farewell. 


PROLOGUE.    Spoken  by  Mr  Betterton. 


If  ire  could  hit  on't,  gallants,  there  are  due 
Certain  respects  from  writerty  and  from  you ; 
Which,  well  observed,  would  celebrate  this  age. 
And  both  support,  and  vindicate  the  stage. 
If  there  were  only  candour  on  your  part. 
And  on  the  poet\  judgment ,  fancy,  art ; 
If  they  remember  that  their  audience 
Are  persons  of  the  most  exalted  sense; 
And  you  consider  well  the  iust  respect 
Due  to  their  poems,  when  they  are  correct: 
Our  two  houses,  then,  may  have  the  fate. 
To  help  to  form  the  manners  of  the  state ; 
For  there  are  crimes  arraigned  a'  th*  poet*s  har, 
Which  cannot  be  redress'd  at  Westminster, 
Our  ancient  bards  their  morals  did  dispense 
In  numbers,  to  insinuate  the  sense. 
Knowing  that  harmony  affects  the  soul, 
And  who  our  passions  Qharm,  our  wills  controul. 
This  our  well-meaning  author  had  in  view, 
And  tho'  but  faintly  executed,  you 


Indulged  th'  attempt  with  such  benevolence. 

That  he  has  been  uneasy  ever  since ; 

For  though  his  vanity  you  gratify'd. 

The  obligation  did  provoke  his  pride. 

But  he  has  now  compounded  with  amhitionf 

For  that  more  solid  greatness,  self-fruition ; 

And,  going  to  embrace  a  civil  death, 

He*s  loath  to  die  indebted  to  your  breach; 

Therefore  he  would  be  even  w*  you,  bot  wants 

force ; 
The  stream  will  rise  no  higher  than  the  sourct. 
And  they  who  treat  such  judges,  should  excell; 
Here,  *tis  to  do  ill,  to  do  only  well. 
He  has,  as  other  writers  have,  good-will. 
And  only  wants  (like  those)  nature  and  skill ; 
But,  since  he  cannot  reach  the  enyied  height, 
H'  has  cast  some  grains  in  this  to  mend  tbe 

weight; 
And  being  to  part  w'  you,  prays  yon  to  accept 
This  revived  piece^  as  legacy  or  debt. 


THE 


ADVENTURES  OF  FIVE  HOURS* 


PKRSOnS. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONS. 


RILATIOirS. 


CHARACTERS. 


Henri9T7E,    In  love  with  Camilla,  but  rejected. 
Near  kinsman  to  Don  Henrique. 

iln  love  with  Porcia,  but  feigning  to  > 
be  in  love  with  Camilla,  y 

5  Contracted  to  Porcia,  6y  Proxy,  be-  I 
i    fore  he  saw  her,  ) 


Carlos, 
Oct  A  VI  Oy 

Anton  lOy 


[LLAy 

A, 


I 


] 


Sister  to  Don  Henrique. 

<         Sister  to  Don  Carlos.  > 

Servant  to  Octavio,  bred  a  Scholar, 
\  Waiting-woman  to  Porcia.         > 


ChoUrickf  jealous^  revengeful. 
A  well-matured  tnoral  Gentleman. 

A  valiant  and  accomplished  Cavalier. 

A  Soldier,  haughty,  and  of  exad 
honour. 

Ingenious,  constant,  and  severely  vir' 

tuous. 
Susceptible  of  lave,  but  cautious  of  her 

honour, 
A  great  Coward  and  a  pUamnt  Droll. 
Witty,  contriving,  and  faithful  to  her 

Muireu, 


Ernesto, 

Sancho, 

Silvio, 

GsRALDOy 

Pedro, 

Bernardino,  ■ 
Jago,  J 


>  Servants  to  Don  Antonio. 


> Servants  to  Don  Henrique. 


The  Corrigidor  and  Attendants, 
SCENE— SEVILLE. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE — Don  Antonio^  Ifmue* 

Enter  Don  Henrique. 

.  Hen,  How  happj  are  the  men  of  easy 

phlegm  ! 
on  the  confines  of  indifference, 
ing  from  nature,  the  securest  tenure. 


The  peaceful  empire  o*er  tbemseWes ;  which  we, 
Th*  unhappy  men  of  fire,  without  the  aids 
Of  mighty  reason,  or  Almighhr  grace. 
Are  all  our  lives  contending  for  in  vain. 
Tis  evident,  that  solid  happiness 
Is  founded  on  the  conquest  of  our  passions ; 
But  since  they  are  the  fiivourites  ot  sense, 
Self-love  bribes  reason  still  in  their  defence : 


Phis  play,  in  the  third  edition,  flxmi  which  it  is  here  printed,  received  some  additions  and  im 
meats.    Oowacs  says,  the  Earl  of  Brittol  joined  in  wnting  it.    The  first  perfonnaB»^^  Vk 


OL.   Ill, 


a^ 
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Thas,  in  a  calm,  I  reoson ;  but  when  cross'd. 
The  pilot  quits  the  Mm,  aod  I  am  toss'd. 

Enter  Silvio. 

Sii  Sir,  Don  Carlos  is  without. 
D.  Hen.  Wait  on  hiiu  hi. 

Enter  Dan  Carlos. 

D.  Car,  Cousin,  methioks  this  day  hath  longer 

seem'd 
Than  usual ;  since  'tis  so  far  advanc'd 
Witliout  our  seeing  one  another. 
D,  Hen,  If  I  had  not  been  binder*d  by  some 

business, 
I  should,  ere  this,  have  seen  you,  t'  have  told 

you 
Some  pleasing  news  I  lately  have  receiv'd  ; 
You  have  so  often  borne  with  ihy  distempers, 
Tis  fit  that  ouce,  at  least,  you  should  partake 
Of  my  ^ood  humour. 

D,  Car,  What  cause  soever  has  producM  this 

change, 
I  heartily  rejoice  in  the  effect, 
And  may  it  long  continue. 

D,  Hen.  I  can  inform  you,  by  experience, 

now. 
How  great  a  satisfaction  'tis  to  find 
A  heart  and  head  eas'd  of  a  weighty  care ; 
For  a  gentleman  of  my  warm  temper. 
Jealous  of  the  honour  of  his  family, 
(As  yet  ne'er  blemish'd,)  to  be  fairly  freed 
From  the  tuition  of  an  orphan  sister. 
Rich,  beautiful,  and  young. 

1).  Car.  Yon  know,  Don  Henrique,  for  these 

thirteen  years, 
That  I  have  been  with  the  like  province  charg'd ; 
An  only  sister,  by  our  parents'  will, 
(When  tliev  were  called  from  their  cares  below,) 
Committed  to  my  trust;  much  more  expos'd 
To  the  great  world  than  yours ;  and,  sir,  unless 
Nearness  of  blood  deceive  me,  short  of  few 
In  those  perfections  which  invite  the  gallants : 
Yet,  thanks  to  my  temper,  cousin,  as  well 
As  to  her  virtue,  I  have  seen  her  grow. 
Even  from  her  childhood  to  her  dangerous  age, 
Without  the  least  disturbance  to  my  rest ; 
And  when  with  equal  justice  I  reflect 
On  the  great  modesty  and  circumspection 
Of  lovely  Porcia,  I  conclude,  that  you 
Might  well  have  slept  as  nndisturb'd  as  I. 


D.  Hen,  Sir,  I  complain  not  of  my  sistei'f 
conduct ; 
But  you  know  well,  youn^  maids  are  so  expos'd 
To  the  invasion  of  audacious  men. 
And  to  the  malice  of  their  envious  sex ; 
You  must  confess  the  confines  'of  their  fame 
Are  never  safe,  till  guarded  by  a  husband. 
Tis  true,  discreet  relations  ought  to  use 
Preventions  of  all  kinds;  but,  dear  Carlos, 
The  blemish  once  receiv'd,  no  wash  is  good 
For  stains  of  honour,  but  th'  offender's  bkxod. 

D,  Car,  Y'  are  too  severe  a  judge  of  points  of 
honour. 

D*  Hen,  And  therefore,  having  not  long  since 
receiv'd 
Tlie  news,  that  Don  Antonio  de  Meodosa 
Is  likely  to  be  here  this  night,  from  Flanders ; 
To  whom  my  sister,  by  th*  intervention 
O*  th'  Marqoiss  d'Oliveni,  is  contractecl ; 
I  will  not  close  these  eyes  till  I  have  seen 
Her,  and  my  cares,  safe  lodg'd  within  hb  anas. 

D.  Car,  I  find  your  travels,  cousin,  have  noi 
cur'd  you 
Of  that  innate  severity  to  women ; 
Urg'd  j.ustly  as  a  national  reproach 
To  all  of  us  abroad ;  the  rest  o'  th'  world 
Lament  that  tender  sex  amongst  us  here. 
Born  only  to  be  honorable  prisoners; 
The  greater  quality,  the  closer  kept ; 
Which  cruelty  is  reveng'd  upon  ourselves, 
Whilst,  by  immuring  those  whom  most  we  love, 
We  sing  and  sigh  only  to  iron-grates. 
As  cruel  is  that  over-cautious  custom. 
By  proxy  to  contract  parties  unknown 
To  one  another ;  this  is  only  fit 
For  sovereign  princes,  whose  high  qualities 
Will  not  allow  of  previous  interviews ; 
They  sacrifice  their  love  to  publick  good, 
Consulting  interest  of  state  and  blood  : 
A  custom,  which,  as  yet,  I  never  knew 
Us'd  amongst  persons  of  a  lower  rank. 
Without  a  sequel  of  sad  accidents. 
Sir,  understand  me  right ;  I  speak  not  this 
By  way  of  prophecy ;  I  am  no  stranger 
To  Don  Antonio's  reputation, 
Which  I  believe  so  just,  I  no  way  doubt 
Your  sister's  being  happy  in  him. 

D,  Hen,  Don  Carlos,  let  us  quit  this  aip* 
ment; 
I  am  now  going  to  our  noble  friend 


on  its  appearance  on  the  stace  at  the  Duke's  theatre,  it  met  with  great  applanse, 
teen  nights  successively.    Ecuard,  in  the  preface  to  his  translation  of  Terence,  civcs  it 


atcovrt;  and 

was  acted  thiiteen  ...^ ^,    , ^ ^„  ^.  .v.^-v^,  g.-^  - 

this  general  character,  that  if  b  one  ai  the  pleasantest  stories  that  ever  appealed  npon  oar  sta;^ 
and  has  as  much  variety  of  plots  and  intrigues,  without  any  thing  being  precipitated,  improper,  or 
unnatural,  as  to  the  main  action."  In  the  year  1767,  Mr  Hull  made  some  alterations  in  it,  with  wlbcl 
It  was  acted  at<^ovent  Garden  theatre  about  nine  nights,  under  the  title  of  TV  Per»<ertli«t.  To 
Jj*«  *d  edition  were  prefixed  coii^>hmentary  verses  by  James  Long,  J.  Evelyn,  A.  Cowley,  Jawer 
Nedhatti  M.D.,  Lod.  Carlile,  Chr.  Wase,  William  JOyner,  and  one  copy  signed  Melpomene.  la  Sir 
Wm  Dav««anrs  Works,  p.  339,  b  a  prologue  written  by  him,  addressed  to  the  Loid  Ctiancellor,  on  dK 
attjng  of  this  play  at  the  Inner  Temple. 
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And  kinsroaii  the  Corrigidor,  to  see 
If  he'll  ohlii^e  us  with  his  company 
At  my  sister's  wedding ;  will  you  come  along  ? 
D.  Car,  Most  willingly;  as  soon  as  I  have 
hroiight 
My  sister  hither,  who  has  given  this  evening 
To  her  cousin  Porcia. 

D,  Hen,  I   have  some  business,  cousin,  by 
the  way, 
1*11  go  before,  and  wait  you  i'  th'  piazza. 
Your  servant,  sir. 

[Don  Henrique  waits  on  Mm  to  the  door. 
Exit  Don  Carlos. 
D,  Hen,  This  kinsuiun  is  my  bosom  friend ; 
and  ^et. 
Of  all  men  livmg,  I  must  hide  from  hiui 
My  deep  resentments  of  his  sister's  sconi. 
That  cruel  maid,  to  wound  me  to  the  heart, 
Then  dose  her  ears  against  my  just  complaints ! 
But  though  as  yet  J  cannot  heal  my  wound, 
I  may,  by  my  revenge  upon  m^  rival, 
Divert  the  pain;  and  I  will  drive  it  home; 
There's  in  revenge  a  balm,  which  will  appease 
The  present  grief,  and  time  cure  the  disease. 

[Exit  Don  Henri Q us. 

Enter  Porcia. 

Por.  My  heart  is  so  oppress'd  with  fear  and 
grief, 
That  it  must  break,  unless  it  finds  relief; 
Tlie  man  I  love,  is  forc'd  to  fly  my  sight, 
'  And  like  a  Parthian  kills  me  in  his  flight ; 
One  wli«>in  I  never  saw,  I  must  embrace. 
Or  else  destroy  the  honour  of  my  race. 
A  brother's  care,  more  cruel  than  his  hate ; 

0  how  perplexed  are  tlie  intrigues  of  fate  ! 

Enter  Don  Carlos  and  Camilla. 

D.  Car.  Cousin,  I  thought  my  sister's  com- 
pany 
Would  not  displease  ^ou,  whilst  I  wait  upon 
Your  brother  in  a  visit. 

Por.  Sir,  you  oblige  me  with  a  welcome  favour. 

1  rather  should  have  stil'd  it  charity. 

To  bring  a  friend  to  her,  wliose  cruel  fate 
Has  robb'd  her  of  herself.  [Aside, 

Cam,  Methinks,  'tis  pity  that  a  wall  should 
make 
The  houses  two,  of  friends  so  entirely  one. 
As  you,  and  I,  and  our  two  brothers  are. 

Pur.  If  it  be  true,  that  lovers  live  much  more 


There  where  they  love,  than  where  they  breasbey 

I'm  sure 
No  walls  can  sever  us,  we're  still  together. 
D,  Car.  Were  I  not  much  engag'd,  I  would 
not  quit 
So  sweet  a  conversation  ;  but,  sister. 
At  my  return  I'll  wait  upon  you  home. 

Por.  For  this  night,  cousin,  pray  let  her  be 
mine, 
I  beg  it  of  you  both. 
D,  Car.   You  may  command,  we  are  both 
yours.  [F'Xit  Don  Carlos. 

Por.  my  dear  Camilla,  how  I  loiig'd  to  have 
thee, 
[Porcia  throws  herulfon  Camilla's  neck^ 
Where,  freely  breathing  out  my  grief,  I  might 
Some  mitigation  from  thy  pity  find  ! 
But  since  there's  no  true  pity  without  pain. 
Why  should  1  ease  by  thy  a&iction  gaiu  ? 

Cam.  Ah,  Porcia!  if  compassion  suffering  be. 
And  to  condole  be  pain ;  my  destiny 
Will  full  revenge  in  the  same  kind  aflford. 
Should  I  but  my  unequai'd  griefs  irelate. 
And  you  but  equally  participate. 
Por.  If  your's,  as  mine,  from  love-disasters 
rise. 
Our  fates  are  more  ally'd  than  families. 

Cam.  What  to  our  sex  and  blooming  age  caa 
prove 
An  anguish  worthy  of  our  sighs,  but  love? 
Por.  Tis  true,  Camilla,  were  your  fate  like 
mine. 
Hopeless  to  hold,  unnble  to  resign. 
Cam.  Let's  tell  our  stories,  then  we  soon  shall 
see 
Which  of  us  two  excels  in  misery. 
Por.  Cousin,  agreed. 
Cam.  Do  you  begin  then. 
Por,  You  know,  Camilla,  best,  howgenerously. 
How  long,  and  how  discreetly,  Don  Octavio 
Has  serv'd  me;  and  what  trials  of  his  faith 
And  fervour  I  did  make,  ere  I  allow'd  him 
riie  least  hope  to  sustain  his  noble  love. 
Cousin,  all  this  you  know;  'twas  in  your  house 
We  had  our  interviews ;  where  you  were  pleaii'd 
To  suffer  feigii'd  addresses  to  yourself. 
To  cover  from  my  watchful  brother's  eyes 
The  passion  which  Octavio  had  for  me. 

Cam.  My  memory  in  this  needs  no  refreshing. 
Por.   And  how  one   evening  (O  that  fatal 
hour !) 
My  brother  passing  by  Don  Carlos'  house. 


'  Jtnd  Uke  a  PqrtkUin^  Sic, — Prior  has  adopted  this  image : 

**  So  when  the  Parthian  tum'd  his  steed, 
And  Irom  the  hostile  camp  withdrew, 

He  backward  sent  the  fatal  reed, 
Secure  of  conquest  as  he  flew." 


P§emif  VoL  I.  p.  iO,  edlti^tk  Vtl^^ 
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Wkh  his  greiit  friend  and  confident  Don  Pedro, 
ptd  chance  to  see  the  unfortunate  Octavio 
In  your  balcony,  entertaining  me : 
Whom,  not  beheving  there,  Be  took  for  you ; 
]Viy  back  being  towards  him,  and  both  dressed 

alike ; 
Enrag'd  with  jealousy,  this  cruel  man 
(lo  whom  all  moderation  is  unknown) 
Resolves  to  staQifi  all  your  neglects  of  him 
lu's  suppos'^  rival,  poor  Octavio's  heart. 
Tliev  tak^their  stand  i*  th'  corner  of  our  street ; 
And  after  some  little  time,  Octavio, 
Free  from  suspicion,  as  design  of  ill. 
Retires;  they  assault  him,  and  in  *8  own  defence 
He  kills  Don  Pedro,  and  is  forc'd  to  fly ; 
My  brother  cruelly  pursues  him  still, 
"With  such  insatiate  thirst  after  revenge. 
That  nothiug  but  Octavio's  blood  can  quench ; 
Covering  his  ill-nature  and  suspicion 
With  the  resentment  of  Don  Pedro's  death. 

Cam,  Is  this  the  sum  of  your  sad  story,  Porcia  ? 
Is  this  all? 

For.  No,  no,  Camilla,  'tis  the  prologue  only, 
The  tragedy  will  follow — ^This  brother. 
To  whose  impetuous  will  my  deceas'd  parents 
(May  their  souls  rest  in  peace !)  having  condemned 
Me  and  my  fortune,  treats  me  like  a  slave; 
60  far  from  suff  *rin&;  me  to  make  my  choice, 
That  he  denounces  death  if  I  refuse ; 
And  now,  to  frustrate  all  my  hopes  at  once, 
Has  very  lately  made  me  sign  a  contract 
To  one  in  Flanders,  whom  I  never  saw  ; 
And  is  this  night  (they  say)  expected  here. 
Cam.  Is  such  a  rigour  possible,  dear  Porcia? 
Por,  Was  ever  misery  like  mine,  Camilla? 
Reduc'd  to  such  extremes,  past  all  relief? 
If  I  acquaint  my  brother  with  my  love 
T'  Octavio,  the  man  whom  he  most  hates, 
I  must  expect  the  worst  effects  of  fury ; 
If  I  endeavour  to  forget  Octavio, 
Even  that  attempt  renews  his  memory, 
And  heightens  my  disquiet;  if  I  reiuse 
To  marry,  I  am  lost;  if  I  obey, 
I  cast  Octavio  and  myself  away. 
Two  such  extremes  of  ill  no  choice  admit. 
Each  seems  the  worst;  on  which  rock  shall  I 

split? 
Since,  if  I  marry,  I  cannot  survive; 
And  not  to  marry,  were  to  die  alive.  [ing ; 

Cam.  Your  story,  I  confess,  is  strangely  mov- 
Yet,  if  you  could  my  fortune  weigh  with  your*s, 
In  scales  of  equal  sensibility, 
You  would  not  change  your  sufferings  for  mine. 
Por,  What  can  tliere  be  in  nature  more  a& 
flicting, 
Than  to  be  torn  from  th'  object  of  my  love, 
And  forc'd  to  embrace  a  man  whom  I  must  hate? 
Cam,  Dave  you  not  known  that  object  of  your 
love, 
And  entertain*d  the  person  you  esteem? 
Have  you  not  heard,  and  answer*d  to  his  sighs? 
Has  he  not  borpe  his  pnrt  in  all  your  cares  ? 
po  not  you  live  and  reign  within  his  heart? 


Por,  1  doubt  no  more  bts  laith,  than  my  hard 
fate. 

Cam,  Tell  me,  dearest  Porcia,  if  I  love  one, 
Whom  I  shall  never  see,  suffering  as  much, 
Without  the  means  of  e'er  expressing  it. 
As  what  I  suffer  is  above  expression ; 
If  all  iny  sighs  wander  in  fleeting  air. 
And  ne'er  can  reach  his  ears  for  whom  they're 

form'd ; 
If  all  my  passion,  all  my  killing  cares. 
Must  be  for  ever  to  their  cause  unknown; 
If  their  sad  weight  must  sink  me  to  my  grave. 
Without  one  groan  that  he  can  «ver  hear. 
Or  the  least  liope,  that  I  should  e'er  obtain 
Ease  by  's  pity,  or  cure  by  his  disdain ; 
If  this  the  Slate  of  my  misiR>rtune  be, 
(As  Heaven,  that  has  decreed  it,  knows  it  is,) 
Say,  dearest  Porcia,  do  you  envy  me  ? 

Por,  What  over-cruel  laws  of  decency 
Have  struck  you  diraib?    have  you  misphc^il 

your  love. 
On  such  a  party  as  you  dare  not  own  ? 

Cam,  No,  no ;  the  cause  is  worthy  of  tfa*  ef> 
feet ; 
For,  though  I  had  no  passion  for  this  person, 
I  were  ungrateful  if  I  should  not  give 
The  flrst  place  in  my  heart  to  such  high  merit 

I       Por,  It  he  has  been  so  happ^  to  deserve 
Your  love,  why  are  not  you  so  just  to  let 
Him  know  it? 

Cam.  'Tis  impossible.    Ah,  that  dismal  word 
Clearly  states  the  difference  of  our  fortunes ! 
You,  in  your  flrst  adventure  have  beeu  crois'd, 
But  I,  before  I  can  set  out,  am  lost 

Por.  Pray  make  me  comprehend  this  mystery. 

Cam,  Tis  t'  open  my  wounds  afrcshy  dear 
Porcia, 
But  you  must  be  obey'd —  [4/^^^  ^  little patm. 
His  excellence  the  Conde  cr  Oniate 
Being  sent  ambassador  to  th'  emperor, 
We,  having  the  honour  to  be  near  ally'd 
To 's  lady,  went  with  him ;  my  brotlier 
Was  desir'd  by  her,  to  make  that  journey : 
Whose  tenderness  for  me,  not  suffering  him 
To  let  me  stay  behind,  I  was  engag'd. 
And  treated  by  th'  ambassadress,  my  cousin. 
With  more  respect  than  I  could  ever  merit. 

Por.  She  's  a  lady  fam'd  for  great  civility. 

Cam,  We  had  not  pass'd  much  time  i'th'eoi' 
peror*s  court, 
When  my  dear  brotlier,  unexpectedly. 
By  urgent  business  was  call'd  back  to  Seville; 
In  our  return  (pa.<>sing  too  near  a  garrison 
Of  th'  enemy's)  our  convoy  was  surpriz'd 
And  routed  by  a  party  of  their  horio 

Por.  Camilla,  you  begin  to  raise  my  fears. 

Cam.  We  being  pris'ners,  were  horry'd  strtst 
.away 
To  the  enemy's  quarters,  where  my  ill  fate 
Made  me  appear  too  pleasing  to  the  eyes 
Of  their  commander;  who,  at  flrst  approach, 
Pretends  to  parly  in  a  lover's  stile. 
Protesting  ihat  Ukj  face  had  cbaog'd  our  fbrtuJieSi 
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hthn  my  captive  made :  but  finding  soon 
little  he  advanc'd  in  his  design, 
ittery  and  his  feign*d  submission ; 
lifts  his  person^  calls  me  his  prisoner, 
iwears  my  virgm  treasure  if  as  his  prize ; 
et  protests  he  had  much  rather  owe  it 
y  indulgence,  than  his  own^ood  fortune; 
lo,  through  storms  and  calms,  the  villain 

still 
les  his  course  to  his  accursed  end ; 
inding  me  inflexible  to  bis  threats 
ell  as  fawnings,  he  resolves  to  use 
ast  and  uncontrouled  argument 
tpious  men  in  power,  force. 
r.  Ah,  poor  Camilla !  where  was  your  bro- 
ther, 
time  of  such  distress  ? 
JR.  My  brother !  he,  alas,  was  long  before 
e  away  from  me  in  the  first  encounter ; 
re  liaving  certainly  behav'd  himself, 
ell  became  his  nation  and  his  name, 
iiio*d  sore  wounded  in  aiK>ther  house. 
r,  Pr*y  thee  make  haste  to  free  me  from  this 

fright. 
III.  The  brute  approaches,  and  by  violence 
avours  to  accomplish  his  intent ; 
ocate  my  guardian  angel,  and  resist^ 
vith  unequal  force,  though  rage  supply*d 
e  spirits  which  my  fear  had  put  to  flight; 
ngth  grown  faint  with  crying  out  and  striv* 

*d  a  dagger  by  the  villain's  side, 

:b  snatching  boldly  out,  as  my  last  refuge, 

i  his  own  arms  I  wound  the  savage  beast; 

It  the  stroke,  unseiz'd  me,  and  gave  back ; 

lilt  produces  cowardice ;  then  I, 

iagger  pointing  to  my  breast,  cry*d  out, 

in,  keep  off,  for  if  thou  dost  persist, 

e  myself  both  sacrifice  and  priest : 

dly  now  defy  thy  lust  and  hate ; 

hat  dares  chuse  to  die,  may  brave  her  fate. 

T.  How  I  love  and  envy  thee,  at  once  ! 

[PoRciA  starts  to  her  and  kiues  her. 
n,  brave  maid. 
M.  Immediately  the  drums  and  trumpets 

sound. 
Is  go  off,  and  a  great  cry,  To  arms, 
*ms:  the  lustful  satyr  flies;  I  stand 
with  amazement  to  the  marble  floor, 
ing  my  guardian  dagger  up  aloft, 
the  ravisher  bad  threatened  still, 
r.  I  fancy  thee,  Camilla,  in  that  posture, 
a  noble  statue,  which  I  remember 
ive  seen,  of  the  enraged  Juno, 
D  she  had  robb*d  Jove  of  his  thunderbolt, 
m.  Freed  from  this  fright^  my  spirits  flow'd 

so  fast 
le  forsaken  channels  of  my  heart, 
they,  who  by  their  orderly  access 
Id  have  supported  life,  by  throngs  oppress : 
harg*d  with  joy,  I  fell  into  a  swoon, 
that  which  happened  during  tliis  inicrvali 
fwithiu  the  circle  of  my  knowledge. 


For.  Y'  have  rab'd  me  tO  a  mighty  expecta* 
tion; 
Will  the  adventure  answer  it,  Camilla  ? 

Cam,  At  my  return  to  life,  op'nii;g  tny  eyes,. 
Think,  dearest  Porcia,  how  I  was  astoiiish'di 
To  find  there,  kneeling  by  my  side,  a  man 
Of  a  most  noble  form,  who  bowing  to  tue, 
Madam  (says  he)  y*  are  welcome  lo  the  world ; 
Pardon,  I  pray,  the  boldness  of  a  stranger, 
Who  humbly  sues  t*  you  to  continue  in  it; 
Or,  if  you  needs  will  leave  us,  stay  at  leiist 
Until  I  have  revengM  )our  wrongs,  and  then 
rU  wait  upon  you  to  the  other  world. 
For  you  withdrawn,  this  will  a  desurt  seem. 
And  life  a  torment. 

For,  High  gallantry,  cousin,  for  the  first  ad- 
dress. 

Cam,  'Twas  so  surprizing,  that  my  confusion 
CheckM  my  reply ;  but  I  suppose  my  looks 
Did  speak  the  grateful  Innguage  of  my  heart; 
For  I  perceiv'd  an  air  of  joy  enlijchteo 
His  manly  face;  but,  oh  I  how  soon  'twas  clouded 
By  fresh  alarms!  we  heard  li^e  boldiers  cry, 
Where's  Anionio?  the  enemy  is  rally'd. 
And  coming  on  to  give  a  second  charge. 
He  started  up,  and,  with  a  mien  that  luark'd 
The  conflict  twixt  his  honour  and  hts  love, 
Madam  (says  he)  the  soul  was  never  yet 
With  such  convulsion  from  the  body  torn. 
As  I  from  you ;  but  it  niui>c  ne'er  bt  said 
That  Don  Antonio  de  Mendoza 
Follows  those  in  dangers,  whom  he  ought  to  letii* 
Thus  the  vanquished  conqueror  disappear *d. 
Leaving  that  image  stamp'd  opou  my  heaft. 
To  which  I  all  the  joys  must  sacrifice 
Of  the  poor  remnant  of  my  wretched  life ; 
If  properly  to  live  I  nmy  be  said. 
When  all  my  hopes  of  seeinp  liiin  are  dead. 

[She  puts  her  handkenihief  to  her  e^n, 

Por,  Though  you  have  kept  this  part  oi'  yoor 
adventure 
Still  from  me — 

Cam.  And  from  every  body  living. 

For,  I  have  observ'd  the  signs  of  smother'd 
grief; 
I  've  often  seen  those  lovely  eyes  much  swoln. 
Those  are  true  tears,  Camilla,  which  are  storn. 
But  what  said  you  was  his  name,  Camilla  ? 

Cam,  Antonio  de  Mendoza. 

For,  O  heavens,  Antonio  de  Mendoza ! 

Eriter  Don  IIiTNRtQUB. 

D,  Hen.  I'm  pleas'd  to  find  you  speaking  of 

your  husband. 
Cam.  What's  that  I  bear  ?  her  husband  ? 

[Anidt. 
D.  Hen.  Have  yon  the  letter  ready,  I  desir*d 
you 
To  write  to  liim  ?  V\\  send  ■%  servant  with  it. 
To  meet  him  on  the  way,  'twill  shew  respect. 
P«r.  You  know  my  ol*edieiice,  brother. 
D.  Hen.  T\&  yt«\V)  ivk\n« 
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Enter  Silvio. 

SiL  Sir,  beres  a  servant  of  Don  Antonio 
Newly  alighted  at  the  gate ;  be*s  come 
Post  ht>ni  his  roaster,  charg'd  with  letters  for  you. 
D.  Hen,  I  could  not  have  receiv*d  mure  wel- 
come news. 
Go^  bring  him  in;  sister,  you  may  withdraw. 

\^Exeunt  Porcia  and  Camilla. 

Enter  Ernesto  and  Silvio. 

Ern,  Sir,  Don  Antonio  kisses  your  bands, 
And  sends  me  to  present  this  letter  to  you. 
[He  givei  a  letter  to  Don  Henrique.     Don 
Henrique  opentitf  and,  having  read  it  to 
himself,  $ay$ : 
D.  Hen,  Vm  glad  to  find  by  's  letter  be  *s  in 
health ; 
Yet  methinks,  friend,  be  writes  but  doubtfully 
Of 's  being  here  this  night,  as  I  expected. 
Em.  His  letter,  I  suppose,  sir,  speaks  bis 

purpose. 
D,  Hen,  Til  answer 't,  and  dispatch  yon  pre- 
sently ; 
In  the  mean   while,  go  make  him   welcome, 
Silvio.  [Exeunt  Silvio  and  Ernesto. 
I  would  to  Heaven  he  were  arriv'd  ;  I  grow 
Each  minute  more  impatient :  as  bodies 
Near  the  centre  move  with  more  violence ; 
So  when  we  approach  the  ends  of  our  designs, 
Our  expectations  are  the  more  intense. 
And  our  fears  greater,  of  all  cross  events. 

[Exit  Henrique. 

Enter  Silvio,  Ernesto,  Geraldo,  Pedro, 
Bernardino,  J  ago,  vith  tome  cups  of  cho- 
colate, 

Sil,  Methinks,  camerade,  a  soup  of  chocolate 
Is  not  amiss  afler  a  tedious  journey — 
Your  master's  liealth,  sir.  [He  drinks, 

Em,  *  1*11  do  you  reason,  sir. 

Sil,  Pray  how  long  is  't,  brother,  since  you 
left  Spain  ^ 

Em,  Tis  now  five  years,  and  upwards,  since 
I  went 
From  Seville,  with  my  roaster,  into  Flanders, 
The  king's  fencing-school ;  where  all  his  subjects 
Given  to  fighting,  are  taught  the  use  of  arms, 
And  notably  kept  in  breath. 

Sil,  Your  master,  I  am  sure,  has  got  the  fame 
To  be  a  perMous  man  in  that  rough  trade. 

Em,  He's  a  brave  soldier,  envy  must  con- 
fess it. 

Fed,  It  seems  so,  fiiith,  since  merely  by  the 
force 
Of  his  ^reat  reputation,  he  can  take 
Our  bright  young  mistress  in  without  a  siege. 

Em,  If  I  mistake  not.  she  will  be  revenie'd 


On  him  ere  long,  and  take  him  too,  by  th'  fores 
Of  her  rare  wit  and  beauty. 

Fed,  Sh'  as  a  fair  portion,  sir,  of  both,  I  dire 
Assure  you. 

Sil,  But  pr'ytbee,  brother,  iostnict  us  a  litt 
Tell  us,  what  kind  of  country  is  this  Holland, 
Thai's  so  much  ulk*d  of,  and  so  much  fbuj 
for? 
Em,  Why,  friend,  'tis  a  huge  ship  at  anchor, 
fraught 
With  a  sort  of  creatures  made  up  of  turf 
And  butter. 

Fed,  Pray,  sir,  what  do  they  druik  in  tfaiC 
country  ? 
Tis  said,  there's  neither  fountains  there 
Nor  vines. 

Em.  This  is  the  butler,   Bure,   by   bk  apt 

question.  [Aside. 

Friend,  they  drink  there  a  certain  muddy  liqaor, 

Made  of  that  grain  with  which  you  fc^  jfov 

mules. 

Fed.  What,  barley?   can  that  juice  qoeDcb 

their  thirst  r 
Ern,  You'd  scarce  believe  it  could,  did  yoo 
but  see 
How  oft  they  drink. 
Ftd,  But  methinks  that  should  make  them 

drunk,  camerade — 
Ern,    Indeed  most   strangers    are    of  that 
opinion. 
But  they  themselves  believe  it  not,  because 
They  are  so  often. 

Ger,  A  nation,  sure,  of  walking  tuns !  the 
world 
Has  not  the  like. 

Ern,  Pardon  me,  friend ;  there  is  but  a  gntt 
ditch 
Betwixt  them  and  such  another  nation ; 
If  these  good  fellows  would  but  join,  and  driok 
That  dry,  i'  faith  tliey  might  shake  bands. 
Ger,  Pr'ytbee,  friend,  can  tliese  Dutch  Bor- 

racios  fight  ? 
Em,  They  can  do  even  as  well,  for  they  can 
pay 
Those  that  can  fight. 

iSi7.  But  where,  I  pray,  sir,  do  they  get  their 

money  ? 
Em.  Oh,  sir,  they  have  a  thriving  mystery; 
Thev  cheat  their  neighboring  princes  of  their  trade, 
And  then  they  buy  weirsubjects  for  their  soldiers. 
Sil,  Methinks  our  armies  should  beat  these 
butter-boxes 
Out  of  the  world. 

Ern,  Trust  me,  brother,  they'll  sooner  beat 
our  armies 
Out  of  their  country ;  why,  ready  money,  frieod, 
Will  do  much  more  in  camps,  as  well  as  coorts, 
Than  a  ready  wit,  I  dare  assure  you. 


*  ^^  *>  Ifw  reason.— See  Note  «3  to  The  Widsufs  Tern,  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  VoL  VI.  p.  199. 
CQlt*  1780.  • 
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Ger,   Methinks,  camerede,  onr  king  should 
have  more  money. 
Than  these  Dutch  swabbers;  be*s  master  o*  th* 

Indies, 
Where  money  grows. 

Em.  But  they  have  herrings,  friend,  which,  I 
assure  you, 
Are  worth  our  master's  mines. 

Ger.  Herrings !  why^  what  a  deril  do  they  grow 
Id  their  country  ? 

Em,  No,  fiuth,  they  fish  'em  on  the  English 
coast. 
And  fetch  their  salt  from  France,  then  they 

pickle  *em. 
And  sell  'em  all  o'er  tlie  world. 

Ger,  'Slife,  these  rascals  li?e  by  cookery. 
JErn.  This  is  the  coddled  cook,  I've  found 
him  out.  [A»ide, 

■    Ber,  What  kind  of  beds,  sir,  have  they  i'  that 
country  ? 
Em,  This,  I  dare  swear  's  the  groom  o'  th' 
chamber.  •  [Atide, 

Sir,  tliey  have  certain  niches  in  their  walls. 
Where  they  climb  up  o'  nights,  and  there  they 

stew 
Id  their  own  grease  till  morning. 
Jag,  Pray,  sir,  give  me  leave  to  ask  you  one 
question ; 
What  manner  of  women  have  tliey   in  tliat 
country  ? 
Em.  The  gentleman-usher,  upon  my  life. 

[Aside, 
Pray  excuse  me,  sir ;  we  gentlemen  soldiers 
Value  ourselves  upon  our  civiliu 
To  that  sofl  sex ;  and,  in  good  faith,  they  are 
The  softest  of  that  sex,  I  ever  niet  with. 

Jag,  Does  any  of  our  Spaniards  ever  marry 
With  'em  ? 

Em.  Yes,  some  lean  families,  that  have  a 
mind 
To  lard  their  progeny. 

Sil,  What,  a  God  s  name,  could  come  into  the 
heads 
Of  this  people,  to  make  them  rebel  ? 

Em,   Why,  religion;   that  came  into  their 
heads 
A  God*s  name. 

Ger,  But  what  a  devil  made  the  noblemen 
Rebel,  they  never  mind  religion  ? 

Em,  Why,  that  which  made  the  devil  himself 
rebel, 
Ambition. 

SU.  This  is  a  pleasant  fellow.  [Atidt, 

I  find  you  gentlemen  soldiers  want  no  wit. 
Em,  When  we're  well  paid,  sir;  but  that's  so 
seldom, 
I  find  that  i;entleman  wants  wit  that  is 
A  soldier — Your  company's  very  good, 
But  I  Imve  business  which  requires  dispatch. 
*     ¥ed.  Will  you  not  mend  your  draught  before 
you  go  ? 
Em,  I  thank  you,  sir,  I  have  done  very  well. 
AIL  Your  servant,  your  servant,  &c.  \Eieunt, 


Enter  Camilla,  Porcia,  Flora. 

Tor,  Was  e'er  disaster  like  to  mine,  Camilla? 

Cam,  Was  e'er  misfortune,  Porcia,  like  to  minef 

For,  That  I  must  never  see  Octavio  more  ? 

Cam,  That  1  again  must  Don  Antonio  see, 
Yet  never  see  him  mine  ? 

For,  I,  to  be  marry'd  to  the  man  I  hate. 

Cam,  And  I,  to  have  the  man  I  love  torn 
from  roe. 

Tor,  I  am,  by  robbing  of  my  friend,  undone. 

Cam,  I,  for  not  hind'ring  of  the  thef^,  am  lost. 

For.  Ye  powers,  who  these  entangled  fortunes 
RJve, 
Instruct  us  how  to  die,  or  how  to  live.  [She  weeps. 

Cam,  Cousin,  when  we  should  act,  then  to 
complain 
Is  childishly  to  beat  the  air  in  vain. 
These  descants  on  our  griefs  only  perplex ; 
Let 's  seek  the  remedy ;  you  know,  our  sex 
This  honour  bears  from  men,  in  exigents 
Of  love,  never  to  want  expedients. 

For,  You  have  awnken'd  me,  give  me  your 
veil; 

[Porcia  take$  off'CxuiLJ.A's  teil  and 
puts  it  on  herself. 
Quickly,  dear  cousin,  quickly ;  and  you.  Flora, 
Run  presently,  and  see  whether  my  brother 
Be  settled  to  dispatch  Antonio's  man. 

[Exit  Flora, 

Cam,  What  mean  you,  Porcia  ? 

For,  If  once  my  brother  be  set  down  to  write, 
I  may  securely  reckon  one  hour  mine ; 
For  he  is  so  extravagantly  jealous. 
That  he  distrusts  the  sense  of  his  own  words. 
And  will  weigh  a  subscription  to  a  scruple. 
Lest  he  should  wrong  his  family  by  his  stile ; 
Therefore,  I'll  serve  myself  on  this  occasion 
To  see  Octavio,  and  to  let  him  know. 
That  all  our  hopes  are  ready  to  expire, 
Unless  he  finds  some  prompt  expedient 
For  our  relief. 

Cam,  Pray  how,  and  where  d'  you  hope  to 
speak  with  him  ? 

For,  At  his  own  house,  where  he  lies  yet  con- 
ceal'd ; 
Tis  not  fnr  off,  and  I  will  venture  thither. 

Cam,  D*  you  know  the  way  ? 

For,  Not  very  well,  but  Flora*s  a  good  guide. 

Enter  Flora  hastily, 

Flo,  O  madam  I  he's  coming  already. 
For,  Ah,  spiteful  destiny  !  Cothe,  let's  retire 
Into  my  chamber,  cousin. 

[Exeunt  Porcia  and  Camilla. 

Enter  Don  Henrique  and  Ernesto. 

D,  Hen,  If  you  desire  to  see  ber,  friend,  you 

may. 
Em,  I  should  be  glad  to  acquaint  my  master, 

sir, 
That  I  have  had  the  honour  to  see  his  bride. 
D,  Hen,  Where's  your  lady^  Floca^l 
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Flo.  Sbe*»  in  her  chambeff^  sir. 

JD.  Hen,  Tell  her,  Antonio's  man  attends  her 
here, 
To  do  hisdutj  to  her,  ere  he  goes.  [Exit  Floba. 
Stay  bere ;  you'll  find  her  with  a  kinswoman^ 
In  her  home-dress,  witliout  a  veil,  but  you 
Are  privilegM,  by  your  relation,  lor  this  access.; 
I'll  go  dispatch  my  letter.       [Exit  UfiHai^UE. 

Enter  Camilla,  Porcia,  and  Flora. 

[Ernesto  addresses  himself  to  Camilla, 
seeing  her  without  a  veil, 
Em,  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  beg  the 
honour 
Of  seeing  your  ladyship,  to  make  myself 
More  welcome  to  my  lord,  at  my  return. 

Por,  A  rare  mistake !  further  it,  dear  Camilla, 
Who  knows  what  good  this  error  may  produce  ? 

[Aside. 
Cam.  Friend,  in  what  state  left  you  your  lord 

and  mine  ? 
Em,  As  happy  as  the  hopes  of  being  your's 
Could  make  him,  madam. 

Cam,  I  wou'd  the  master  were  as  easily  de- 
ceived. [Aside, 
I  pray,  present  my  humble  service  to  him; 
And  let  him  know,  that  I  nm  very  glad 
He  has  pass'd  his  journey  so  successfully — 
Qive  him  the  letter.  Flora — farewel,  friend. 

[Exeunt  Camilla,  Porcia,  and  Flora. 
Em,  Now,  by  my  life,  she  is  a  lovely  lady ; 
My  master  will  be  mvlsh'd  with  her  form. 
I  hope  this  blind  bargain,  made  by  proxy, 
May  prove  as  happy  a  marriage  as  those 
Made  after  th*  old  mshion,  chiefly  for  love ; 
And  that  this  unseen  beauty  may  have  charms 
To  bring  him  back  to  his  right  wits  again. 
From  his  ^ild  ravings  on  an  unknown  dame, 
Whom,  as  he  fancies  (once  upon  a  time) 
He  recovered  from  a  trance,  ihat*s  to  say 
From  a  sound  sleep,  which  makes  him  dream  e'er 

since. 
I'll  hasten  to  him  with  this  plenRins;  news. 

[Exit  £rnesto. 

Enter  Camilla,  Porcia,  anc/ Flora. 

Cam,  My  melancholy  could  hardly  hinder  me 
From  laughing  at  the  formal  fool's  mistake. 
But  tell  me,  did  not  I  present  your  person 
With  rare  assurance?  The  way  for  both  to  thrive, 
Is  to  make  me  your  representative. 

Por.  Most  willingly ;  and  I  am  confident. 
When  you  your  charms  shall  to  his  heart  apply, 
You  all  your  rivals  safely  may  defy. 

Cam,   1  wish  I  could  be  vain  enough  to 
hope  it. 
But,  cousin,  my  despairs  are  so  extreme, 
I  can't  be  flatter'd,  though  but  in  a  dream. 

Fh,  Madam,  do  we  go ;  or  what  do  yoa  re- 
solve on  ? 

Por,  I  must  resolve,  but  know  'not  what  to 
^  chuse. 


Cam,    Cousin^  tdte  heed,  I  am  tibud  jfoa 
venture 
Too  muckt  youc  brother  caiinol  tarry  long; 

And  if  nt  his  return  he  finds  you  missing 

Por,  Y'  have  reason,  th'  opportunity  is  loir. 
What  is 't  a  clock,  Flora  ? 

Flo,  I  think  near  seven,  for  thm  clock  struck 
six 
Just  as  Camilla  enter'd  the  chamber^ 

Por,  Quick  then.  Flora,  fetch  yoMT  veil;  yoa 
shall  carry 
Mv  tablets  to  Octavio ;  there  he'll  find 
The  hour  and  place  where  I  wouki  have  hint 
meet.  [£jiV  Flora. 

Cam,  Tis  well  resolv'd ;  but  wbece  do  yoa 
design 
Your  meeting  ? 

Por,  In  the  remotest  part  of  ail  the  garden, 
Which  answers,  as  you  know,  to  ray  apartment; 
And  Flora  has  the  key  of  the  back-door. 
Cam,  As  the  case  stands,  you  chuse  the  fittnt 
place.  [Flora  returns  veiled, 

Por,  Cousin,  I  beg  your  patieuce  whilst  I 
write.     [Porcia  writes  in  hertahUti^ 
Cam.  You,  Mistress  Flora,  by  tbia  accident 
May  chance  to  see  your  fiiithAil  lover,  Diego. 

FU).  He  is  a  faithful  lover  of  hiiuaelf^ 
Without  a  rival,  madam. 

Cam,    Damsel,    your    words    and    thouf^ 
hardly  agree; 
For  could  we  see  his  image  in  your  hearty 
'Twould  be  a  fairer  far,  than  e'er  his  glass 
Reflected. 

Flo.  Madam,  I  am  not  yet  so  Tcry  old. 
That  I  should  dote. 

Cam.  Nor  yet  so  very  young  but  yoa  msj 
love  ; 
Dotage  and  love  are  cousin-germans.  Flora. 
Flo,  Yt^s,  when  we  love  and  are  not  loT*d 
a^ain ;  [SmWui^. 

For  else,  I  think  they  're  not  so  near  akin. 
Cam,  I  liave  toucb'd  a  nettle,  and  stong  my 
self.  [Jfiir. 

Por,  Make  all  the  haste  you  can,  pray,  FkKii 
Flo,  Madam,  I'll  fly. 
Should  I  not  play  my  part,  I  were  to  blame. 
Since  all  my  fortune's  betted  on  her  gaaie.  [J»iL 
Madam,  has  Octavio  the  other  key 
Belonging  to  the  tablets? 

Por,  Yes,  yes ;  I  pray  make  haste. 

[Exit  Ftoti. 
Cam,  Cousin,  pray  call  for  Mirabel,  aad  k> 
her 
Divert  us  with  a  song. 
Por,  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Pmge, 

Page,  bid  Mirabel  come  in,  and  Floridor 
With  bis  lute,  and  send  io  somebody  with  chairs 

Cam,  Pray,  cousin,  let  her  sing  her  newcA 
air. 

Por.  What  you  pleaae« 
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Cam,  Tell  me,  pr'/thee^  wbofte  compothion 

was  it? 
For.  GuesSy  and  TU  tell  tou  tme. 

[They  bring  in  chairs. 
Cam,  Octavio*8? 
For.  Y'  are  i'  th'  right. 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Floridor. 
For,  Mirabel;  sing  Mistaken  Kindness. 

THE  SONG. 

Can  Luciamira  to  mistake, 
To  persuade  me  tojty  f 
T«  (cruel  kind)  for  my  own  sake. 
To  counsel  me  to  die. 
lUkc  those  faint  souls,  who  cheat  themselves  of 
breath. 
And  die  for  fear  of  death. 


Since  lovers  the  principle  of  life. 

And  you  the  object  lav*d, 
Let*M,  Luciamira^  end  this  strife, 

I  cease  to  be  removed. 
We  know  not  what  they  do^  are  gone  from  hence. 

But  here  we  love  by  sense. 

If  the  Platonicks,  who  would  protB 

Souls  without  bodies  love, 
Had,  with  respect,  well  understood 

The  passions  i*  the  blood, 
Th*  had  suffered  bodies  to  have  had  t/teir  part. 

And  seated  love  i*  th*  heart. 

For,  What  tliscord  there*8  in  musicky  wbea 
the  heart, 
Untun*d  by  trouble,  cannot  bear  a  part ! 

Cam.  In  vain  we  seek  content  in  outward 
things, 
Tis  only  from  within  where  qniet  springs 


ACT  II. 


SCENE— <Ac  City  ofSevilU, 

Enter  Don  Antonio  and  Sancho,  in  riding 

cloaths. 

San.  Sir,  we  are  arriv'd  in  very  good  time. 
D.  Ant.  I  did  not  think  it  would  have  been 
so  soon 
By  an  hour  at  least ;  but  lovers  ride  apace. 
AVhy  smile  yoD,  Sancho? 

San,  Faith,  at  the  novelty  of  your  amours. 
To  fall  in  love  with  one  you  hardly  saw, 
And  marry  one  you  never  saw ;  'tis  pretty. 
But  we  poor  mortals  have  another  method. 
D.  Ant.  Y*  are  very  pleasant,  friend ;  but  is 
not  this 
The  market-place,  behind  the  Jacobins  ? 
San.  Yes,  sir. 

X>.  Ant.  'lis  here  I  chargM  Ernesto  to  ex- 
pect me. 
San,  Since  you  are  here,  sir,  earlier  than  you 
thought. 
Why  might  you  not  go  shifl  you  at  the  post-house^ 
And  be  return*d  before  Ernesto  come  ? 
Howe'er,  'tis  better  that  be  wait  for  vou 
Than  you  for  him,  in  the  open  street. 

D.  Ant.  Tis  well  thought  on ;  come,  let's  go 
then.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Don  Octavio  and  Diego. 

D.  Oct.  Come,  Diego,  'tis  now  time  to  quit 
our  dens. 
And  to  beein  our  chase. 

Die.  Oi  what,  sir,  bats  or  owls,  now  the  sun's 
set? 
Call  you  this  making  of  love?  why,  methinks 
*T'n  more  like  making  of  war ;  marching  all  night 
In  arms,  as  if  we  designed  to  beat  up 
The  enemy's  quarters* 

VOL.    III. 


D,  Oct,  Why,  would  not  you  venture  as  much 
for  Flora  ? 

Die,  No,  in  good  faith,  sir ;  I  shall  venture 
enough 
If  e*er  I  marry  her;  I'll  run  no  baiard 
(By  my  good-will)  beforehand. 

D.  Oct,  That's  from  your  fear,  not  prudence, 
Diego. 

Die,  Sir,  you  may  call  it  what  you  please; 
but  I 
Dare  boldly  say,  there  lives  not  in  the  world 
A  more  valiant  man  than  I,  whilst  danger 
Keeps  its  distance ;  but  when  saucily 
It  presses  on,  then  (I  confess)  'tis  true, 
I  have  a  certain  tenderness  for  life. 
Which  checks  my  ardour,  and  inclines  my  pru* 

dence 
Timely  to  withdraw.  [self; 

D.  Oct,  Your  stile  is  wond'rous  civil  to  your- 
FIow  you  soften  that  harsh  word  calPd  Cowardice ! 
But  the  danger  is  not  always  evident, 
When  you  are  pleas'd,  my  friend,  to  run  away. 

Die.  It  may  be  so,  sir,  not  to  vulgar  eyes ; 
But  I  have  such  a  piercing  sight,  that  I 
Discover  perils  out  of  others'  ken ; 
Which  they  not  seeing  soon  enough  to  shun, 
Areforc'd  ('encounter;  and  then  their  strug- 
gling 
Is,  by  th'  unwaiT  world,  taken  for  courage. 

D,  Oct.  Who*8  truly  valiant,  will  be  always  sa. 

Die,  Wlio's  wisely  valiant,  will  avoid  the  foe. 

D.  Oct.  You  have  more  light,  Diego,  I  see, 
than  heat ; 
But  ril  allow  your  wit  and  honesty 
To  come  to  composition  for  your  want 
Of  courage. 

Die.  I  have  courage  enough  for  the  profesiiovt 
To  which  my  pareuU  d\d  d«!l\^\Bft% 
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D.  Oct,  Why,  what  was  that? 
Vie.  An  advocate,  I  could  have  acted  choler 
In  my  client's  sight,  and,  when  his  back  was 

turu'd, 
Have  hugg'd  the  lawyer  of  the  adverse  party ; 
And,  if  I  mistake  not,  they  sell  their  breath 
Much  dearer  than  you  soldiers  do  your  blood. 
Tis  true,  you  get  honour,  a  fine  light  food 
For  delicate  complexions ;  but  I  have 
Known  some  captains  of  phiin  stomachs  starve 
upon  't. 
D.  Oct.  The  varlet  's  i*  the  right.— [^«*rfe.] 
— How  came  *t  about  . 
You  were  not  of  this  thriving  trade  ? 

Die.  After  I  had  spent  seven  years  at  Sala- 
manca, 
My  fiather,  a  rich  merchant  of  this  city, 
"Was  utterly  undone,  by  that  damn*d  Englishman, 
With  whom  we  fright  our  children. 

V.Oct,   Who,  Captain  Drako?   Was  he  a 

pirate  ? 
Vie.  He  had  been  so  on  this  side  of  the  line. 
D.  Oct,  Tis  strange  that  war  and  peace  should 
have  degrees 
Of  latitude;    one  would  have    thought    they 

should 
Have  been  the  same  all  o*er  the  world — But 

what's  this 
To  my  amours  ?  I  trifle  away  my  time. 
Was  ever  lover*s  fate  so  rude  as  mine  ? 
Condemn'd  to  darkness,  forced  to  hide  my  head. 
As  well  as  love  ?  and,  to  spite  me  the  more. 
Fortune  has  contradictions  rcconcilM, 
I  am  at  once  a  pris*ner,  and  exiPd. 

Enter  Von  Antonio  and  Sancho. 

V,  4-nt,  Methinks  Ernesto  should  not  tarry 
long. 
If  not  already  come.    Sancho,  how  call  you 
The  street  there  just  before  us,  where  you  see 
Yon  gentleman  with  his  cloak  o*er  his  face  ? 
I  have  lost  all  my  measures  of  this  town. 
Sdn,  I  am  as  much  to  seek  as  you,  sir. 
V.  Ant,  Let  us  go  to  him|  Sancho,  and  en- 
quire ; 
He  has  a  notable  good  mien  :  I  ne'er 
Saw  an  air  more  lilie  Octavio's. 

V,  Oct,  Unless  my  eyes  do  very  much  de- 
ceive me. 
That's  Don  Antonio ;  if  it  be  he,  Diego, 
There  is  no  danger  in  his  knowing  as  : 
He  was  mv  comrade  when  I  first  bore  arms. 

[Don  OcTAVio  lets  fall  hit  cloak  from 
before  hit  face. 
Tislie. 

V.  Ant.  You  injure  me,  Octavio,  to  be  so  long 
A  knowing  one  who  's  so  entirely  yours. 

^!r^ey  embrace. 
V.  Oct,  Your  presence  in  this  place,  noble 
Antonio, 
Was  so  unexpected,  I  hardly  durst 
Believe  my  eyes ;  when  came  you  to  this  town  ? 
D.  Ant.  I  am  just  now  arrived. 


V.  Oct.  I  joy  to  see  you  here ;  bat  sfaooki 
have  thought 
It  likelier  to  have  heard  of  you  at  court. 
Pursuing  there  the  recompences  due 
To  your  great  merit. 

D.  Ant,  That  is  no  place  for  men  of  morality : 
I  have  been  taught,  Octavio,  to  deserve. 
But  not  to  seek  reward ;  that  does  profane 
The  dignity  of  virtue.    If  princes, 
For  their  own  interests,  will  not  advance 
Deserving  subjects,  they  must  raise  themselres 
By  a  brave  contempt  of  fortune. 

V,  Oct.  Rig'rous  virtue  !  which  makes  os  to 
deserve. 
Yet  suflTer  the  neglect  of  those  we  serve. 

V.  Ant,  Virtue  to  interest  has  no  reg^; 
Nor  is  it  virtue,  if  we  expect  reward. 

V,  Oct,  If  for  their  service  kings  our  virtoei 
press. 
Is  no  pay  due  to  valour  and  success? 

V.  Ant.  When  we  gave  up  our  persons  to 
their  will. 
We  gave  with  those,  our  valour,  fortune,  skill. 

V.  Oct,  But  this  condition  tacitly  wasmeaoC, 
Kings  should  adjust  reward  and  punishmenL 

V,  Ant,  Kings  are  the  only  judges  of  deserts, 
And  our  tribunal 's  seated  in  their  hearts. 

V,  Oct,  But  ifthey  judge  and  act  amiss,  what 
then? 

V,  Ant,   They  must  account  to  th'  powvn 
above,  not  men. 

V,  Oct.  Then  we  most  suflfer. 

V.  Ant.  Yes;  if  we  reject 
Their  power  as  too  great,  we  must  erect 
A  greater  to  controul  them  ;  and  thus  we. 
Instead  of  shrinking,  swell  the  tyranny. 

V,  Oct.  W'  obey  for  fear,  then. 

V.  Ant.  True;  'tis  only  above 
Where  power  is  justice,  and  obedience  lore. 

V.  Oct.  I'm  glad  to  find,  in  you,  the  seeds 
yet  left 
Of  steady  virtue;  may  they  bring  forth  fruit 
Fit  to  illustrate  and  instruct  the  age. 
Let  me  once  more  embrace  you ;    welcome, 
brave  man.  [Embrace$  Don  Antohio. 
Both  the  delight  and  honour  of  your  friends, 

V,  Ant.  You  will  give  me  leave,  sir,  to  di^ 
tinguisli 
Betwixt  your  judgment  and  civility. 

V,  Oct,  He  has  not  liv'd  i'  th'  rea 
fame. 

Who  is  a  stranger  to  your  character. 
This  is  my  house,  be  pleas'd,  sir,  to  go  in, 
And  make  it  your's;  though  truly  at  preseut 
I  am  but  in  an  ill  condition 
To  receive  the  honour  of  such  a  guest ; 
Having,  by  an  unlucky  accident. 
Been  forc'd  of  late  to  keep  myself  conceal'd. 

V.  Ant,  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir,  but  caooot 
yet 
Receive  your  favour ;  for  I  must  stay  here 
Expecting  the  return  of  one  I  sent 
Before  me  to  my  brother-in-law's. 
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D.  Oct,  Hsre  you  a  brother-in-law  io  Seville  ? 
You  surprize  me  much. 

D.  Ant.  It  is  most  true,  Octavio,  I  come  hi- 
ther 
A  married  man,  as  much  as  friends  can  make 
me. 
D.  Oct,  Since  it  imports  you  not  to  miss  your 
servant. 
Let  us  stay  here  without  until  he  comes. 
And  thea  go  in  and  rest  yourself  a  while. 
But  how  go  our  affairs  in  Flanders  ? 

D.  Ant.  I  left  our  armies  in  a  better  state 
Than  formerly. 

D.  Oct,   And  your  governor,  the  Duke  of 
AlvB, 
I  suppose  in  great  reputation. 

D.  Ant,  The  honour  of  our  country,  and  the 
terror 
Ofotliers;  fortune  consulted  reason 
When  she  bestow'd  such  favours  upon  him. 
JD.  Oct.  And  yet  'tis  said,  he  loses  ground  at 

court. 
D.Ant.  Tis  possible ;  under  a  jealous  prince, 
A  frreat  *s  as  prejudicial  as  an  evil  fame. 

i>.  Oct.   Toey  say  he's  cruel,  even  to  bar- 
barity. 
D.  Ant.    'Tis  mercy,  that  which  they  call 
cruelty. 
In  a  civil  war,  m  fertile  provinces, 
(And  the  sun  sees  not  richer  than  are  these,) 
The  soldier,  especiallv  th*  auxiliary, 
Wliose  trade  it  is  to  fight  for  salary. 
Is  brib'd  by  gain  the  rebels'  lives  to  spare, 
That  mutual  quarter  may  prolong  the  war; 
Till  this  slow  fever  has  consum'd  their  force. 
And  then  they'll  fall  to  our  rival  France  of  course. 
War  made  in  earnest,  maketh  war  to  cease. 
And  vigorous  prosecution  hastens  peace. 

D.  Oct.  Y'  have  made  me  comprehend  his 
conduct ;  he's  sure 
As  g;reat  a  politician  as  a  soldier. 

X).  Ant,   Loyalty  's  his  centre,  his  circum- 
Prence  glory ; 
And  t*  after  ages  he  '11  show  great  in  story. 
D.  Oct.  A  nd  is  our  good  friend,  the  Marquis 
d'Olivera, 
In  high  esteem  ? 

D.  Ant.  The  boast  of  our  army;  he  has  enr 
ceeded 
Hope,  and  made  flattery  impossible. 

J}.  Oct.  They  say  he  did  wonders  '  at  the 

siege  of  Mons. 
D.  Ant.  You  mean  (as  I  suppose)  at  the 
pursuit 
O'  tb'  German  army  led  by  the  prince  of  Orange. 


Indeed  his  courage,  and  his  conduct  there. 
Were  very  signal. 
D.  Oct,  You'll  much  oblige  me,  if,  whilst 
you  expect 
Your  servant  here,  I  might  learn  from  yourself 
Some  few  particulars  of  your  own  actions; 
Fame  speaks  loudly  of  them,  but  not  distinctly. 
1).  Ant.    Fame,   like  water,   bears  up  the 
lighter  things. 
And  lets  the  weighty  sink.    I  do  not  use 
To  speak  in  the  first  person  ;  but,  if  you  needs 
Will  have  a  story  to  fill  up  the  time, 
111  tell  you  nn  adventure  of  my  own. 
Where  you'll  find  love  so  intermix'd  with  arms. 
That  (I  am  confident)  'twill  raise  your  wonder. 
How,  being  prepossess'd  with  such  a  passion, 
I  should  (upon  prudential  motives  only) 
Be  engaged  (as  now  you  find  me)  to  marry 
A  lady  whom  I  never  saw. 

D.  Oct.  The  person,   and  the  subject,  sir, 
both  challenge 
My  best  attention. 
D.  Ant.  [After  a  little  pause!]  The  following 
evening  to  that  glorious  day. 
Wherein  the  Duke  of  Alva  gain'd  such  fame 
Agtiinst  the  cautelous  Nassaw,  some  horse 
Were  sent  from  the  army,  under  my  command. 
To  cover  the  Limbourg  frontiers,  much  expos'd 
To  tir  enemy's  inroads;  my  troops  scarce  lodg'd, 
I  receiv'd  intelligence,  that  a  party 
Of  tir  enemy  (about  two  hundred  horse) 
Were  newly  come  t'  a  village  three  leagues  off, 
Intending  there  to  lodge ;  immediately 
We  sounded    to   horse,    and   march  to  their 

surprize 
So  luckily,  tnat  by  the  break  of  day 
Their  quarters  were  on  fire. 

D.  Oct.  You  had  been  taught,  sir,  by  your 
wise  general. 
That  diligence  m  execution  is 
(Even  above  fortune)  mistress  of  success. 

D.  Ant.   They  made  but  faint  resistance; 
some  were  slain, 
Some  perish'd  in  the  fire,  others  escap'd. 
Giving  the  alarm,  in  quarters  more  remote. 
To  their  companions  cfrown'd  in  sleep  and  wine ; 
Who,  at  the  outcry,  and  the  noise  of  trumpets, 
Methinks  I  fancy  starting  from  their  beds, 
As  pale  and  wan,  as  from  their  donnitories 
Those  the  last  trump  shall  rouse,  difPring  in  this. 
That  those  awake  to  live,  but  these  to  die. 
D.  Oct.  Oh  how  unsafe  it  is  to  be  secure ! 
D.  Ant.  Finding  no  more  resistance,  I  made 
haste 
To  a  lofty  structure,  which,  as  I  conceiv'd, 


*  At  the  9uge  qf  ilfoiu.— In  the  year  1579r<tlie  town  of  Mons,  in  Henanlt,  wan  surprized  by  Count 
Lodowicke,  who  fortified  himself  in  it,  intending  to  hold  it  against  the  power  of  Spam.  It  was  soon 
after  invested  by  the  Uoke  of  Alva,  and  surrendered  to  hitn  after  a  long  ^iege,  tliough  attemp.te.d  to 
be  succoured  by  the  Prince  of  Orange,  who  came  before  it  with  an  army  with  which  he  some  time 
liarrasscd  his  enemy,  but  without  effecting  bis  principal  design.  V 
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Was  tbe  likeliest qoarter  for  their  officer; 
Led  thither  by  desire  to  rescue  both, 
Him,  from  the  soldiers'  rage,  that  from  the  6re. 
D.  Oct,  A  cure  most  worthy  of  a  gallant 

leader. 
D,  Ant.  But  thinky  Octavio,  bow  I  was  sur- 
prized, 
When,  entering  a  pavilion  i'  th'  garden, 
I  found  a  woman  of  a  matchless  form. 
Stretched  all  along  upon  the  marble  floor. 

•D.  Oct,  I  easily  can  divine  how  such  a  heart, 
As  harbours  in  the  brave  Antonio*6  breast, 
May  suffer  at  so  sad  a  spectacle. 
.  I),Ant,  At  the  first  sight,  I  did  believe  her 

dead ; 
Yet  in  that  state  so  awful  she  appeared. 
That  I  approach'd  her  with  as  much  respect. 
As  if  the  soul  had  animated  stilt 
That  body,  which,  though  dead,  scarce  mortal 

seem'd. 
But  as  the  sun  from  our  horizon  gone, 
His  beams  do  leave  a  tincture  on  the  skies. 
Which  shews  it  was  not  long  since  he  withdrew; 
So  in  her  lovely  face  there  still  appear'd 
Some  scattered  streaks  of  those  vermillion  beams. 
Which  us'd  t'  irradiate  that  bright  firmament. 
Thus  did  I  find  that  distress'd  miracle, 
Able  to  wound  a  heart  as  if  alive, 
Uncapable  to  cure  it,  as  if  dead. 

D,  Oct,  I   no  more  doubt  your  pity,  than 

your  wonder. 
Di  Ant,  My  admiration  did  suspend  my  aid. 
Till  passion  join*d  to  pity  made  me  bold; 
I  kneePd  and  took  her  in  my  arms,  then  bow*d 
Her  body  gently  forward  ;  at  which  instant, 
A  sigh  stole  from  her ;  Oh  the  ravishing  sound  ! 
Which,  being  a  symptom  of  remaining  life, 
Made  me  forget  that  'twas  a  sign  of  grief. 
At  length  she  faintly  opens  her  bright  eyes; 
So  breaks  the  day,  and  so  do  all  the  creatures 
Rejoice,  as  I  did,  at  the  new-born  light: 
But  as  the  Indians,  who  adore  the  sun, 
Are  scorcird  by  's  beam,  ere  half  his  race  be  run  ; 
So  I,  who  did  adore  her  rising  eyes, 
Found  myself  wounded  by  those  deities. 

D,  Oct.  I  am  big  with  expectation,  pray 
Deliver  me. 

D,  Ant.  From  her  fair  hand  a  bloody  poniard 
fell. 
Which  she  held  fast  during  her  trance,  as  if 
Sh'  had  only  needed  arms  whilst  she  did  sleep. 
And  trusted  to  her  eyes  when  she  did  wake. 
What  I  said  to  her,  being  a  production 
Of  mere  extasy,  I  remember  not; 
She  made  me  no  reply,  yet  I  discerned, 
In  a  serener  air  of  her  pale  face. 
Some  lines  of  satisfaction,  mix*d  with  fear. 
I>.   Oct,    Such    looks    in    silence    have   an 
eloquence. 
But  pray  go  on. 

D,  Ant,  Raised  from  the  ground,  and  to  her- 
self returned, 
I  stept  a  fittjug  distance  back ;  as  well 


To  gaze  upon  that  lovely  apparition. 
As  to  express  respect ;  when  at  that  instant 
The.trampets  sound  a  charge;  roy  soldien  cry, 
Where  is  our  leader?     Where's  Antonio? 
My  love  a  while  disputed  with  honour. 
But  that,  being  the  longer  settled  power. 
Overcame ;  I  join*d  my  troops,  left  in  reserve, 
As  they  were  ready  to  receive  a  charge 
From  divers  squadrons  of  fresh  horse,  who  being 
Quarter'd  in  neighbouring  villages,  had  taken 
Hotly  th'  alarm,  and  came  (though  then  too  late) 
In  succour  of  their  friends.     Honour  and  love 
Had  so  inflam'd  my  heart,  that  ladvancM 
Beyond  the  rules  of  conduct,  and  received 
So  many  wounds,  that  I  with  faintness  fell. 

X).  Oct,  How  can  this  storj  end  ? 

D.  Ant,  My  soldiers  beat  the  enemy,  and 
brought  me  off. 
Where    surgeons   quickly  cur'd    my    ootwtnl 

wounds : 
But  the  remembrance  of  that  heroine^ 
My  inward  hurts  kept  bleeding  still  tSreth; 
Till,  by  the  business  of  the  war  constraiu'd 
T*  attend  my  charge  i*  th'  army,  my  despair 
Of  ever  seeing  her  again,  conspiring 
With  the  strong  persuasions  of  Olivera, 
I  was  at  length  even  forc'd  to  an  engagement 
Of  marriage  with  a  lady  of  this  city, 
Rich,  noble,  and,  as  they  say,  beautiful. 
And  so  you  have  me  here,  come  to  consummate 
Those  nuptial  rites,  to  which  my  interest. 
And  the  importunity  of  trusty  friends, 
0*er-rule  my  judgment,  tho*  against  my  heart. 

D.  Oct,  A  wonderful  adventure !    but  prey, 
sir. 
May  I  not  take  the  liberty  to  ask  you. 
Who  may  this  noble  lady  be,  to  wliom 
The  fates  have  destin'd  so  much  happiness? 

D.  Ant.  I  have  no  reserves  for  you,  Octatio, 
Tis  the  sister  of 

Enter  Ernesto,  and  Don  Octavio  retira  hth 
till/,  and  covers  his  face  with  his  cloak. 

D.  Ant,  [nodding  to  Ocl,'\  It   is  roy  semot, 

sir, 
D.  Oct.  Step  to  Antonio,  Diego,  and  desire 
him 
To  send  him  off. 

[Diego  goes  to  Antonio  and  vltispert. 
D,  Ant.  I  will  immediately — Well,  Eroesto, 
What  good  news  ?.  speak  freely. 

£rit.  Sir,  as  you  charg'd  me,  I  told  y<»ur  bro- 
ther-in-law, 
I  thought  you  hardly  could  be  tliere  tliis  night; 
He  kisses  your  hands,  and  bade  me  tell  yoo. 
That  he  expects  your  coming  with  impatience, 
This  letter  's  from  Don  Henrique,  th'  other  'i 

from 
Your  beauteous  bride,  the  most  »ccomplish*d 

person 
I  ever  saw ;  my  bein*g  of  your  train 

I  Gave  me  the  privilege  of  a  domestick. 
To  see  her  io  her  chamber  dreas,  witliont 
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A  veil,  either  to  cover  faults,  or  hide 
Perfections. 

X>.  Ant.  Tell  me  troly,  is  she  so  very  hand- 
some? 

Em.  Handsomer  far,  in  my  opinion,  sir, 
Thao  all  those  Brussels  beauties,  which  you  call 
The  finish*d  pieces:  but  I  say  no  more; 
Let  your  otvn  eyes  inform  you;  here's  a  key 
Of  the  apartment  that 's  made  ready  for  you ; 
A  lower  quarter,  very  nobly  furnished, 
That  opens  on  St  Vinqent's  street. 

D.  Ant.  Give  it  me;  and  go  to  the  post-house. 
And  take  care  that  my  things  be  brought  from 
thence.  [Exit  £rne>to. 

Gctavio,  will  you  go  along  with  me. 
And  be  a  witness  of  my  first  address  ? 

D.  Oct.  Sir,  you  chuse  in  me  an  ill  companion 
Of  lovers'  interviews,  or  nuptial  jovs  :. 
One  whose  misfortunes  to  such  sad  extremes 
Are  hei^hten'd,  that  the  very  mentioning 
Of  happy  hours,  serves  only  to  imbitter 
The  memory  of  my  lost  joys. 

D.  Ant.  So  very  deep  a  sense  of  your  misfor- 
tunes. 
Holds  no  proportion  with  Octavio's  mind. 

Enter  Flora  in  haste. 

Flo.  Where's  your  master,  Diego  ? 
Die.  There's  some  ill  towards,  when  this  bird 
appears.  [Aside. 

Do  you  not  see  him  ?  y*  have  liv'd  too  long  a 
maid. 
Fio,  Sir,  I  have  something  to  say  t'  you  in 
private. 
That  requires  haste. 

D.  Oct,  What  new  accident  brings  you  hither, 

Flora? 
Fio.  These  tablets  will  inform  you,  sir. 

[Flora  retires. 
Die.  Will  you  not  slay  for  an  answer,  damsel? 
Flo.  Tis  a  command,  not  a  question,  Diego. 
Die.  Shoit  and  sweet.  Flora. 
D.  Oct.  Good  Flora,  stay  a  minute;  I  much 
fear 
It  is  some  new  misfortune. 

Die.  Nay,  sir,  you  may  be  sure  'tis  some  dis- 
aster. 
Else  it  would  ne'er  have  come  so  easily, 
And  so  unsought  for. 

D.  Oct,  Will  you  allow  me  for  a  moment,  sir. 
To  step  into  my  house,  and  read  a  letter? 

[Bowing  to  Antonio. 
D.  Ant.  I'll  wait  upon  you  in,  and  stay  your 
leisure.  [Exeunt  all  hut  Dilco. 

Die.  These  little  black  books  do  more  devils 
raise, 
Than  nil  the  6(^res  of  the  conjurers. 
This  is  some  missive  from  the  heroine ; 
If  it  ends  not  in  fighting  I'll  be  hang'd  ; 
It  is  the  method  of  their  dear  romances, 
And  persons  of  their  rank  make  love  by  book. 
Curse  of  the  inventor  of  that  damn'd  device 
Ofjiaintiog  words^  und  tpenking  to  oor  eyes ! 


Had  I  a  hundred  daughters,  by  this  light. 
Not  one  of  'em  should  ever  read  or  write. 

Enter  Flora,  and  seetns  to  go  away  in  liaste. 

Here  she  comes  again.     Twas  a  quick  dispatch. 
A  word.  Flora,  or  a  kind  glance  at  least; 
What,  grown  cruel  ?  Diego,  no  body  w'  you, 

Flo.  This  is  no  time  for  fooling,  friend. 

Die.  Nay,  if  you  be  so  serious,  fare  you  well; 
But,  now  I  think  ou*t  better,  I'll  do  th  honours 
Of  our  street,  and  bring  you  to  the  end  on*L 

Flo,  1  shall  be  well  help'd  up  with  such  a 
'squire. 
If  some   wniidering  knight  should   chauce  to 

assault  you. 
To  bear  away  your  damsel,  what  would  you  do? 

Die,  I'd  use  no  other  weapon  but  a  torch  ; 
I'd  put  aside  your  veil,  shew  him  your  face. 
That,  I  suppose,  would  puard  us  both. 

Flo.  Why,  d'  you  think  'twould  fright  himy 
Diego  ? 

Die.  Oh,  no ;  'ttvould  charm  him,  Flora. 

Flo.  Well,  such  as  'tis,  I'll  venture  it  without 
Engaging  your  known  valour;  good-nieht. 

[£xi/  Flora. 

Enter  Don  Octavio  and  Dan  Amtovio. 

D.  Oct,  What  may  this  be?  I  swear  1  cannot 
guess ; 
The  warning's  short,  but  she  must  be  obeyM. 
The  hour  draws  near ;  I  must  go  seek  a  friend. 
Her  words  seem  to  imply  need  of  a  second ; 
'T%vere  barbarous  to  engage  Antonio, 
Newly  arriv'd,  and  come  on  such  an  errand. 

[Aside. 
Noble  Antonio,  my  confusion's  great, 

[Addreuing  to  Antonio. 
To  tell  you  thus  abruptly,  I  must  leave  you ; 
Th*  occasion's  indispensable. 

D.  Ant.  I  must  not  quit  you,  sir,  I  know  too 
well 
The  laws  of  honour,  to  desert  you  now : 
When  I  perceive  my  friend  in  such  disorder. 
And  all  the  marks  that  he  is  call'd  to  danger, 
To  leave  him  then — 

D.  Oct.  It  is  a  summons  from  a  lady,  sir, 
Whom  I  have  lov'd  with  passion  and  succesi^ 
To  meet  her  in  her  garden  presently : 
All  is  propitious  on  her  part  and  mine ; 
But  she's  so  guarded  by  a  tyrant  brother. 
So  naturally  jealous,  and  so  incens'd 
By  a  late  accident  which  I  shall  tell  you. 
That  to  assure  you  there  would  be  no  danger 
In  this  adventure,  were, sir,  to  abuse  you; 
But  for  that  very  reason  I  am  bound 
Not  to  consent  you  should  embark  yourself 
In  a  business,  so  directly  opposite 
To  the  occasion  which  has  brought  you  hither, 

D.  Ant.  I  like  the  omen,  at  my  first  arrival 
To  have  the  honour  to  serve  so  brave  a  friend. 

D.  Oct.  You  from  a  life  of  perils  hither  com« 
To  find  a  nuptial  bed^  ^ol  «(&^Vl  iw  \»«^ 
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D.  Ant.  My  friend  engag'd,  it  never  must  be 
said 
Antonio  left  him  so  to  go  to  bed. 

D.  OcL  Y'  are  marry'd,  and  expose  what's 

not  your  own. 
D.  Ant,  Wedded  to  hononr,  that  roust  yield 
to  none.  [we  must 

D.  Oct,  Honour  makes  me  refuse  your  aid ; 
As  well  to  friends,  as  to  ourselves,  be  just. 
D,  Ant,  He  ought  not  to  pretend  to  friend- 
ship's name, 
Who  reckons  not  himself  and  friend  the  same. 
D.  Oct,  Friendship  with  justice  must  not  dis- 
agree, 
That  were  to  break  the  virtue's  harmony. 


D,  Ant.  Friendship  is  justice;   for  whene'er 
we  give, 
We  then  receive ;  so  'tis  commutative. 

D.  Oct.  So  great 's  your  friendship,  you  yoor 
friend  oppress : 
To  make  it  juster,  you  must  make  it  less. 
D.  Ant.  Friendship  can  never  err  in  the  ex- 
tent; 
Like  Nile,  when 't  overflows,  'tis  most  beneficent 
D.  Oct,  I  find,  Antonio,  you  will  still  sobdoe. 
D.  Ant.  I  owe  my  triumph  to  my  cause,  not 
you. 
Come,  we  lose  time,  your  mistress  roast  not  slay. 
D.  Oct.  Who  's  so  accompany'd,  needs  doc 
fear  bis  way.  [EjttMt. 


ACT  in. 


SCENE— Don  Henrique's  Houte. 

CamillAi  PoRciA,  and  Flora,  appear  as  in  a 

balcony. 

For,    Come,  cousin,   the  hour  assign'd  ap- 
proaches. 
Cam.  Nay,  more  than  so,  for 'tis  already  night. 
JFYor.  And,  thanks  to  your  stars^  sufiiciently 

dark. 
Por.  To  the  clouds  you  would  say,  Flora ;  for 
stars, 
In  this  occasion,  would  not  much  befriend  us. 
Pray,  cousin,  when  Octavio  shall  arrive. 
Do  you  and  Flora  watch  above  with  care ; 
For  if  my  cruel  brother  should  surprize  us — 
Cam.  Let  us  alone  to  play  the  centinels. 
Flor.  I'm  confident  he's  abroad,  and  will  not 
Suddenly  return ;  for  I  heard  him  say. 
He'd  pass  the  evening  at  the  Corrigidor's ; 
And  thence,  you  know,  he  seldom  comes  home 
eariy. 

Enter  Antonio,  Octavio,  and  Diego,  with 
their  cloaks  o'er  their  foces  and  their  swords 
undrawn  in  their  hands* 

D.  Ant.  Is  ic  not  something  early  for  advent 
tures 
Of  this  nature? 
D.  Oct,  Tis  the  hour  she  appointed. 
D.  Ant.  How  dark  'tis  grown  o'  th'  sudden  ! 
there's  not  one 
Star  appears  in  ail  the  firmament. 

Die.  So  mnch  the  better ;  for,  when  I  must 
fight, 
I  covet  no  spectators  of  my  prowess.       [Aside. 
D.  Oct.  Stay  you  here,  Antonio,  I'll  step  be- 
fore. 
And  give  the  sign;  when  you  hear  the  door  open, 
Then  come  on,  and  follow  me  in. 

Enter,  at  the  other  side  of  the  stage,  Don  He  v- 
RiQUE  and  Don  Carlos. 

D.  Hen.  The  Corrigidor's  is  a  sweet  place. 


D.  Car.  The  walks  and  fountains  so  eatioe 
me,  I  still 
Weary  myself  before  I  can  retire. 
D,  Hen.  Indeed  we  have  staid  longer  than 
we  thought. 
And  therefore  let's  go  home  the  shorter  way ; 
The  back-door  of  my  garden's  here  at  hand. 
D.  Car.  It  will  be  better  than  to  go  about 
For,  Would  he  were  come,  I  fear  the  rising 
moon 
Will  give  us  little  time.     \ Above  in  tkebtleony, 
[Octavio  knocks  upon  the  hilt  ofhisssitri, 
I  think  I  hear  his  usual  knock ;  who's  there  ? 
D.  Oct.  'Tis  I. 
For.  1  hope  y*  are  not  alone. 
D.  Oct.  No ;   here's  Diego  with  me,  aod  s 

friend. 
For.  'Tis  well ;  I'll  open  the  door  preseotlj. 
D.  Hen.  Come,  we  are  now  hard  by  the  ga^ 

den-gate. 
D.  Oct.  Let's  to  the  door,  sure  she's  tliere  bj 
this  time ; 
Be  not  afraid,  Diego. 
Die.  You  had  as  good  command  me  not  to 

breathe. 
D.  Oct.  Come  on;  what  are  you  thinking oa? 
Die.   That  I  see  company^   or  tiiat  my  fear 

D.  Oct.   Y\  are  i'  th'  right ;  let  's,  to  ttvod 
suspicion. 
Walk  on  at  large,  till  they  are  out  of  distance. 

[7^  noise  of  a  lock. 
D.  Car.  I  think  I  heard  your  gtrdeo-door 

open. 
D.  Hen.  I  think  so  too ;  ha,  at  thb  time  of 
the  night ! 
Why,  what  a  devil  can  this  mean  ?  Tis  so. 
I).  Ant.  They  have  open'd  this  door;  *tii 
time  for  me 
To  follow,  surely  Octavio  is  gone  in. 

[  An  TON  I  o  goes  towards  the  dosr. 
For.  What  stay  you  fi)r  ? 

[  Holding  the  door  haifepe». 
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D.  Hen,  What  is  *t  I  hear?  sure  'tis  Porcia's 

voice. 
Par,  What  mean  yoa  to  stand  there?  come 

in,  I  say. 
D,  Hen,  Hell  and  furies  ! 

[He  goes  to  draw  his  sword. 
D,  Car,  Be  patient,  sir,  and  you  will  make  a 
clearer 
Discovery  of  your  affront. 

For,  You  may  come  in  securely,  Octavio, 

[Setting  open  the  door. 
I  have  set  those  will  watch  my  brother's  coming. 
X).  Ant,  Madam,  I  am  not  Octavio. 
For.  Not  Octavio!   who  are  you  then?  and 
who's 
That  shadow  there  ? 

D,  Hen.  \  can  hold  no  longer — I'm  thy  des- 
tiny, [Draws  his  snord. 
Vile  woman ;  and  his  mortal  enemy, 
X>.  Ant,  Ha,  my  mortal  enemy  ? 
D,  Hen,  Yes,  villain;  whoe*er  thou  art,  thou 
shalt  pay 
This  treachery  with  thy  life. 

D,  Ant.  Vain  man  !  whoe'er  thou  art,  know, 
the  life  thou 
Threaten*st  is  guarded  by  a  trusty  sword. 

[Don  Carlos  draws,  and  they  all  enter 
'  the  garden  fighting, 

D.  Hen.  Make  fast  the  door. 

[To  Don  Carlos. 

Thou  art  some  desperate  villain,  hir'd  to  murder. 

[Octavio  and  Diego  come  to  the  door, 

D,  Ant,  Hir'd  by  friendship,  and  honour's  my 

salary.  [In  the  garden, 

D.  Oct.  That's  Antonio's  voice  within  the 

garden. 

[Runs  to  the  door,  and  finds  it  shut. 
What,  the  door  shut !  my  friend  engag'd,  and  I 
Excluded  !  cursed  fate  1  this  tree  may  help  me 
To  climb  o'er;  if  not,  1*11  fly  t'  him. 

[He  climbs  up. 
Die,  You  may  do  so :  your  sprightly  love  has 
wings, 
And  's  ever  fledge ;  'tis  moking-time  with  mine ; 
Yet  I'll  up  too  ;  the  hazard  's  not  in  climbing  : 

[Diego  climhs  the  tree. 
Here  I  will  sit,  and  out  of  danger's  reach 
£xpect  the  issue. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Garden,  out  of  which 
they  issue  fighting, 

D.  Oct,  Courage,  brave  friend ;  you  have  Oc- 
tavio by  you.  [firm. 
D.  Ant.  So  seconded,  a  coward  would  grow 
D.  Hen.  What,  is  there  more  of  your  crew  ? 
then  'tis  time 
To  call  for  heljp^ho,  Silvio,  Geraldo,        [you. 
Pedro,  come  forth,  and  bring  out  torches  with 

Enter  Silvio  with  his  sword  drawn, 

Sil,  Here  am  I,  sir,  ray  camerades  will  fol- 
low, [They  fight. 
As  fooB  as  they  have  lighted  their  torches. 


D.  Ant,  How  I  despise  these  slaves,  Octavio 
Having  you  by  me  ! 

Die,  Their  swords  do  clatter  bravely  in  tha 

dark.  [In  the  tree. 

iSi/.  I 'm  slain.  [Silvio  falls. 

[Don  Henrique  stepping  back^  falls 

over  Silvio,  and  loses  his  sword,  and 

Carlos  runs  in  to  him, 

D,  Car,  What,  are  you  hurt  ? 

D,  Hen,  No,  I  fell  by  chance:  help  me  to 

find  my  sword. 
D.  Oct,   What,  do  you  give  back  ?   yoa  do 
well  to  take  breath, 
Whilst  you  have  any  \e(t;  'twill  not  be  long, 
Now  that  the  rising  moon  lends  us  some  light. 
[I'he  rising  moon  appears  behind  the  scene. 
[PoRciA  runs  out  to  Octavio. 
For,  O  Octavio,  let  not  this  moment  slip 
To  free  me  from  my  cruel  brother's  fury, 
Or  never  hope  to  see  me  any  more 
Amongst  the  living. 

[Octavio  leads  her  away  by  the  arm. 
D,  Oct.  Ah,  noble  maid !   he  that  is  once 
possess'd 
Of  such  a  treasure,  and  defends  it  not. 
Let  him  live  wretched,  and  detested  die. 
Where's  my  brave  friend  ? 

D,  Ant.  You  have  me  by  your  side ;  lead  off 
your  mistress ; 
I'll  secure  your  retreat.  [torious^ 

Die,  That,  doubtless,  b  my  master,  who  vie- 
[In  the  tree,  pointing  to  those  who  are 
going  off. 
Is  bravely  marching  off  with  his  fair  prize; 
I'll  down  and  follow. 

D,  Car,  But,  whilst  I  was  engag'd  to  succour 
you,       [Having  helped  up  Don  Hen. 
Our  enemies,  I  fear,  are  got  away ; 
I  heard  the  door  open,  and  see  none  here, 
Although  the  night  s  much  brighter  than  'twas. 
ril  follow,  and  trace  the  villains,  if  I  can. 
To  their  dens :  mean  while  take  care  of  your 

sister ; 
And,  pray,  till  my  return  be  moderate. 

D,  Hen,  How  !  moderation  in  this  case? — 
what,  ho! 
Geraldo,  Pedro,  ah,  ye  cursed  rogues ! 

Enter  Servants  with  torches. 

Durst  ye  not  shew  your  heads  till  they  were 

^one  ? 
Geraldo,  light  me  in,  whilst  Pedro  looks 
To  his  hurt  companion — ah,  Poroia  I  Porcia ! 

[Exeunt  Don  Henrique  an<2  Geraldo, 
Pedro  carries  out  Silvio  fainting 
with  his  hurts, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  City  of  Seville, 

Enter  Don  Octavio,  Porcia,  Don  Antonio, 
and  a  little  after  Diego,  and  after  than  Don 
Carlos. 

J      Die.  Sure,  that's  Aatonv^  V3itvN^'Q^>^^^^^«^< 
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Sir,  th*  are  but  Just  before ;  roy  master  bears 
her       iLooking  back  to  Don  Carlos. 
Most  gallantly  away ;  lose  pot  sight  of  me. 
D.  Car,  Tiiis  rogue  takes  me  ibr  one^  of  his 


own  crew ; 


He  willy  by  his  mistake,  help  me  to  harbour  'em. 

[Eseunt. 
[Camilla  and  Flora  appear  in  the  balcony, 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Henrique's  House, 

Cam,  Was  there  ever  such  a  disaster,  Flora? 
Sure  th*  are  all  dead,  so  great 's  the  silence. 
Forcia  !  Porcia ! — nobody  answers. 

Flo,  Madam,  let  us  go  down  into  the  garden. 
Cam.  Excuse  me ;  tHat  were  to  involve  my- 
self 
In  this  unlucky  scandal ;  'tis  possible, 
Affrighted  with  the  scuffle,  she*s  return*d 
Into  her  quarter  by  the  other  door; 
Let 's  away  thither. 

[They  go  down  upon  the  stage, 
Flo,  Oh,  madam !   I  see  a  light,  and  Don 
Henrique 
Coming  this  way  with  his  sword  drawn :  what 

shall 
We  do? 

Cam.  Peace ;  let  us  hide  ourselves  behind  the 
door,  [They  go  behind  the  door. 

Till  we  discover  his  intentions. 

Enter  Don  Henrique  and  Geraldo  with  a 
torch,  and  Pedro  with  a  light;  Don  Hen- 
rique and  Geraldo  their  swords  drawn. 

Fed,  Sir,  I  have  search*d  all  the  rooms  of  the 
house, 
And  cannot  find  her. 

D,  Hen,    Base  infamous  woman!    may  be 
she 's  fled 
To  the  quarter  order'd  for  Antonio. 

Fed,  That  door  is  loc^'d,  and  's  servant  has 

the  key. 
D.  Hen,  Ah,  this  cursed  vagabond  !  thus  to 
rob  [He  stamps. 

A  brother  of  the  fruits  of  all  his  care, 
And  cast  this  stain  on  th'  honour  of  our  house  ! 
But  if  ever  I  get  the  fugitive 
Within  my  reach,  V\\  sacrifice  her  blood 
To  the  offended  spirits  of  my  ancestors. 
Flo,  Madam,  d'  you  hear  ? 
Cam.  Yes,  and  tremble.  Flora. 
D.  H^n,  Call  for  her  womau. 
Fed,  Flora!  Flora! 

Enter  Flora. 

Flo,  My  good  angel  guard  me — what's  your 

pleasure,  sir? 
D,  Hen,  Where's  your  mistress,  hussy  ? 
Flo.  She  told  me,  sir,  about  half  an  hour  since, 
She  would  go  down  into  the  garden.  [Exit  Flora. 
D,  Hen,  My  shame  is  certain;  ah!  the  sad 
condition 
Of  OS  men  of  honoar !  bow  unequally 


Our  crosses  and  our  comforts  mingled  are ! 
Our  orphan  sisters  are  no  sooner  grown 
Above  the  follies  of  their  childish  age, 
(During  which  season,  custom  does  exact 
Our  watchful  caution  over  all  tlieir  actions,) 
But  they  are  grafted  on  some'stranger  stock, 
Where  they  do  change  both  their  abodes  aod 

names. 
Without  the  least  reflection  on  their  kindoe 
Who  puin'd  themselves  to  cultivate  their  youtti; 
Or  else  remain  to  exercise  our  fears. 

O  unjust  Heavens !  why  suffer  you  that  the^, 
Who  to  our  joys  of  life  such  bubbles  are. 
Should  add  such  weight  unto  our  grieis  and  care? 
Ah  Porcia,  Porcia ! 

Enter  Don  Carlos. 

D.  Car,  Don  Henrique,  if  I  am  not  modi 
mistaken, 
I  have  in  this  short  time  made  a  great  progress 
Towards  your  redress;  I  come  from  barboar"' 
The  villains,  who  have  done  you  this  affroot 

Cam.  It  imports  to  be  attentive  now. 

D,  Hen.  O  you  revive  me  !    May  I  but  ooce 

The  pleasure  of  my  revenge,  though  the  nei^ 
Moment  were  the  last  period  of  my  life, 
I  should  depart  contented.     Are  the  villains 
Within  our  reach  ? 

D.  Car.  Be  patient,  sir,  and  FlI  infomi  ros 
fully. 
You  were  no  sooner  up,  but  I  pursu'd 
Your  flying  enemies,  hoping,  the  night 
Grown   somewhat  lighter,   might  help  nie 

discover 
The  place  of  their  retreat — one  of  their  paitj 
Who  was  behind  the  rest,  mistaking  me 
For  one  of  his  camerades,  bade  me  come  oo 
Saying,  his  master  was  but  just  before; 
That  he  had  borne  his  mistress  bravtfly  o£^ 
And  put  her  champion  brother  out  of  combat. 
D.  Hen.  Insolent  rascal ! —  [He  stamfL 

D,  Car.  We  had  not  pass'd  above  a  street  or 
two 
Before  he  stopp'd,  and  at  the  second  house 
Beyond  the  church,  in  Saint  lago's  street, 
Heenter'd,  and  desir'd  me  to  follow  him; 
I,  making  a  stand,  he  grew  suspicious. 
And,  from  my  silence,  guessing  his  mistake, 
He  slipped  into  the  house  and  lock'd  the  door: 
When  I  had  well  pbserv'd  the  street  and  hoose, 
I  came  with  speed  to  give  you  this  account. 

Flor,  Oh,  madam,  this  is  Don  Octavio's  hoiise; 
Without  all  doubt,  they  'vecarry'd  Porcia thicher. 
Cam,  Peace,  Flora,  and  listen  to  the  seqiid. 
D.  Hen.  Come,  cousin,  we  lose  time — Heigb, 
who  waits  there  ? 
I  will  besiepe  the  house :  if  they  refuse 
To  render,  I'll  reduce  that  theatre 
Of  my  shame  to  ashes,  and  make  their  fort 
Both  theirs  and  it's  own  sepulchre.     There  ire 
Such  charms  in  vengeance,  that  I  do  not  wonder, 
It  is  reserv'd  for  him  who  fono'd  the  tboDdo. 
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D,  Car.  Have  patience^  cousin,  and  consult 
your  reason; 
Twill  soon  confince  you  how  unpracttcable 
And  vain  your  proposition  is,  t'  attempt, 
At  tliis  time  of  night,  a  house  so  guarded, 
In  a  well-govern'd  city;  that  would  prove 
Very  like  thunder,  which  the  cloud  oestroys 
Wlierein  'twas  fbrni*d,  producing  only  noise. 
What  can  the  issue  be,  but  to  alarm 
The  town,  expose  your  person  and  your  fortune 
To  th*  rigour  of  the  law,  publish  your  shame. 
And  frustrate  your  revenge  for  ever  ? 

jD.  Hen.  What  \  would  ^ou  have  me  tarry  till 
these  villains. 
Who  have  invaded  my  house,  affronted 
My  person,  murder*d  my  servant,  and  robb'd 
Me  of  a  sister,  may  evade  my  vengeance  ? 

I' Spoken  hastily, 
et  me  alone  to 
find    ' 
A  certain  way  to  hinder  their  escape ; 
III  instantly  to  the  Corrigidor, 
And  beg  the  assistance  of  his  authority 
To  secure  tliese  criminals  for  the  present, 
That  afterwards  the  law  may  punish  them. 
D,  Hen,  A  fine  proposal !  Why,  cousin,  can 
you  think 
That  111  submit  a  personal  injury 
To  th'  tame  decision  of  the  formal  law  ? 
And  iMfing  been  affronted  by  the  sword, 
To  pray  the  aid  of  the  long  robe,  and  take 
An  advocate  for  second  ? — reliev'd  by  law  ? 
X).  Car.   Since  we  all  parties  are  in  making 
laws. 
We  must  not  judges  be  in  our  own  cause ; 
We  bold  it  infamous  to  break  our  words, 
Yet  cancel  the  great  charter  with  our  swords. 
i>.  Hen,  They,  by  their  insolence,  th^Iaws 

invade. 
D.  Car.  But  you,  by  your  revenge,  the  laws 

degrade. 
D.  Hen,  Hdnour  obliges  me  to  take  revenge. 
D,  Car.  Honour  is  justice,  rightly  understood; 
Your  idol  honour's  only  heat  of  blood. 

D.  Hen.  Honour  's  opinion,  which  rules  all 
the  world.  [fools ; 

D.  Car.    Opinion,  Henrique,    only  governs 
Reason,  the  wise  and  truly  valiant  rules. 

D.  Hen.  Reason  's  opinion ;  for  every  one 
Stamps  reason  on  his  own  opinion. 

D.  Car,  Tlien,  by  your  argument,  when  peo- 
ple join 
In  making  laws,  because  they  all  opine. 
Laws  are  reasonable,  and  bind  us  all. 

D.  Hen,  Curse  on  your  sophistry,  to  treat  a 
friend 
With  figures,  that 's  raging  in  a  fever ! 
You  may  as  well  pretend  to  teach  a  man 
To  ting  his  p^rt,  that's  stretch'd  upon  a  rack. 


No,  sir,  ni  sooner  lose  this  irksome  lil^, 
Than  e'er  consent  to  publish  my  disgrace. 
Before  I  have  reveng'd  it — to  assist 
At  the  funeral  of  my  own  honour  ! —  [He  f  tamps, 
D,  Car.  What  a  wild  creature  is  a  cholerick 
man !  [Aiidem 

Tis  far  from  my  intent ;  all  my  design 
Is  only  how  we  may  conceal  your  shame, 
Till  we  have  got  these  villains  in  our  power ; 
Which  can  be  brought  about  by  no  such  menns, 
As  by  demanding  justice  against  those 
Who  did  assault  your  person,  and  have  wounded 
Your  servant,  a  very  plausible  pretence  ! 
Will  this  content  you?    Trust   my  conduct, 

cousin ; 
Is  not  my  interest  the  same  with  yours  f 

D,  Hen,  Well,  since  it  must  be  so,  I  pray 

make  haste. 
D.  Car.  Doubt  not  my  diligence;  by  this  I'll 
prove 
Friendship  has  fire  and  wings,  as  well  as  love. 
D.  Hen.  If  you  could  fiy,  you  'd  move  with 
too  much  leisure ; 
Ah,  tedious  minutes,  which  revenge  does  mea- 
sure !  [kxU  Carlos. 
Flo,  Madam,  y*  have  heard  their  mischievous 
design  ? 
*  Cam,  Yes,  Flora,  out  of  question  Porcia  's 

there ; 
And,  if  they  find  her,  she  is  lost  for  ever. 

Flo,  1*11  try  to  hinder  it,  though  I  were  cer» 
tain 
To  perish  in  th'  attempt :  I'm  confident 
The  house  nt  present  is  in  such  confusion, 
I  may  run  thither  without  being  miss'd. 

Cam.  Tis  well  thought  on ;  in  the  interidrril 
retire 
To  Porcia's  chamber. 

[Exeunt  Jrom  behind  the  door. 

Enter  Oeraldo. 

Ger,  Sir,  Don  Antonio  is  just  arriv'd. 

D.  Hen.  Ha  !  what  *s  that  you  say,  sirrah  ? 

Ger.  That  Don  Antonio,  sir,  your  brother-in- 
law. 
Is  without,  walking  i'  th'  hnll,  and  bade  me 
Give  you  notice  of  it ;  shall  he  come  in  ? 

D,  Hen.    Antonio  arriv'd  !   O  heavens^  this 
circumstance 
Was  only  wanting  to  compleat  my  shame  ! 
When  he  desires  to  see  his  wife,  shall  I, 
Myself,  inform  a  person  of  his  quality. 
That  she  is  run  away  ?  Where  shall  I  find 
A  heart,  a  tongue,  a  voice,  or  breath,  or  face. 
To  utter  this  unparalleird  disgrace  ? 

[Spoken  hastily, 
O  this  fantastick  sense  of  honour  !  I 
At  my  own  tribunal  stand  ^assoil'd, 
Yet  fearing  others'  censure  am  embroiPd. 
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Ger.  What  is  your  pleasure,  sir  ?  'tis  possible 
That  Don  Antonio  may  think  it  long. 

JJ.  Hen.  Wait  on  him  in,  but  at  the  same 
time  tell  him 
You  cannot  find  me — I  will  leave  my  house, 
And  the  discovery  of  my  shame,  to  fate, 
And  any  censure  rather  undergo, 
Than  be  the  reporter  of  my  own  disgrace  ; 
Till  first  I  have  my  honour's  ransom  paid, 
In  the  vile  blood  of  this  perfidious  maid. 

[Exit  Henrique. 

Enter  Don  Antonio  and  Ernesto. 

D.  Ant,  My  friend  and  bis  fair  mistress  safely 
iodg'd, 
And  free  from  their  adventure;  'tis  now  fit 
To  mind  my  own  engageroent^But,  Ernesto, 
What  can  the  meaning  be  of  this  rude  usage, 
In  suffering  me  to  stay  without  thus  long, 
Upon  my  first  arrival  ?  Come,  let 's  go  on 
Into  the  other  rooms. 

Em.  I  swear,  sir,  I  *m  amaz'd  at  this  great 
change ; 
Tis  not  above  two  hours,  since  I  found  here 
A  numerous  and  welUorder'd  family, 
In  all  appearance ;  now  I  see  the  pages 
Bolt  out  of  the  doors,  then  start  back  again 
Into  their  holes,  like  rabbits  in  a  warren  ;  * 

The  maids  lie  peeping  at  the  garret  ivindows, 
Like  th*  upper  tier  of  ordnance  in  a  ship ; 
All  looks  disorder*d  now ;  nor  can  I  guess 
What  may  have  caus'd  so  great  nn  alteration ; 
But  there  I  see  the  servant  you  sent  in. 

Enter  Geraldo. 

J).  Ant.  Friend,  where's  your  master? 

Ger.  1  cannot  tell,  sir. 

D.  Ant.  Where  is  his  sister  ? 

Ger.  In  truth  I  know  not,  sir;  we  men-ser- 
vants 
Have  little  to  do  in  the  ladies*  quarters. 

[Exit  Geraldo. 

D.  Ant.  This  looks  but  oddly;  are  you  sure, 
Ernesto, 
Y'  have  not  misguide<l  me  to  a  wrong  house  ? 

Em.  If  you  are  sure,  sir,  that  we  are  awake, 
Then  I  am  certain  this  is  the  same  house, 
Wherein  this  afternoon  I  saw  and  spoke  with 
Don  Henrique  and  your  bride;    by  the  same 

token 
There  was  a  lady  with  her  in  a  veil ; 
And  this  very  room  is  the  anti-chamber 
To  her  apartment. 

D.  Ant.  I  should  be  finely  serv'd,  if,  after  all 
This  Begociation,  and  a  tedious  journey. 
My  pains  and  patience  should  be  cast  away 
On  home  such  withered  Sybil  for  a  wife. 
As  her  own  brother  is  asham'd  to  shew  me. 

Em.  You*ll  soon  be  freed  from  that  fear,  sir. 
[Ernesto  goes  toward  the  door. 

D.  Ant.  How  so  ? 

Em.  Because'I  see  her  in  the  inner-room, 
Lyiog  along  upon  her  coacb|  and  reading; 


Her  face  is  turn'd  the  other  way,  but  yet 
Her  shape  and  cioaths  assure  me  'tis  the  same. 

D.  Ant.  An  certain  that  'tis  she  ? 

Em.  There  are  not  many  like  her. 

D.  Ant.  If  thou  be'st  sure  'tis  she.  111  ven- 
ture in. 
Without  her  brother's  presence  t*  introduce  me. 

Ern.  She's  coming  this  way,  sir. 

Enter  Camilla,  reading. 

Cam.  Y'  have  reason.  Dido,  and  'tis  well  re- 
mark'd, — 
[She  shuts  fier  book  ;  after  a  little  pause. 
The  woman  who  su6fers  herself  to  love. 
Ought  likewise  to  prepare  herself  to  suffer; 
There  was  great  power  in  your  charms,  ^eas, 
V  enthrall  a  lady's  heart  at  first  approach, 
And  make  such  early  and  such  deep  impres- 
sions. 
That  nothing  but  her  death  could  e'er  deface. 
Alas,  poor  Dido  ! — 

D.  Ant.  O  heavens !  what's  that  I  see?— or 
do  1  dream  ? 
[Anton  10  «cci/i^  her,  starts,  then  stands 
as  if  amaz'd. 
Sure  I  am  asleep,  and  'tis  a  vision 
Of  her  who's  always  present  to  my  thoughts; 
Who,  fearing  my  revolt,  does  now  appear 
To  prove  and  to  confirm  my  constancy. 
When  first  I  saw  that  miracle,  she  seem'd 
An  apparition ;  here  it  must  be  one. 

Ern.    What  fit  of  frenzy  's  this?— Sir,  'lis 
Porcia, 
A  lovely,  living  woman,  and  your  bride. 
D.  Ant.  The  blessing  is  too  mighty  for 

faith. 
Ern.  Faith !  ne'er  trouble  your  faith  in  diis 
occasion ; 
Appftach  her  boldly,  sir,  and  trust  your  sense. 
D.  Ant.  As  when  we  dreara  of  some  tran- 
sporting pleasure. 
And,  finding  that  we  dream,  we  fear  to  wake, 
Lest  sense  should  rob  us  of  our  fancv*s  treasure, 
And  our  delightful  vision  from  us  tate; 
Bless'd  apparition,  so  it  fares  with  me. 
That  very  angel,  now,  once  more  appears, 
To  whose  divinity,  long  since,  I  rais'd 
An  altar  in  my  heart ;  where  I  have  offer'd 
The  constant  sacrifice  of  sighs  aud  vows. 
My  eyes  are  open,  yet  I  dare  not  trust  'em ! 
Bliss  above  faith  must  pass  for  an  illusion; 
If  such  it  be,  O  let  nie  sleep  for  ever. 
Happily  deceiv'd  :  But,  celestial  maid. 
If  this  thy  glorious  presence  real  be, 
O  let  one  word  of  pity  raise  my  soul 
From  visionary  bliss,  and  make  me  die 
With  real  joy  instead  of.extasy. 
Speak,  speak,  my  destiny ;  for  the  same  brcatli 
May  warm  ray  heart,  or  cool  it  into  death. 

Ern.  'Slife !  he 's  in  one  of  his  old  fits  again- 
Wlnr,  what  d'  you  mean,  sir?  'tis  Porcia  hersttf. 
Cam.  I  am  that  maid,  who  to  your  virtue 
owes 
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lonour  then,  and  her  disquiet  since; 
I  my  pain,  I  cannot  but  be  pleas'd 
id  a  passion,  rensur'd  in  our  sex, 
y*d  by  so  great  an  obligation, 
ue,  I  blush,  yet  I  must  own  the  fire, 
lich  both  love  and  gratitude  conspire. 
Ant.  Incomparable  creature!  con  it  be, 
having  sufferM  all  which  mighty  love 
er  inHict,  I  now  should  be  repaid 
as  hill  joys  as  love  could  ever  give  ? 
le,  to  make  my  happiness  compleat, 
>in*d  her  power,  and  made  me  Hnd  a  bride 
Dst  mistress ;  but  with  this  allay, 
ving  me  no  means  my  faith  to  prove, 
chance  anticipates  the  pains  of  love. 
t.  The  servant's  error  has  misled  the  mas- 
ter, 
»:es  me  too  for  Porcia;  blessed  mistake  ! 
me  now,  artful  dissimulation.  [Atide. 

iw  can  that  consist  with  so  much  passion? 
)ssible  the  sense  of  my  distrcss'd 
:ion  might  dispose  a  noble  heart 
e  impressions  then,  which  afterwards 
and   your  second   thoughts,    may   have 

defac'd ; 
n  a  constant  passion  be  produced 
tliose  ideas  pity  introduced  ? 
ur  tongue  spe^k  your  heart ;  for,  should 

y'  abuse  me, 
in  lime  discover  the  deceit : 
lay  paint  fire,  Antonio,  but  not  heat. 
Jw/.  Madam — 

.  Hold;  be  not  too  scrupulous,  Antonio; 
!  believe  it,  though  it  be  not  true ; 
?  chief  happiness  poor  maids  receive, 
n  themselves  they  happily  deceive. 
Int.  If,  since  those  conquering  eyes  I  first 

beheld, 
ive  not  reign'd  unrival'd  in  my  lienrt, 
3U  despise  me  now  you  are  my  own ; 
is  to  me  all  curses  summ*d  in  one. 
iy  your  servant,  madam,  take  the  bold- 
ness 
,  if  vou  have  ever  thought  of  him  ? 
.  A  love  so  founded  in  a  grateful  heart, 
ed  of  no  remembrnnoe,  Antonio; 
low  yourself  too  well ;  tiiose  of  your  trade 
kill  to  hold,  as  well  as  to  invade. 
Ii/.  Fortune  has  lifted  me  to  such  a  height 
piness,  that  it  may  turn  my  brain, 
I  look  down  upon  the  world, 
lave  I  now  to  wish  but  moderation^ 
iper  and  to  fix  my  joys  ^ 
.  I  yield  as  little  V  you,  noble  Antonio, 
)iness,  as  afiection ;  but  still 
must  do  as  may  become  your  bride, 
^ter  to  Don  Henrique ;  in  whose  absence 
:*r  conference  must  he  excused  ; 
>re  I  take  the  freedom  to  ivithdraw. 
I  have  staid  until  Don  Henrique  came, 
9ence  would  have  marr'd  my  whole  de- 
sign. [Aside, 

[Exit  Camilla. 


D,  Ant,  Where  beauty,  virtue,  and  discretion 
join, 
Tis  heaven,  methinks,  to  find  that  treasure  mine. 

Enter  Don  Henrique. 

D,  Hen.  Sure,  Don  Antonio^  having  long  ere 
this 
Found  out  th*  infamous  flight  of  my  vile  sister, 
Will  be  retir*d  to  meditate  revenge 
Upon  us  both — Ah,  curse !  he  is  there  still ; 

[Ue  sees  him^ 
V\\  slip  away — But  it  is  now  too  late, 
He  has  perceiv'd  me. 

D.  Ant.   How,  Don  Henrique  !   avoid  your 
friend,  that 's  come 
So  long  a  journey  t*  embrace  you,  and  cast 
Himself  at  the  feet  of  your  fair  sister? 

1).  Hen.  Noble  Anto.iio,  you  may  well  ima^ 
^ine 
The  trouble  I  am  in,  that  you  should  find 
My  house  in  such  disorder,  so  unfit 
Vo  receive  th*  honour  of  so  brave  a  guest. 
D,  Ant,  'Tis  true,  Don  Henrique,  I  am  much 
surpriz'd 

With  what  I  find ;  I  little  did  expect 
Your  sister  Porcia  should  have  been — 

D.  Hen,  Oh  heavens !  I'm  lost,  he  has  disco* 
ver'd  all.  [Aside. 

Tis  not,  Antonio,  in  a  brother's  power 
To  make  a  sister  of  a  better  paste 
Than  Heav*n  has  made  her. 

D.  Ant.  In  your  case 'specially;  for,  without 
doubt, 
Heaven  never  made  a  mure  accomplish'd  crea- 
ture. 
D,  Hen.  What  means  the  man  ?  [Asid^ 

D,  Ant.  I  come  just  now  from  entertaining 
her; 
Whose  wit  and  beauty  so  excel  all  those 
Of  her  fair  sex,  whom  I  have  ever  known, 
That  my  description  of  her  would  appear 
Itather  detraction  than  a  just  report 
Of  her  perfections. 

1).  Hen.  Certainly  he  mocks  ine;  he  never 
could 
Hai'e  chosen  a  worse  sufferer  of  scorn ; 
But  I  will  yet  contain  myself  awhile. 
To  see  how  far  he  *ll  drive  it.     [Aside.'j—StLy 

you,  sir, 
That  you  have  seen  and  entertained  my  sister  ? 
D.  Ant.  Yes,  Don  Henrique;  and  with  such 
full  contentment, 
So  rais'd  above  expression,  that  I  tliink 
The  pains  and  care  of  all  my  former  life 
Rewarded  with  excess,  in  the  delight 
Of  those  few  minutes  of  her  conversation. 
Tis  true,  that  satisfaction  was  abridg*d 
By  her  well-weigh*d  severity  ;  to  pive  me 
A  greater  pleasure  in  the  contemplation 
Of  her  discreet  observance  of  the  rules 
Of  decency ;  not  sutfering  me.  though  now 
Her  husband,  any  longer  to  enjoy 
So  great  a  happiness,  you  not  beivx^  ^')« 
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D.   Hen,   I  am  coofounded ;   but  I  mutt 
dissemble 
My  astoiibbioent,  till  I  can  unfold 
The  mystery.  [Aside,] — She  might  have  tpar*d 

that  caution; 
But  1  suppose  you  HI  easily  forgive 
An  error  on  the  better  side. 

D.  Ant,    Sir,  I  have  seen  so  much  of  her 
perfection 
In  that  short  visit,  I  shall  sooner  doubt 
Our  definitions  in  morality, 
Than  once  suppose  her  capable  of  error. 

I),  Hen,    This    exposition   makes   it  more 
obscure ; 
I  must  get  him  away.    [Aside,] — Sir,  is  't  not 

time 
To  wait  on  you  to  your  chamber?    It 's  late^ 
And  I  believe  you  have  need  of  rest. 

P.  Ant,  I  should  accept  your  offery  sir,  with 
thanks. 
If  I  were  not  obliged,  as  late  as  'tis, 
To  see  a  friend  before  I  go  to  bed. 

D.  Hen.  1%  bear  you  company,  if  you  11 

give  me  leave. 
D.  Ant.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir;  but  can't 
consent 
To  give  you  so  much  trouble ;  I'll  return 
Within  an  hour  at  farthest. 

D.  Hen,  Whene'er  you  please;  y*  are  wholly 

master  hei^, 
D,  Ant,  I  never  saw  a  man  so  discompos*d, 
Whate'er  the  matter  is.—  [A$ide. 

Ernesto,  I  inust  make  a  step  to  see 
A  friend  near  hand ;  bid  Sancho  follow  me. 
And  stay  you  in  my  chamber  till  I  come. 

[£jreuf»t  Antonio  and  Ernesto. 


D,  Hen,  Your  servant,  sir.  ^ 

[Don,  Henrique  waiti  on  him  to  the  dioi 
This  sudden  sally  hence 
At  this  time  of  the  night,  newly  arriv'd 
From  a  long  journey,  and  not  to  suffer  me 
To  wait  upon  him,  does  embroil  me  more. 
But  now  I  will  not  long  be  in  suspence; 
I  'U  to  my  sister's  chamber. 

Enter  Don  Carlos,  at  Don  Henrique  it 
going  into  Porcia's  chamber, 

D,  Car,  Ho!  Don   Henrique;  come  away, 
all 's  prepar'd ; 
Our  kinsman  the  Corrigidor  is  ready 
With  a  strong  band  of  serjeants,  and  stays  for  you. 

D,  Hen,  Speak  softly,  Don  Antonio  is  arnv'd, 
And  some  of  his  may  over-hear  us. 

D,  Car,  That 's  very  unlucky  ;    bat  does  he 

I  know 

Your  sister 's  missing? 
D,  Hen.  1  think  not  yet. 
D,  Car,  Come,  let 's  away ;  we  have  no  time 

to  lose. 
D.  Hen,  Pray  stay  a  while;  I  labour  with  a 
doubt 
Will  burst  me,  if  not  clear'd  before  I  go. 
D.  Car,   What,  cousin  !    will  you   lose  aa 
opportunity 
Never  to  he  recover  d  ?  Afe  you  mad  ? 
Will  you  permit  the  villains  to  escape. 
And  laugh  at  us  for  ever?  Come  away. 

[Hepulhkim. 
D,  Hen,  Well,  I  must  go ;  and  let  him  make 
it  out ; 
The  worst  estate  of  human  life  is  doubt. 

[Ejcunt, 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE— DoM  OcTAVio's  House. 


Enter  Don  Octavio  angrily,  pushing  Diego, 
and  VotiCi k  following. 

D,  Oct,  Villain,  thou  hast  undone  us ;  cursed 
villain. 
Where  was  thy  soul  ?  had  fear  quite  banisird  it. 
And  left  thee  not  one  grain  of  common  sense  ? 
For,  Was  there  ever  so  fatal  an  accident? 
D,  Oct.  Whjr,  traitor,  didst  thou  not  let  me 
know  it. 
As  soon  as  we  were  come  into  the  house  ? 
Die,  What  would  y'  have  done,  if  you  had 

known  it  then  ? 
D.  Oct,  I  would  have  sallyM  out,  and  kill'd 
the  rogue, 
In  whose  power  thou  hast  put  it  to  destroy  us. 
Can  it  be  doubted,  but  that  long  ere  this 
He  has  acquainted  Henrique  where  we  are  ? 
From  whose  black  rage  we  must  immediately 
Expect  t'  encounter  all  the  worst  extremes 
Of  malice,  seconded  by  seeming  justice; 


For  the  unfortunate  are  still  i'  th'  wrong. 
Curse  on  all  cowards !  better  fur  be  serv'd 
fiy  fools  and  knaves :  they  make  less  dangeroof 
fiiuits. 

Die.  Am  I  in  fault,  because  Fm  not  a  cat? 
How  could  I  tell  i'  th'  dark,  whether  that  rascal 
Were  a  knight-errant,  or  a  recreant  knight? 
I  thought  him  one  of  us,  and  true  to  love. 
Were  it  not  for  such  accidents  as  these. 
That  mock  man's  forecast,  sure  the  destinies 
Had  ne'er  been  plac*d  amongst  the  deities. 

D,  Oct,  Peace,  cowardly  slave;  havii^  tkos 
play'd  the  rogue. 
Are  you  grown  sententious  ?  Did  I  not  fear 
To  stain  my  sword  with  such  base  Uood,  I'd  kt 
Thy  soul  out  with  it  at  a  thousand  wounds. 

Die,  Why  then  a  thousand  thanks  to  my  base 
blood. 
For  saving  my  good  flesh.  [Jsid^ 

D.  Oct.  Pardon,  my  dearest  mistress,  thii 
excess 
Of  passion  in  your  presence. 
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w.  What  shftU  we  do,  Octavio  ?  if  we  stey 

here, 
ire  undone  for  ever :  my  brother 
be  instantly  upon  us.     Alas  ! 
>wii  life  I  value  not,  Octavio, 
n  your*8,  my  better  life,  such  hazard  runs ; 

0  my  honour !  O  my  innocence  ! 

is'd  to  scandal ;  there's  my  deepest  sense. 
.  Oct,  Though  the  complexion  of  your  bro- 
ther's malice 
mble  hell,  it  is  not  black  enough 
ast  a  stain  upon  yourvin^in  innocence, 
two  such  different  branches  ne'er  did  spring 

1  the  same  stock:   to  me  't  seems  very 

strange, 
middle  natures,  form'd  of  flesh  and  blood, 
kid  have  such  depths  of  il!,  such  heights  of 

•  good, 
iingel  sister,  and  a  devil  brother. 
7r.  He 's  my  brother,  and  I  know  no  defence 
injur'd  innocence,  but  innocence, 
fly,  Octavio ;  leave  me  to  my  fate. 
'.  Oct.  Your  kindness,  generous  maid,  con- 
futes itself; 
ave  my  life,  you  counsel  me  to  fly,        ^ 
ch  is  at  once  to  bid  me  live  and  die. 
9r.  What  then,  for  Heaven's  sake,  d'  you 

resolve  to  do  ? 
>.  Oct,  I  must  resolve,  and  suddenly,  but 

what, 
ear  I  know  not !  there  have  been  such  turns 
kj  misfortunes,  they  have  made  me  giddy. 
or.    You   must   determine  ;    time  wastes, 

Octavio. 
>.  Oct,  Madam,  if  I  should  lead  you  through 

the  streets, 
chance  to  meet  the  officers  of  justice, 
t  daring  to  avow  my  person, 
that  unlucky  accident  you  know  of, 
might,  I  fear,  by  that  means,  be  in  danger ; 
must  not  venture  't — Run,  rascal,  and  fetch 
lair  immediately. 

ie,  A  pretty  errand  at  this  time  o'  th*  night ! 
le  chairmen  are  exceedingly  welUnatur*d, 
are  likely  to  obey  a  servant's  orders 
r  Jiine  o'clock.  [Exit  Diego. 

'.  Oct,  Ye  Pow'rs  above,  why  do  ye  lay  so 

great 
eight  on  human  nature,  and  bestow 
I  an  unequal  force  to  bear  our  loads  ? 
r  a  long  pursuit,  through  all  those  stories 
ch  bell-bred  malice,  or  the  power  of  fate, 
kl  ever  rai^  t*  oppress  a  noble  love; 
m  at  length  possess'd  of  a  rich  mine, 
•re  nature  seem'd  to  have  lodged  all  her 

treasure, 
in  an  instant  have  it  ravish'd  from  me, 
to  rude  a  trial  for  my  patience 
ustain ;  I  cannot  b^r  it. 


For,  My  sense  of  this  misfortcme  ec^oals  yoiir*t; 
But  yet  I  must  cuniure  you  to  submit 
To  the  decrees  of  those  who  rule  above; 
Such  resignation  may  incline  their  justice 
Th'  impending  mischief  to  divert ;  besides, 
In  human  things,  there's  such  vicissitude. 
Where  hope  should  end,  we  hardly  can  conclode. 
1).  Oct,  Weak  hope  the  parent  is  of  anxious 
care, 
And  more  tormenting  far,  than  fix'd  despair: 
This  makes  us  turn  to  new  expedients; 
That,  languish  'twixt  desire  and  diffidence. 
For.  Fortune  will  blubb  for  shame,  when  sbe 
shall  tind 
Her  best-aini'd  darts   can  never  touch    your 
mind. 
D.  Oct,  Ah,  Porcia !  though  my  mind  be  Sue 
above 
The  reach  of  fate,  'tis  level  unto  love ; 
Urge  it  no  more  :  I'll  die  a  thousand  deaths 
Ere  I'll  consent  to  part  with  you. 

[Strikes  his  breast. 
For,   I  shall  be  always  your's;   for  though 
we  *re  forc'd 
To  separate,  yet  we  are  not  divorc'd. 

D.  Oct.  Whilst  our  souls  act  by  organs  of  the 
sense, 
Twixt  death  and  parting  there's  no  difference. 
For.   Consult  your  reason,   then   you   will 
comply ; 
Making  a  virtue  of  necessity. 

D.  Uct,  Ah,  lovely  maid !  'twas  not  ailowM 
to  Jove, 
To  hold  at  once  his  reason  and  his  iove. 

Enter  Diego. 

Die.  The  chair  is  come,  sir,  just  as  I  expected* 
D.  Oct,  Where  is  it  ? 

Die,  £vei>  where  it  was;   they  are  decplj 
engag'd 
^  A  las  pintas,  and  will  not  leave  their  gamci^ 
They  swear,  for  all  the  Dons  in  Seville. 

D.  Oct.  A  curse  upon  these  rognes  I  111  vaake 
'em  come. 
Or  make  tlieir  hearts  ake. 

[Don  Octavio  runs  out. 
Die,  Madam,  though  1  was  never  yet  onkind 
To  my  own  person,  I  am  so  much  troubled 
At  the  disquiet  my  mistake  has  brought  you. 
That,  could  I  do  't  conveniently,  i'  faith, 
I  would  even  cudgel  myself. 

For,  Away,  buffoon;  is  this  a  time  for  fool- 
ing? 

Enter  Don  Antonio  and  Sancho. 

D.  Ant.  Where  is  my  noble  friend,  Octavio  P 
Die.  Did  you  not  meet  him  at  the  door,  sir  ? 
D.  Ant.  No. 
Die,  He  went  oat,  sir,  just  as  yoo  came  in. 


i  Alas  fUdm^^At  cards.    From  pta/o,  a  spot  or  mark,      Sf% 
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,    D.  Ant,  Madam,  I  might  have  gone  to  bed, 
but  not  [Addresses  himself  to  Porcja. 
To  rest,  without  returning  to  enquire 
Ofyour's,  and  of  my  noble  friend's  condition; 
And  once  more  to  offer  you  my  service. 

Por,  I  take  th^  boldness,  in  Octavio's  absence, 
To  return  his,  with  my  most  humble  thanks, 
For  your  late  generous  assistance  of  us, 
And  for  this  new  addition  to  our  debt. 

Dm  Ant,   Tho'  I  have'  not  th'  honour  to  be 
knoivn  t'  you, 
The  service  of  your  sex  in  their  distresses 
Is  the  first  vow  of  those  of  our  profession ; 
And  my  constant  friendship  for  Octavio 
Is  of  so  old  a  date,  that  all  occasions, 
By  which  I  may  express  the  fen'our  of  it. 
Are  most  welcome  to  me. 

Enter  Fi^ora  in  great  haste, 

Flo.  O  madam — I'm  out  of  breath  with  run- 
ning. 

Por.  What  accident.  Flora,  brings  you  hither? 

Flom  A  sad  one,  madam,  and  requiring  haste, 
To  give  you  timely  notice  on*t — Don  Carlos, 
Assisted  by  the  light  o'  th*  rising  moon. 
And  by  a  mistake  of  some  of  your  train. 
Has  trac'd  you  to  this  house,  and  in  my  hearing 
InformM  your  brother  of  the  place  and  manner 
Of  your  retreat;  who  is  now  coming  hither 
Accompany'd  with  the  Corrigidor, 
To  seize  on  whomsoever  shall  be  found 
Within  these  walls,  upon  pretence  of  murder. 

Por,  Oh,  cruel  accident ! 

Flo,    Madam,  make  haste;   get  oat  of  the 
back  door, 
Or  you  will  certainly  be  met  with. 

Por,  How  vile  a  creature  am  I  now  become  ! 
For,  though  in  my  own  innocence  secure, 
To  the  censorious  world,  who,  like,  false  glasses 
Mingling  their  own  irregular  figures, 
Misreflect  the  object,  I  shall  appear 
Some  sinful  woman,  sold  to  infamy. 

V,  Ant,  Your  own  clear  mind  *6  the  glass, 
which  to  yourself 
Reflects  yourself;  and,  trust  me,  madam, 
W  are  only  happy  then,  when  all  our  joys 
Flow  from  ourselves,  not  from  the  people's  voice. 

Flo.  Madam,  they  Ml  instantly  be  here. 

Por.  Oh  that  Octavio  should  just  now  be  ab- 
sent! 
But  to  expect  till  he  return  were  madness. 
.    D.  Ant.  Y'  have  reason,  madam ;  and,  if  you 

dare  trust 
Your  person  to  the  conduct  of  a  strangery 
Upon  my  honour,  Indy,  I'll  secure  you. 
Or  perish  in  th'  attempt. 

For,    Generous  sir,  how  shall  a  wretched 
maid, 
Abandoned  by  her  fate  to  the  pursuit 
Of  an  inhuman  brother,  e'er  be  able 
Either  to  merit,  or  requite  your  favours  ?  [stood, 

D,  Ant,   1  aip  th'  oblig'd,  if  rightly  under- 
Being  o*erpaid  by  th' joy  of  doing  good. 


Por,  Sir,  I  resign  myself  to  your  protccti 
With  equal  gratitude  and  confidence. 

D.  Ant.   Come,  mndaio,  we  must  lost 
time — 
Diego,  find  out  your  master  presently, 
And  tell  him,  that  the  danger  not  allowing 
Our  stay  till  his  return,  I  shall  convey 
His  mistress  safely  to  a  nunnery. 

Por.  And,  Flora,  stay  you  here  to  brin 
word 
What  he  resolves  to  do  in  this  our  desperat 
Condition.  [Exit  Di 

Flo.  Madam,  I  shall. 

D.  Ant,  But  stay — I  swear  I'd  like  to 
committed  [Going  out,  reti 

A  foul  mistake;  the  monastery  gates 
Will  not  be  open'd  at  this  time  o*  th'  night, 
Without  a  strict  enquiry  into  the  cause; 
Besides,  'tis  possible,  that,  once  lodg'd  then 
She  may  be  out  of  my  friend's  power,  or  mi 
Ever  to  get  her  thence,  if  it  be  known. 

It  must  not  be 1  have  thousht  better  on 

[He  pftuseSy  andtk 
I  will  convey  you  to  my  brother-in-law's, 
A  i^erson  ot  such  quality  and  honour, 
As  may  protect  and  serve  you  with  his  crec 
And  there  my  wife  may  have  the  happiness 
T'  accompany  you,  and  pay  the  offices 
Due  to  your  virtue  and  distress'd  condition 
And,  gomg  to  a  house  that  's  so  much  mine 
Make  account,  madam,  'tis  to  your  own  hoi 
Sancho,  stay  you  here,  to  attend  Octavio, 

[Turning  to  Sax 
And  guide  him  the  next  way  to  my  npartnK 
Here  is  the  key,  I  shall  have  little  use  on't, 
Having  Ernesto  waiting  for  me  there. 
One  word  more,  Sancho;  let  Octavio  know 
Tis  my  advice,  that  he  come  in  a  chair; 
He,  by  that  means,  may  possibly  escape 
Examination,  if  he  should  be  met  with. 

Por.  Flora,  I  pray  do  you  continue  here, 
And  if  by  any  accident  Octavio 
Should  be  hinder'd  from  coming  after  us. 
Observe  his  motions  well,  and  where  he  fixe 
Then  return  home,  and  I  shall  find  some  wi 
Of  sending  to  you,  to  inform  myself. 

Flo.  I  shall  not  fail  t'  observe  your  on 
madam. 

D.  Ant.  Madam,  I  am  ready  to  attend  5 

Por,  Ah,  cruel  brother!    ah,  my  dear 
tavio ! 
How  am  I  tortur'd  betwixt  love  and  hate ! 

D,  Ant,   W*  had  better  suffer  than  def 
our  fate. 

[Exit  Don  Amtokio  and  Poi 

San.   Tis  no  small  compliment  my  m: 
makes 
Your  lady  and  her  gallant,  at  this  time 
O'  th'  night,  to  quit  his  brotbei^in-law's, 

leave 
So  fair  a  bride  as  Porcia  all  alone. 

Flo.  What,  is  his  mistress's  name  Porcia 

iSan.  Yes ;  and  if  she  has  as  fair  a  bandn 
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arself,  I  shall  soon  forget  my  damsels 

s  Low-Countries. 

.  If  your  Low-Country  damsels  resem- 
ble us, 

rould  not  be  put  to  't  to  forget  first. 

believe  that  you  are  safe  enough ; 

i  not  heard  such  praises  of  their  wit, 

lat  we  may  suppose  they  have  good  me- 
mories. 

Enter  Diego. 

'.  Is  not  my  master  yet  return*d  ? 

.  No. 

;.    Well;    now  have  we  an   honourable 

cause 
»r  the  beadle*s  livery:  faith,  Flora, 
ir  tender  sex  had  not  been  privileged 
this  harsh  discipline,  how  prettily 
i  the  beadle's  crimson  lace  show  upon 
white  back ! 
.    T  won't  do  so  well  as  on  a  darker 

ground ; 
suit  much  better  with  your  tawny  hide. 
!.  I  pray,  camerade,  is  it  the  mode  in  Se- 
ville, 
'■  whipp'd  for  company  ? 
r.   On,  sir,  a  well-bred  soldier  will  ne'er 

refuse 
a  civility  to  an  old  friend ; 
s  a  new  way  of  being  a  second, 
ew  your  passive  courage. 
I.   We  soldiers  do  not  use  to  shew  our 

backs. 
?.    Not  to  your  enemies;    but,  sir,  the 

beadle 
prove  your  friend;  for,  your  blood  being 

heated 
riding  post,  the  breathing  of  n  vein 
y  requisite. 
I.  Would  t'  Heaven  thalnl  were  i'  the  camp 

again  ; 
'  we  are  never  stripped  till  we  are  dead. 

•  Don  OcTAVio,  and  the  Chairmen  appear 
at  the  door. 

Oct,   Be  sure  you  stir  not  thence  till  I 
return.  [To  the  Chairmen. 

I,  where's  Porcia  ? 
;.  She's  fled  away  i'  th*  dark,  with  a  young 

roan 
ur  acquaintance. 
Oct.  Rascal,  leave  your  fooling. 
?.  There  's  none  i'  th'  case,  sir ;   'tis  the 

wisest  thing 
ver  did ;  had  she  staid  your  return, 
'ould  have  fallen  into  those  very  clutches, 
lich  you  will  immediately  be  grip'd, 
s  you  make  more  haste.     Flora  is  come 
all  the' speed  she  could,  to  let  you  know 
re  coming  with  the  justice,  to  lay  hold 
within  this  house ;  pray  be  quick,  sir, 
lave  yourself.    She's  safe  in  a  nunnery ; 
ucted  thither  by  Antonio. 


D.  Oct,  Peace,  screecb-owl!   fire  consume 
that  tongue  of  thine  ! 
What  say'si  thou,  villain  !  in  a  nunnery? 
Porcia  in  a  nunnery  ?  O  heavens !  nothing 
But  this  was  wanting  to  make  me  desperate ; 
What  hope  's  there  left  ever  to  get  her  thence, 
After  such  accidents  as. these  made  publick  ? 
Ah,  Flora,  is  it  true  that  my  dear  Porcia 
Is  gone  into  a  nunnery  ? 

Flo.  Once,  sir,  'twas  so  resolv'd,  and  Diego 
sent 
To  give  you  notice  on  't ;  but  afterwards. 
He  being  gone,  they  changed  their  resolutions : 
There's  one  can  tell  you  more — 

[Pointing  to  Sancho. 
San.  My  master  bade  me  stay,  to  let  you 
know 
He  has  convey'd  her  to  his  own  apartment, 
In  his  brother-in-law's  house,  a  person 
So  eminent  in  quality  and  credit. 
That  the  imagining  him  in  her  and  your 
Protection,  sir,  may  much  avail  ye  both ; 
Besides,  she  '11  have  the  satisfaction  there 
Of  being  treated  by  my  master*s  bride. 
There  he  '11  expect  you,  and  advises  yon 
To  come  in  a  chair,  to  avoid  questioning. 
In  case  of  any  encounter. 

D,  Oct,  I'll  take  his  counsel,  he's  a  generous 

friend. 

Come,  chairmen,  away:    pray,  friend,  do  you 

guide  us.  [To  Sancho. 

Die.  Up  with  your  burden,  beasts,  and  fall 

forthwith 

To  your  half-trot.  [Exeunt. 

[The  chair  is  carried  over  the  stage; 

Diego,  Sancho,  and  Yloraj  JolUrw. 

[A  noise  within.    Follow,  follow,  follow. 

Enter  Don  Carlos,  the  Corrigidor,  and  Ser* 
jeants,  pursuing  Sancuo,  Flora,  and  Diego. 

Die.  This  is  one  of  Don  Cupid's  pretty  jests; 
W'  are  struck  upon  a  shelf  before  we  could 
Put  out  to  sea. 

D.  Car.  You  find,  sir,  mv  conjecture's  not 
ill-grounded.  [To  the  Corrigidor. 

Cor,  What  are  you,  sirrah? 
Die.  A  living  creature,  very  like  a  man, 
Only  I  want  a  heart. 

Cor.  Y'  are  pleasant,  sir,  pray  Heaven  your 
mirth  continue. 
Who  is  that  woman  with  the  veil  ? 

Die.  Let  her  answer  for  herself,  sh'  has  a 
tongue; 
Set  it  but  once  a  going,  and  she'll  tell 
All  that  she  knows,  and  more. 
Cor.  Make  her  uncover  her  face. 

[One  of  the  Serjeants  goes  to  lift  up  her  veil, 
V.  Car.  Hold,  friend — Cousin,  if  it  should  be 
Porcia,      [Turning  to  the  Corrigidor. 
It  were  not  fit  to  expose  her  here. 

Cor.  'Tis  very  well  considered ;  go  you  to  her, 
And  speak  to  her  in  private. 

[Don  Carlos  goes  ^owardt  ^xjqp^k. 
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JV!o.  ^Js  I,  sir^  Flora ;  who  being  commanded 

By  my  lady 

D,  Car.  Speak   softly   pr*ytbee,    Flora,    'tis 
enough; 
I  understand  the  rest,  and  pity  her ; 
Bid  her  sit  still  i'  tl/  chair,  rll  do  my  best 
To  save  her  from  dishonour. 

Flo.  He  thinks  'tis  Porcia  there ;  a  good  mis- 
take; 
It  may  secure  Octavio  from  the  bands 
Of  this  rude  rabble*  [Aside, 

They  take  you  for  my  mistress,  sir;   sit  still, 

[To  Don  Octavio  in  the  chair. 
I'll  follow  the  chair,  and  watch  all  occasions 
To  further  your  escape. 
X).  Car,  We  have  found  our  wand'ring  nymph, 

sir. 
Cor,  Was  it  Porcia  ? 

D.  Car.  No,  sir,  'twas  her  waiting-woman, 
Flora ; 
Following  the  chair,  wherein  they  were  convey- 
ing 
Her  lady  to  some  other  place. 

Cor,  We  arriv'd  luckily ;  had  we  but  staid 
A  moment  longer,  they  had  all  been  fled. 
Serj.  Will  you  have  us  see,  sir,  who  's  i'  th' 

chair  ? 
Cor.  Forbear,  fellow ! 
Her  own  folly  is  punishment  enough, 

[To  Don  Carlos. 
T*  a  woman  of  her  quality,  without 
Our  adding  that  of  publick  shame. 

D.  Car.  Twas  happily  thought  on,  when  you 
oblig*d 
Don  Henrique  to  expect  us  at  your  liouse ; 
For  bad  he  come,  and  found  his  sister  here, 
T  had  been  impossible  to  have  restrained 
His  passion  from  some  great  extravagance. 

Cor,  I  cou*d  not  think  it  fit  to  let  him  come; 
For  one  of  such  a  spirit  would  ne'er  brook 
The  sight  of  those  had  done  him  these  aifronts. 
And's  better  that  a  business  of  this  nature. 
Especially  'twixt  persons  of  such  quality. 
Should*  be  compos'd,  if  it  were  possible. 
By  th*  mediation  of  some  chosen  friends. 
Than  brought  t*  a  publick  trial  of  the  law  ; 
Or,  which  is  wor^e,  some  barbarous  revenge. 
X).  Car,  This  fellow  (if  I  am  not  mistaken) 

[Looking  upon  Diego. 
Is  Don  Octavio's  man. 

Cor.  Who  do  you  belong  to,  friend  ? 

Die,  To  nobody,  sir. 

Cor,  Do  not  you  serve  ? 

Die,  Yes,  sir,  but  my  master  is  not  himself. 

Cor.  Take  bis  sword  from  him,  serjeant. 

[The  Serjeant  goes  to  take  away  hit  twopd. 
Die,  Diego  disarm'd,  by  atiy  other  hand 
Than  by  his  own  ?  Know,  friend,  it  is  a  weapon 
Of  such  dire  execution,  that  I  dare  iiol 
Give  it  up,  but  to  the  bands  of  justice. 

[The  Corrigidor  receives  the  sword,  and 
gives  it  to  the  hands  of  his  Seiy cants. 
Fray  call  tor 't,  sir,  as  toon  as  you  come  home. 


And  hang  't  up  in  vour  ball,  then  under-w 
This  is  bold  Diego  s  sword ;  O  may  it  be 
Ever  from  rust,  as  'tis  from  slaughter,  free 

Cor,  Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  pleasant  hm 

Die.  Faith,  sir,  I  never  pain  mjrselffor 
Or  fame,  or  riches ;  nor  do  I  pretend 
To  that  great  subtilty  of  sense,  to  feel 
Belbre  I'm  hurt ;  and  for  the  most  part 
I  keep  myself  out  of  liarm's  way. 

D.  Car.  The  definition  of  a  philosophei 

Cor,  Come, leave  your  fooling,  sirrah;  w 
your  master?* 

Die.  The  only  way  to  leave  my  fooling 
Is  to  leave  my  master ;  for  without  doubt 
Whoever  has  but  the  least  grain  of  wit, 
Would  never  serve  a  lover  militant; 
He  had  better  wait  upon  a  mountebank, 
And  be  run  through  the  body  twice  a  week 
To  recommend  his  balsam. 

Cor,  This  fellow  is  an  original. 

Die.  But  of  so  ill  a  hand,  I  am  not  woitk 
The  hanging  up,  sir,  in  my  master's  room, 
Amongst  the  worst  of  your  collection. 


i< 


Enter  Serjeants  with  two  Footmen^  and 
Maid-servants. 

Ser,   An  't  please  your  worship,  we  htie  I 
search  d  the  house,  I 

From  the  cellars  to  the  garrets,  and  these  * 

Are  all  the  living  cattle  we  can  find. 
Cor.  Friends,  take  a  special  care  of  that) 
varlet. 
And  the  waiting-woman ;  we  '11  find  a  way 
To  make  them  tell  the  truth,  I  warrant  you 
Flo.  O  Diego !  must  we  be  prisoners  t 

ther? 
Die,  Why,  that 's  not  so  bad  as  the  bam 

wedlock.  Flora. 
Cor,  Come,  let  %  away ;  but  whether  to  con- 
vey her 

To  her  own  house,  certainly  were  not  fit. 
Because  of  her  incensed  brother. 

D.  Car.  If  you  approve   on  't,  cousin,  III 
carry  her 
To  mine ;  for  since  we  seek  (if  possible) 
To  compose  the  business,  she  will  be  there 
With  much  more  decency  and  satisfaction, 
Being  in  a  kinsman's  house;   and  wlieresbeH 

have 
My  sister  to  accompany  her. 

Cor,  This  business  cannot  be  in  better  bsadi 
Than  your*s ;  and  there  I'll  leave  it,  and  bid  jos 
Good-night. 

D,Car,  Your  servant,  cousin;    I  wish  j^ 
well  at  home. 
You  may  be  pleas'd  to  take  your  seijeants  witb 
you ;  [As  the  Corrigidor  goes  Mi. 

There  are  without  two  servants  of  Don  Hen- 
rique's; 
They'll  be  enough  to  gaard  oar  prisooefa^ 
And  with  less  notice. 
Cor,  Come,  Serjeants,  follow  me. 
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D.  Car.  Well,  ye  may  go  about  your  busi- 
ness, friends. 

[  To  the  Footmen  and  Maids, 
I  am  glad  we  did  not  find  Octavio  here ; 
For,  though  I  might  justly  pretend  ignorance, 
I  would  not  have  him  suffer,  though  by  chance. 

[^Exeunt  Servants, 
San,  Well,  I  am  now  sufficiently  instructed. 
And,  since  there  is  no  notice  ta*en  of  me, 
I*U  fairly  steal  away,  and  give  my  master 
An  account  of  this  misfortune.     [Exit  Sancho. 
X>.  Car.  Take  up  the  chair  and  follow  me. 

[They  take  up  the  chair. 
Die.  A  lovely  dame  they  bear ;  'tis  true,  she's 
something 
Hairy  about  the  chin,  but  that,  tliey  say,  's 
A  sign  of  strength :  it  tickles  me  to  think 
How  like  an  ass  he'll  look,  when,  opening  the 

shell, 
His  worship  finds  within  so  rough  a  kernel. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Antonio's  Apartment 
in  Don  Henrique's  House, 

Enter  Don  Antonio  and  Porcia. 

D,  Ant.  Madam,  banish  your  fear,  you  are 

now  safe 
Within  these  walls ;  be  pleas'd  to  remain  here. 
Till  I   shall  bring  some  lights,  and  acquaint 

Porcia 
With  th'  honour  she*ll  receive,  in  entertaining 
So  fair  a  guest. 

Por.  Who  is 't  you  say  you  will  advertise,  sir? 
D,  Ant.  My  wife  Porcia;  have  but  a  Httle 

patience. 
And  she*II  attend  you,  madam.  [Exit  Antonio. 
Por,  Is  her  name  Porcia  too  ?    Pray  Heaven 

send  her 
A  better  fate  than  her  distressed  nameVsake. 
But  whither  am  I  brought  ?  What  house  is  this? 
What  with  my  fears,  and  darkness  of  the  night, 
I  have  lost  all  my  measures,  I  can't  guess 
What  quarter  of  the  town  it  is  w*  are  in ; 
For  to  avoid  the  meeting  with  my  brother, 
And  his  revengeful  train,  we  have  been  forc'd 
To  make  so  many  turnings,  I  am  giddy. 
But,  thanks  to  Providence,  I  have  this  comfort, 
That  now  I'm  in  a  place  out  of  his  reach. 

Enter  Don  Anton  io  with  two  lights,  and  sets 
them  on  the  table. 

D.  Ant.  Madam,  my  wife  will  suddenly  at- 
tend you; 
Pardon,  I  pray,  my  absence  for  a  moment. 

[£xif  Antonio. 
Por.  Now  I  begin  to  hope  my  sighs  and  tears 
Have  in  some  measure  with  just  Heaven  prevail'd 
At  length  to  free  me— But  what  do  I  see  ! 

[Looking  about  her,  she  starts. 
Am  I  awake,  or  is  it  an  illusion  ? 
Bless  me,  is  not  this  my  brother's  liouse  ?  this 
The  quarter  joining  to  my  own  apartment? 

VOL.    III. 


There  is  no  room  for  doubt ;  and  my  robfortanet 
Are  always  certain,  and  without  redress. 
Unerring  Powers,  arbiters  of  fate, 
Teach  me  my  crimes,  and  how  to  expiate 
Your  wrath:    Alas,  I  know  not  what  I  havd 

done. 
To  merit  this  continued  persecution ! 
But  bow  came  I  here  ?   brought  by  OctavioV 

friend. 
One  on  whose  virtue  I  did  so  rely. 
That  I  my  brother's  malice  durst  defy. 
Can  he  betray  me  ?  sure  I  'm  in  a  dream^ 
Butif  Octavio — O  vile  suspicion  ! 
Octavio  false  ?  No,  truth  and  he  are  one. 
Tis  possible  his  friend  may  guilty  be ; 
But  to  what  end  so  base  a  treachery  ? 
And,  if  perfidious,  how  could  he  be  his  friend  ? 
I  am  confounded  with  the  various  forms 
Of  my  misfortunes,  heighten'd  still  the  more. 
The  less  I  can  their  hidden  cause  explore. 
This  only 's  evident,  that  I  must  fly 
Immediately  this  fatal  place.     But  why 
Struggle  I  thus  with  fate :  since,  go  or  stay. 
Death  seems  alike  to  wait  me  every  way  ? 

[She  weeps. 

Enter  Don  Antonio  and  Camilla. 

Cam.  I  wonder  much  what  lady  this  can  be 
Antonio  mentions.  [Aside, 

D.  Ant.  Pardon,  I  beseech  you,  madam,  the 
liberty 
Which  I  so  early  take;  but  I  presume 
Such  is  your  generous  tenderness  to  those 
Whose  spiteful  fortunes,  not  their  fault,  has 

brought 
Into  distress,  that  you  will  think  yourself 
Obliged  to  him  who  gives  you  the  occasion 

V  exercise  those  virtues  which  only  visit 
Others,  but  reside  with  you. — ^This  fair  lady — 
But  she  will  best  relate  her  own  sad  story. 
Whilst  I  seek  out  Don  Henrique,  and  engage 

him 

V  employ  his  power  and  int'rest  for  her  service. 

[JBxi^  Pon  Antonio. 

[lf/)(iii  Camilla's  approach  Porcia  iflte 
the  handkerchief  Jrom  her  eyes. 
Cam.  Ha;  what  's  tliat  I  see?  Stay,  stay, 
Antonio,       [She  runs  after  Antonio. 
It  is  not  fit  Don  Henrique—but  he's  gone. 
And  we  are  lost  for  ever. 
Por.  O  heavens !  is  this  Antonio,  the  same 
roan 
To  whom  I  am  betrothed  ?  then  my  destruction 

Is  inevitable. 

Cam.  Are  you  an  apparition  ;  or  are  you 
Porcia  herself?  speak ;  that  wlien  y'  have  said 

it  thrice, 
I  may  not  yet  believe  you. 

Por.  You  well  may  doubt  even  what  jousee, 
Camilla, 
Since  my  disasters  are  so  new  and  strange. 
They  sever  truth  from  credibility. 

Cam.  Uqw  is  it  possible  you  thouWHsfe^^^ 

^1 
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Por.  I  know  not  how;  only  of  this  I*m  sure, 
I  have  not  long  to  expect  the  dismal  end 
Of  niy  sad  tragedy ;  since  'tis  evident, 
The  person  that  hath  led  me  to  this  place. 
This  fatal  place,  is  the  abus*d  Antonio ; 
Who  has  conspir'd  with  my  unnatural  brother 
To  take  away  my  wretched  life,  and  chose 
This  scene  as  fittest  for  their  cruelty. 
And  thus,  strange  fate !  (through  ignorance  be» 

tray'd)' 
I  have  sought  protection  from  the  same  party 
Whom  I  have  mjur'd ;  and  have  made  my  hus- 
band 
Th'  only  confident  of  his  own  affront ; 
Who,  to  accomplish  his  too  just  revenge, 
As  well  upon  my  family  as  person, 
Gives  me  up  to  be  murder'd  by  nw  brother. 
So,  whilst  i 'm  branded  as  a  faithless  bride, 
He  *11  be  detested  as  a  parricide. 

Cam.  Prod igious  accident  f  but  wert  thou  blind. 
Not  to  know  thine  own  house,  unhappy  Porcia  ? 

Por,  Alas,  how  could  I,  in  so  dark  a  night. 
In  such  confusion,  and  so  full  of  fear  ? 
Besides,  he  brought  me  in  by  the  back  way. 
Through  his  own  quarter,  where  was  neither 

light. 
Nor  any  creature  of  the  family. 

Com.  Although  I  cannot  comprehend  the  steps 
Of  this  your  strange  adventure,  yet,  dear  cousin. 
Your  case,  as  I  conceive,  is  not  so  desperate. 

Par,  We  easily  persuade  ourselves  to  hope 
The  things  wc  wish.    But,  cousin,  my  condition 
Will  not  admit  self-flattery,  and  what 
Can  you  propose  to  temper  my  despair  ? 

Cam.  Don*t  you  remember,  how  this  afternoon 
Antonio's  man,  finding  me  in  your  quarter 
Without  a  veil,  you  having  put  on  mine. 
That  he  applied  himself  to  me,  and  I, 
By  your  command,  assum'd  your  person  ? 

Por,  Yes,  very  well. 

Cam,  The  master  since  has,  by  the  man's 
mistake, 
Been  happily  led  into  the  same  error; 
I  have  not  disabus'd  him  yet,  in  hopes 
It  might  produce  advantage  to  us  both. 

Por,  Oh!   he  has  spoken  with  my  brother 
since, 
Who  sure  has  undeceiv'd  him  long  ere  this. 
No,  without  doubt,  they,  having  found  them- 
selves 
Affronted  both,  have  both  conspir'd  my  death. 

Cam,  How,  cousin,  can  that  be,  if  Don  An- 
tonio 
Has  engag'd  himself  in  your  protection, 
And  is  Octavio's  friend  ? 

Por,  Cousin,  if  you  impartially  reflect 
On  the  affront  which  I  have  done  Antonio, 
You  will  not  wonder  mnch,  if  he  recede 
Trom  the  scarce-trodden  path  of  rigid  honour, 
To  meet  with  his  revenge ;  and  to  that  end 
Proceeds  thus  cautebuuy ;  still  pretending 
He  knows  not  me;  that  he  may  not  disavoW| 
Both  to  Octavio  and  to  all  the  worlds 


Th'  infamy  of  betraying  a  poor  maid 
To  loss  of  life  and  lionour. 

Cam,  Misfortunes  make  you  rave;  this  vile 
suspicion 
Is  inconsistent  with  Antonio's  fame; 
You  may  as  well  believe,  that  nature  will 
Reverse  the  order  of  the  whole  creation. 
As  that  Antonio,  a  man  whose  soul 
Is  of  so  strong  and  perfect  a  complexion, 
Should  e'er  descend  to  such  a  slavish  sin. 

l^Spoken  wiik  kut. 
And  if  we  had  the  leisure,  I  could  give  you 
Such  reasons  to  convince  you  of  your  error, 
That  you  would  both  acknowledge  and  repent  it 

Por,  Alas !  I  had  forgot  her  near  concern- 
ments 
For  Antonio,    filsidf.] — Pardon  and  pity  me, 

Camilla ; 
My  mind  is  so  distracted  by  afflictions, 
I  know  not  what  I  shou'd,  or  shou'd  not  fear. 

Cam,  I  pity  thee  with  all  my  heart;  bat, 
cousin, 
If  Antonio,  not  knowing  you,  nor  your 
Relations,  should  chance  to  find  your  brother, 
And  tell  him  unawares  all  that  has  pass'd. 
And  that  h'  as  brought  the  distress'd  party  hither. 
He  '11  presently  imagine  it  is  you ; 
And  then,  I  fear,  't  will  be  impossible 
(Though  he  should  interpose  with  all  his  power) 
To  stop  the  torrent,  or  divert  bis  rage 
From  breaking  in,  and  executing  on  us 
Tliat  horrid  parricide,  which,  though  too  bte, 
It  may  be  he  himself  would  execrate. 

Por,  There  's  too  much  ground  for  what  jot 
fear,  Camilla ; 
But  if  I  could  secure  myself  this  night, 
Tisvery  possible,  that  to-morrow 
We  might  engage  Antonio  and  your  brother 
To  find  out  some  expedient  to  mieve  roe. 

Cam.  Were  you  only  in  pain  for  your  secoritj 
This  night,  I  know  an  easy  remedy 
For  that. 

Por,  Which  way,  my  dearest  ? 

Cam.  Why,  what  does  hinder  os  firom  mskiog 
use. 
On  this  occasion,  of  the  secret  door. 
By  which,  you  know,  you  have  to  often  pass*^ 
Into  your  house,  upon  more  pleasing  errands? 
By  this  we  shall  obtain  these  benefits. 
Safety  from  your  brother's  present  fury, 
And  time  to  try  if  Carlos  and  Antonio 
May  be  engag*d  to  mediate  in  this  business. 
And  I  have  cause  to  think  yoo  will  not  find 
Antonio  so  implacable  as  you 
Imagine. 

Por,  1  conceive  you,  cousin  :  fool  that  I  wsi, 
To  think  a  heart  once  conquered  by  your  eyes, 
Should  e'er  become  another  virgin's  prise ! 

Enter  Don  Aiitonio. 

D.  4nL  So  late !  a  guest  in  *s  house!  thiA  ^ 
come  so  far ! 
On  tncb  a  boiiiiew !  and  not  yet  ooae  ImnmI 
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't  something  iu  *i  I  cannot  comprehend. 

[Adde. 
n,  I  ha'  n't  as  yet  found  out  your  brother, 
re  it  will  not  be  long  ere  he  return ; 

'11  acqaaiut  him  with  the  accident 
ide  his  house  this  lady's  sanctuary. 

Here  is  a  glimpse  of  comfort,  for  I  see 
es  my  cousin  for  Don  Henrique's  sister. 

[Aiide. 
('d  mistake,  so  luckily  continued ! 
.  I  am,  by  his  permission,  mistress  here ; 
ice  that  I  am  pleas'd,  sir,  'tis  enough. 
It  our  troubling  him  with  the  account 
sad  story. 
[nt.  True,  madam,  as  ta  her  reception 

here; 
t  't  were  very  fit  he  knew  it  too, 
e  might  serve  ourselves  of  his  advice 
edit,  for  this  lady's  service. 

Enter  Don  Henrique. 

ffn.  Though  I  did  promise  the  Corrigidor 
stir  from  his  house  till  his  return, 
onld  not  obtain  it  of  myself;         [Aside. 
impatient  to  unfold  the  riddle 

Antonio's  seeing  of  my  sister, 
tertaining  her  in  her  own  lodgings. 
lot  now  be  long  i'  th'  dark. — O  heavens ! 

[He  sees  her, 
>  herself,  and  Camilla  with  her. 
II  my  servants  mad ;  or  all  agreed 
e  me  in  affirming  she  was  fled  ? 
n  Carlos,  was  he  mad  too,  to  swear 

had  trac'd  her  to  another  house  ? 
ly  I  or  they  must  be  possess'd ; 
» enchantment  reigns  within  these  walls. 
nt,  O  here  comes  Don  Henrique,  now 

I'll  acquaint  him 
mr  sad  story,  madam. 

I  fear  we  are  undone. 
nt,  Don  Henrique — 
I  'm  dead  if  he  proceed,  but  how  to 

hinder  him — 
nt.  Here  's  a  lady  with  your  sister  Por- 

en.  Yes,  sir,  I  see  who  'tis. 

nt.  Since  you  know  her,  sir,  you  will 

the  easier 
my  boldness. 

'en.  Boldness !  in  what,  sir  ? 
at.  To  have  been  th'  occasion  of  your 

finding  her 

ith  your  sister,  at  this  time  o'  th'  night. 
en.  Lord,  sir,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
«f .  There  was  in  truth,  such  a  necessity 

in  it, 
rill,  I  hope,  excuse  my  humble  suit  to  you, 
and  m  V  behalf. 
Now  all  comes  out. 

rit.  I  understand  you,  sir;  she  does  desire 
this  night  with  Porcia,  to  assist  her 
dering  of  her  nuptial  ceremonies : 
itay  a  God's  name. 


Por,  If  he  does  not  diasemble,  my  condition 
Is  not  so  desperate  as  I  imagin'd.  [Aside, 

D,  Ant,   I  hope  you  'U  pardon  this  great 
liberty ; 
So  early  a  confidence  will  need  it,  sir. 

D.  aen,    I'is  more  than  enough,  that  you 
desire  it ; 
Th'  occasion  too  does  justify  her  stay. 

D,  Ant,  'lis  most  true,  sir,  th'  occasion  did 
inforce  me 
Thus  boldly  to  presume  upon  your  fiiendship. 
D.  Hen,  Ha'  done,  for  Heaven's  sake ;  is  it 
a  novelty. 
Think  you,  for  Porcia  and  her  cousin-german 
To  pass  a  night  together  } 

ID,  Ant.  Is  she  so  near  a  kinswoman  of  his? 
_  Strange  inadvertence  in  her,  not  to  tell  roe 
Her  relation  to  him,  when  I  nam'd  him  first. 
I  'd  made  fine  work  on  't,  had  I  told  him  all. 
D,  Hen,  She  knows  I  owe  her  many  a  good 
tnrn 
Upon  Octavio's  score,  and  hope  ere  long 
To  be  able  to  repay  her  to  the  full. 

[Looldng  on  the  Ladies^  and  ipoken  aside, 
that  Antomio  mifht  not  hear  him, 
Por,  Can  he  declare  bis  mmd  in  plainer  terms? 
Cam,  I  cannot  tell  which  of  us  two  he  means. 
These  words  may  be  applied  to  either  of  us; 
But  I  begin  to  fear  that  he  knows  all. 
D,  Hen,  Since  'tis  so  late,  pray  give  the  1»- 
dies  leave 
To  retire  to  their  chambers ;  go  in,  sister. 

D,  Ant,  My  brother's  woids  and  his  behaviour 
Imply  some  mystery ;  but  I  must  be  silent 
Till  I  discover  more.  [Aside, 

Por,  Let  us  be  gone,  w'  are  lost  if  we  stay  here; 
I  'm  confident  he  counterfeits  this  calm 
To  cover  his  revenge,  until  Antonio 
And  the  rest  of  the  bouse  are  gone  to  bed. 

Cam,  But  we  shall  ne'er  be  able  to  get  out. 
Whilst  they  continue  in  the  outward  rooms. 

Por,  Yes,  by  the  garden  door,  but  I'm  afraid 
'Tis  shut. 

Cam,  No,  now  I  think  on 't,  Flora  went  that 
way. 
And  led  it  open. 
Por,  Come,  let 's  be  gone;  I  hope  Heaven 
will  ordain 
Ease  by  that  door,  which  first  let  in  my  pain. 

[Exeunt  Porcia  and  Camilla. 
D,  Ant,  I  '11  only  make  a  step,  sir,  to  my 
clmmber. 
And  then  return  to  yon  immediately.  [you* 

D.  Hen,  Pray,  sir,  give  me  leave  to  wait  on 
D,  Ant.  I  humbly  thank  you,  sir;  I  know 
the  way, 
And  shall  not  stay  above  a  moment  from  you. 
D,  Hen,  What  you  please,  sir;  you  command 

here. 
D,  Ant,  I  '11  now  go  see  whether  my  serrant 
Sancho 
Has  brought  Octavio  to  my  lodgings. 
As  I  directed  him.  [Exit  Don  Aktaw^ 
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J>.  Hen.  Heavend !  was  there  ever  so  strange 
a  mystery ! 
Don  Carlos  he  affirmed  that  those  we  fought  with 
Had  convey'd  Porcia  away ;  and  when  I  come 
To  seek  her  in  the  house^  I  find  her  missing ; 
To  second  this,  her  waiting-woman,  Flora^ 
Tells  me  that  she  went  down,  about  that  time^ 
Into  the  garden;  Antonio^  not  long  after. 


Affirms  that  he  Itotli  saw  and  entertain'd  her 
In  her  own  apartment,  where  I  now  find  her, 
And  Camilla  with  her:  What  can  this  be? 
These  sure  are  riddles  to  pose  an  Oedipas; 
But  if,  by  my  own  sense,  I  am  assur'd 
My  honour  *s  safe,  which  was  so  much  in  doubt, 
What  matter  is  it  how  'tis  brought  about? 


ACT  V. 


SCENE— Don  Cablos's  Heme. 

Enter  Diego,  Flora,  and  Pedro,  accompany^ 
ing  the  chair,  groping  a$  i*  lA^  dark. 

Fed,  Dame  Flora,  and  Signior  Diego,  go  in 
there. 
And  you,  my  friends,  set  down  the  chair,  and  let 
The  lady  out :  go,  there's  money  for  you. 
I  Ul  go  fetch  a  candle. 

[Diego  and  Flora  go  in,  and  the  chair 
being  set  in  the  door,  Octa vio  goes  out 
into  the  room ;  Pedro  claps  to  the  door, 
and  goes  away. 

Enter  Don  Octavio,  Diego,  Flora,  at 
another  door. 

D.  Oct.  What !  put  in  all  alone  here  i'  th* 
dark,  [Groping  as  in  the  dark. 

And  the  door  shut  upon  me !  Diego,  Flora ! 

Die.  Here  am  I,  sir,  and  Mistress  Flora  too, 
Unless  my  sense  of  feeling  fails  me. 

D.  Oct.  I  can't  conjecture  where  we  are ;  I 
durst  not 
So  much  as  peep  out  of  the  chair,  since  Flora 
Gave  me  the  warning ;  but  where'er  I  am, 
Tis  better  far  than  in  the  seijeants'  hands. 
Flo.  Though  now  i'  th'  dark,  I  know  well 
where  we  are ; 
I  have  too  often  walk'd  the  streets,  Octavio, 
From  your  house  hither,  upon  Cupid's  errands. 
Not  to  know  the  back-door  of  Carlos  his 
Apartment,  'tis  there  I  am  sure  w'  are  now. 
D,  Oct.  Curse  on  thee,  Flora !  had*st  thou 
lost  thy  wits. 
Not  to  let  me  know  it  sooner  ? 

Die.  A  gypsy  told  me  bvmy  palm,  long  since, 
A  souT^fac'd  damsel  shoula  be  my  undoing. 

Flo,  Suspend  a  while  your  apprehensions,  sir ; 
You  may  escape  before  the  candles  come ; 
The  door  was  wont  to  open  on  this  side ; 
If  not,  I  have  another  way  in  store. 

[Octavio  goes  to  the  door. 
D.  Oct.  Flora,  I  cannot  make  the  lock  go 
back. 
[Pedro  unlocks  it  on  the  other  side,  and 
coming  in  with  a  candle,  meets  with  Oc- 
tavio, and  starting  back  and  stumbling, 
lets  the  candle  Jail,  then  running  out 
again,  doubMocks  thfi  door. 


Die.  Nay  then,  'faith  w'  are  fast;  I  heard  kia 
give 
The  key  a  double  turn. 

[Diego  takes  up  the  cmdU. 
Here  's  a  fair  trial  for  your  maiden  breath; 
Flora,  blow 't  in  again,  let 's  owe  your  mouth 
More  light,  than  yet  your  eyes  could  e'er  imptrL 
Flo.  Light 's  cast  away  on  auch  an  owl  as  yoo ; 
But  yet  I  '11  try.      [Flora  blows  the  candU  is. 
Die.  Thanks,   gentle  Flora,   to  your  viipa 
puff; 
'Tis  a  strong  breath  that  can  o'enx>me  a  snoff. 

[AsidL 
But  I  had  rather 't  had  been  let  alone : 
If  I  must  needs  be  kiird,  unless  it  were 
Behind  my  back,  I  'd  have  it  i'  the  dark ; 
For  I  hate  to  be  kill'd  in  my  own  presence. 
D.  Oct.  What  must  we  do,  Flora?  all  mj 

hope  's  in  you. 
Flo.  W'  liave  yet  some  room  for  hope ;  there's 
a  back-stairs 
Beyond  that  inner  chamber,  which  goes  down 
Into  the  garden ;  if  the  door  be  open. 
As  certainly  it  is,  the  way  is  easy. 

D.  Oct.  Come,  let 's  lose  no  time ;  pr'jthee 
guide  us.  Flora.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Henrique's  Houit. 
Enter  Don  Henrique. 

D.  Hen.  As  well  pleas'd  as  I  am,  to  find  w 
honour 
Less  desperate  tlian  I  thought,  I  cannot  rest 
Till  I  have  drawn  from  Porcia  a  confession 
Of  the  whole  truth,  before  slie  goes  to-bed; 
She  's  in  her  chamber  now,  unless  by  new 
Enchantments  carried  thence. 

[As  he  is  going  towards  Porcia's  chembeTf 
enter  Don  Carlos  in  haste. 
D.  Car.  1  can*t  imagine  what  shoald  make 
Don  Henrique 
Quit  the  Coriigidor's  till  we  retum'd : 
One  of  his  servants  tells  me  he  's  come  home. 
O,  here  he  is — Now  shall  I  raise  a  storm. 
Which  (if  we  do  not  take  a  special  care) 
Will  scarce  b'  allay*d  without  a  sliowerorbk)od; 
Yet  I  must  venture  *t,  since  it  so  imports 
Our  friendship  and  the  honour  of  our  house. 

[Asidi' 
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\  is  such  a  stranger  to  mankind, 

[Addremng  to  Henrique. 
to  forc*d  motion,  it  is  ever  strongest 
It  setting  oat,  then,  languishing 
,  grows  weary  of  our  company; 
^fortunes  we  so  subject  are, 
to  natural  motion  they  acquire 
e  in  their  progression. 
u  What  means  this  philosophical  pre- 
imble  ? 

.  You  '11  know  too  soon,  I  fear. 
(.  Don  Carlos,  I  am  now  so  well  re- 
x)ver'd 

n'  inquietudes,  that  for  the  future 
y  the  malice  of  my  stars 
a  new  relapse  into  distemper. 
r.  Cousin,  I  'm  much  surprizM  with 
this  great  change : 

y  are  such  a  master  of  your  passions, 
my  ethicks,  and  proceed  to  give  you 
he  narrative  of  our  success, 
ly  kinsman  the  Corrigidor, 
o  serve  you  in  th*  aflnir  I  mentioned, 
»'d  to  go  along  with  me  in  person, 
rong  band  of  Serjeants,  to  the  place 
attended  by  your  servants,  lea  him. 
;was  there  ;---(it  wounds  my  heart  to 
speak  it ; 
)j are  you  summon  all  your  patience — ) 

re  I  found 

«.  Whom,  cousin,  did  you  find?  for, 
since  I'm  sure 

d  no  Porcia  there,  my  concernments 
iscoveries  are  not  very  likely 
npose  me. 

r.   I  would  to  Heaven  we  had  not 
fband  her  there. 

n.  What's  that  vou  say,  Don  Carlos  ? 
My  sister  there ! 
r.  Yes,  sir,  your  sister, 
n.  My  sister?  that's  good,  i'faith;  ha, 
ha,  ha. 

r.  Why  do  you  laugh?  Is  the  disho- 
nour of 

ly  become' a  laughing  matter? 
worse  extreme,  methinks,  than  t'  other, 
n.  How  can  I  chuse  but  laugh,  to  see 
yon  dream? 

for   Heaven's  sake;   and  recall  your 
senses. 

lere,  said  joxx  ? 

r.  Yes,  sir,  Porcia,  I  say;  your  sister 
Porcia ; 

ch  is  more,  't  was  in  Octavio's  house. 
;fi.    Why  sure,  y'  are  not  in  earnest, 
cousin  ? 

r.  As  sure  as  y'  are  alive,  I  found  her 
there. 


D.  Hen,  Then  you  trausport  me,  sir,  beyond 
all  patience : 
Why,  cousin,  if  she  has  been  still  at  home, 
Antonio  seen  and  entertainM  her  here, 
Accompany'd  by  Camilla ;  if  even  now 
I  left  them  there  within ;  is  't  possible 
You  should  have  found  her  in  Octavio's  house  ? 
To  be  here  and  there  too  at  the  same  time, 
None  sure  but  Janus  with  his  double  face 
Can  e'er  unfold  this  mystery. 

P.  Car,  Let  me  advise  you,  abuse  not  yoofw 
self; 
I  tell  you  positively,  I  found  her  there : 
And,  by  the  same  token,  her  waiting-woman 
Flora  was  there  attending  her. 
D.  Hen,  Flora!   dear  cousin,  do  not  still 
persist 
Thus  to  affirm  impossibilities. 

D,  Car,  Sure  you  are  making  some  experi- 
ment 
Upon  my  temper ;  and  would  fain  provoke 
My  patience  to  some  such  high  disorder, 
That  I  should  ne'er  hereafter  have  the  face. 
When  you  are  in  jour  fits,  to  play  the  stoick. 
D.  ben.  Cousin,  I  swear  to  you,  upon  my 
honour, 
'Tis  not  above  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
Since  I  did  speak  with  Porcia  and  your  sbter^ 
In  that  very  apartment,  and  am  now 
Returning  to  them  in  my  sister's  chamber. 
D.  Car,  And,  sir,  I  swear  to  you,  upon  my 
honour, 
Tis  not  above  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
Since  I  lefl  Porcia  carrying  in  a  chair 
From  Don  Octavio's  house,  and  your  man  Pedro 
Leading  the  chair-men  to  mine,  and  follow'd 
By  Flora ;  whilst  I  came  to  find  you  out, 
To  acquaint  yon  with  this  unpleasing  news. 
But  fit  for  you  to  know  as  soon  as  might  be. 
D.  Hen,  This  question,  cousin,  may  be  soon 
decided ; 
Pray  come  along,  her  chamber  's  not  far  off. 
V,  Car.  And  mv  house  but  the  next  door; 

let 's  go  tnither. 
1),  Hen,  You  11  quickly  find  your  error,  cou- 
sin. 
D,  Car,  And  you  '11  as  soon  be  undeceiv*d — 
but  stay. 
Here  comes  your  servant,  whom  I  left  to  guard 

her; 
He  '11  instantly  convince  you  of  the  truth. 

Enter  Pedbo. 

Fed,  O  sir ! 

D,  Hen,  What  brings  you  hither,  Pedro  ? 

Ped,  Give  me  my  ^  albricias ;  sir,  I  bring  you 
The  rarest  news,  your  enemy  Octavio— 
I'm  quite  out  of  breatli 


eioi, — ^A  reward  or  gratuity  given  to  one  that  brings  good  news.     Stevenifs  8pmA 


«ss 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  FIVE  HOURS. 


[Tmtt. 


D.  Hen*  What  does  the  varlet  mean  ? 
Fed,  Sir,  I  suppose  Don  Carios  has  informed 
you, 
That  he  left  me  to  see  your  sister  Porcia, 
With  Flora  and  Diego,  Octavio's  man, 
Safely  conyey*d  t*  his  house. 

D,  Car.  See  now,  Don  Henrique,  who  was  i' 

the  right. 
Pe<L  I  did  as  he  commanded  me,  and  put 
them 
All  three  into  Don  Carlos*s  anti-chamher, 
Porcia  in  the  same  chair  which  brought  her  thi- 
ther; 
And,  for  more  safety,  double-lock'd  the  door. 
Whilst  I  went  down  in  haste  to  fetch  some  can^ 
dies. 
D.  Hen.  As  sure  as  death  thu  madness  is  in- 
fectious ; 
My  man  is  now  in  one  of  Carlos's  fits. 
Fed.  Returning  with  some  lights  a  moment 
after, 
I  no  sooner  open'd  the  door,  but,  heavens ! 
Who  should  I  see  there,  standing  just  before  me, 
In  the  self-same  place  where  I  left  Porcia, 
Bat  Octavio,  yoor  enemy  Octavio. 
D.  Hen,  l(ere  is  some  witchcraft,  sure ;  what 

can  this  mean  ? 
Fed.  Amax*d  at  this  sight,  I  let  the  candle 
fall; 
And  dapp'd  the  door  to,  then  double-Iock'd  it, 
And  brought  away  the  key. 
D.  Car,  But  how  could  he  get  in,  if  you  be 
sure 
You  lockM  the  door  when  you  went  out  for 
lights? 
Fed.  I  know  not  whether  be  was  there  before, 
Or  got  in  aftet ;  but  of  this  I  'm  sure. 
That  there  I  ha?e  him  now,  and  safe  enough. 
D.  Hen.  Let 's  not,  Don  Carlos,  now  perplex 
ourselves 
With  needless  circumstances,  when,  and  how ; 
Those  queries  are  too  phlegmatic  for  me; 
If  the  beast  be  i*  th*  toil,  it  is  enoufjh ; 
Iiet  us  go  seize  him ;  for  he  must  die. 

Enter  Don  Antonio. 

D.  Ant,  Pray,  brother,  what  unhappy  man 
is  he. 
Whom  you  so  positively  doom  to  death  f 
I  have  a  sword  to  serve  you,  in  all  occasions 
Worthy  of  you  and  me. 

D.  ben.  His  intervening,  Carlos,  is  unlucky; 
How  shall  we  behave  ourselves  towards  him 
In  this  business,  so  unfit  for  his  knowledge  ? 

D.Car,  Cousin,  you  should  consider  with 
yourself 

[Caelos  dnm$  Henrique  aeide. 
What  answer  to  return  him;  he*s  not  a  man 
To  be  put  off  with  anv  slight  pretences; 
Nor  yet  to  be  engag'd  in  such  an  action. 
As  bears  th'  appearance  rather  of  brutality 
Than  true  honour:  you  know  Antonio  needs 


No  fresh  occasions  to  support  bis  name: 
Who  dangers  seek,  are  indigent  of  feme. 
D,  Hen,  I  beg  your  patience,  sir,  but  (or  oae 
word 
With  this  gentleman,  my  friend. 

[Ihn  Henrique  addrestes  kume^  i$ 
Don  Antonio. 
D,  Ant.  Vl\  attend  your  leisure. 
I  find  my  coming  has  disordered  'em,       [AiUe, 
There's  somethi^  they  would  fain  conceal  frns 

me; 
All  here  is  discomposed,  whate*er  's  the  matter. 
D.  Hen,  I  am  a  rogue  if  I  know  what  to  do. 
D.  Car,  Since  the  event  's  so  dangerous  and 
doubtful, 
Tis  best,  in  my  opinion,  sir,  to  temporise. 

D,  Hen.  How  easily  men  get  the  name  of  wix! 
To  fear  t'  engage,  is  calKd  to  teraporiaEe : 
Sure  fear  and  courage  cannot  be  the  same, 
Yet  th'  are  confounded  by  a  speciottsnauie; 
And  I  must  tamely  suffer,  because  foob 
Are  rul'd  by  nice  distinctions  of  the  schools. 
How  I  hate  sucbcoldcomplezioual  [He  ttampt, 
D.  Car.  Why  so  transpoked?  as  if  vebemeace 
Were  for  your  passion  an  approved  defence. 
D.  Hen.  Who  condemns  passions,  nature  k 

arraigns. 
D.  Car,  Th'  are  useful  succours,  when  thej 
serve  in  chains ; 
But  he  who  throws  the  bridle  on  their  necks, 
From  a  good  cause,  will  produce  ill  effects. 
D,  Hen.  Be  th'  effects  what  they  will,  I  m 
resolved. 
I  doubt  not  of  your  kind  concurrence,  air, 

[Addressing  to  Dam  ANToiia 
In  all  the  near  concernments  of  •  person 
Ally'd  to  you  as  I  am ;  but,  noble  brother. 
It  were  against  the  laws  of  hospitality 
And  civil  breeding,  to  engage  a  guest 
(Newly  arriv'd  after  so  long  a  journey) 
In  an  occasion  where  there  may  be  danger. 

D,  Ant.  If  such  be  the  occasion,  I  must  tks 
Acc^uaint  you  freely,  tliat  I  wear  a  sword, 
Which  roust  not  he  excluded  feom  yo«r  service; 
I'm  sure  you  are  too  noble  to  employ  your's 
In  any  cause  not  justify'd  by  honour. 
D.  Hen.  Though  with  regret,  I  aee^  tit,  1  waf 
yield 
To  your  e»:ess  of  generosity. 
This  only  I  shall  say,  to  satisfy 
Your  just  reflectious ;  that  my  resentments 
Are  grounded  on  affionts  of  such  a  nature^ 
That,  as  nothing  but  the  offender's  life 
Can  e'er  repair  'em,  so  as  to  the  forms 
Of  uking  my  revenge,  they  can't  admit 
Of  the  least  scruple. 

D,  Ant.  Honour's  my  standard,  and  \is  ti«^ 
that  I 
Had  rather  fell,  than  blush  for  victory ; 
But  you  are  such  a  judge  of  honour's  laws, 
That 't  were  injurious  to  suspect  your  caoscb 
Allow  me,  sir,  th'  honour  to  lead  the  way. 

[Exeunt  Don  Antonio  and  DmBMf* 


k 

2 

1m 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  FIVE  HOURS. 


499 


If  Porcia  be  there  too  (as  I  believe) 
ve,  I  fear,  a  fatal  tragedy ; 
I  she  not  be  there,  yet  'tis  too  much 

heart  as  mine,  through  ignorance 
stray'd  a  Kcntleroan,  though  faulty, 
:ruel  hands.    I  most  go  with  them ; 
[>lv'd,  as  in  this  bloody  strife, 
ly  honour,  or  111  lose  my  life. 


ny  iiic 
[Exit 


Carlos. 


I  changa  to  Don  Carlos*s  House. 

n  OcTAVio,  Diego,  and  Flora  with 
a  candle, 

th*  unluckiness !  I  vow  t'  you,  sir, 
.rce  known  that  door  e'er  lock'd  before. 
There's  no  remedy.  Flora ;  I  am  now 
Tcy  of  my  enemies, 
avmg  broken  into  another's  ground, 
'fait^  you  should  be  put  i'  th'  pound. 
The  tide  of  my  ill  fate  is  swoln  so  high, 
:  admit  increase  of  misery ; 
>ng8t  all  the  curses,  there  is  none 
\  the  spirit  as  privation : 
>t  where  we  lie,  but  whence  we  fell ; 
f  heav'n  's  the  greatest  pain  in  hell, 
sd  sailM  the  doubtful  course  of  love, 
r  gain'd  my  port,  and,  for  above 
,  the  precious  treasure  had  secnr'd, 
so  many  storms  I  had  endur'd, 
oon  from  this  great  blessine  torn, 
d  to  say,  if 'twere  first  dead  or  born,* 
•tless  seem  such  a  transcendent  curse, 
)  the  Fates  tlicmselvet  could  do  no 
irorse; 

bore  with  an  erected  face, 
tine,  not  my  fiiult,caus'd  my  disgrace; 
ny  eyes  unto  the  earth  are  bent, 
of  meriting  this  punishment : 
ig  a  fond  maid's  officious  care, 
d  honour 's  taken  in  this  snare ; 
I  perish  on  this  unseen  shelf, 
f  fate,  and  false  unto  myself, 
m  I  am  dead,  I  pray  present 

[He  pulls  out  his  tablets, 
lets  to  your  lady,  tliere  she'll  find 
«|uest,  with  reasons  which  I  give, 
ny  sake  she  would  vouchsafe  to  live, 
he  candle.  Flora. 

CTAVio  sets  the  candle  on  a  table,  and 
sits  down  to  write  in  his  tablets, 
double  curse  upon  all  love  in  earnest, 
int  love ;  'tis  still  accompany'd  • 
nn  disasters;  or  else  ends  in  that 
toe  worst  of  all  disasters,  marriage. 
ire  you  could  wish  that  every  body 

IVlDg 

a  soul  of  quicksilver  as  your's, 

IX  no  where. 

^by,  'twould  not  be  the  worse  for  you, 

desr  Flora, 

might  hope  in  time  to  have  your  turn, 

( time  who  have  macb  better  fiues. 


Flo,  You,  I  presume,  sir,  would  be  one  o^  th* 
latest 
Which  I  should  hear  of;  yet  'tis  possible 
That  one  might  see  you  before  you  should  be 
Welcome. 

Die,  She  lias  wit  and  good-humour,  excellent 
Ingredients  to  pass  away  the  time ; 
And  I  liave  kindness  for  her  person  too; 
But  that  will  end  with  marriage,  and  possibly 
Her  good-humour ;  for  I  have  seldom  knowa 
The  husband  and  the  wife  make  any  musick. 
Though  when  asunder  the^  can  play  their  parts. 
Well,  fnend  Diego,  I  advise  you  to  look 
Before  you  leap,  for  if  you  should  be  coupled 
To  a  yoke,  instead  of  a  yoke-fellow, 
'TIS  likely  you  may  wear  it  to  your  grave. 
Yet,  honest  Diego,  now  I  think  on  't  better. 
Your  dancing  and  your  vaulting  days  are  done ; 
Faith,  all  your  pleasures  are  three  stories  high. 
They  are  come  up  to  vour  mouth ;  you  are  now 
For  ease  and  eatins,  the  only  joys  of  life : 
And  there's  no  cook,  nor  dry-nurse,  like  a  wife? 

D,  Oct,  Here,  take  my  tablets,  Flora;  sure 
they'll  spare 
Thy  life  for  thy  sex's  sake.  But  for  poor  Diego—  . 

Die,  Why,  sir,  they'll  never  ofier  to  kill  me. 
There's  nothing  in  tfaie  world  I  hate  like  death. 

D,  Oct,  Since  deaUi  's  the  passage  to  eternity. 
To  be  for  ever  happy,  we  must  die.  [live. 

Die,  'Tis  very  true ;  but  most  that  die  would 
If  to  themselves  they  could  new  leases  give. 

D,  Oct.  We  roust  possess  our  souls  with  such 
indifference. 
As  not  to  wish  nor  Amr  to  part  from  hence. 

Die,  The  first  I  may  pretend  to,  for  I  swear 
I  do  not  wish  to  part ;  'tis  true,  I  fear. 

D,  Oct,  Fear  1  why,  death  's  only  cruel  when 
she  flies. 
And  will  not  deign  to  close  the  weeping  eyes. 

Die,  That  is  a  cruelty  I  can  foi]give. 
For  I  confess,  I  'm  not  afraid  to  live. 

D,  Oct.  We  shall  still  live,  tbou^  'tis  by 
osier's  breath. 
By  our  good  fame,  which  is  secur'd  by  death. 

Die,  But  we  shall  catch  such  colds,  sir,  under 
eround. 
That  we  shall  never  hear  fame's  trumpet  sound. 

D,  Oct,  'Tis  but  returning,  when  from  hence 
we  go, 
As  rivers  to  their  mother-ooean  flow. 

Die,  We   know   our   names  and  channelt 
whilst  w'  are  here, 
W'  are  swallow'd  in  that  dark  abyss  when  there. 

D.  Oct,  Ingulph'd  in  endless  joys  and  perfect 
rest. 
Unchangeable,  i'  th'  center  of  the  bless'd. 

Die,  Hark,  I  bear  a  noise-^ 

[The  noise  of  the  opening  ofm  door. 
[Diego  runs  to  the  door,  looks  into  the  next 
room,  then  coma  running  to  Octayio. 

Die,  O  sir,  w*  are  lost;  I  see  two  female  giants 
Coming  most  terribly  noon  us. 

D.  Oct,  Away,  you  rearful  faoH    ■  ■ 
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£n/er  Camilla  and  Porcia,  tfie  one  with  a  key^ 
the  other  with  a  candle. 

Tor,  I  'm  confident  nobody  saw  us  pass 
From  th*  other  house. 

Cam.  However,  let  us  go  through  my  brother's 
quarter. 
And  open  the  back-door  into  the  street; 
Tis  good  in  all  events  t'  have  a  retreat 
More  ways  than  one. 

[A  door  claps  behind^  and  both  look  back. 
For.  O  heavens,  our  passage  is  cut  oflF! 
The  wind  has  shut  the  door  through  which  we 
came. 
Cam,  The  accident  's  unlucky;  'tis  a  spring 
lock, 
That  opens  only  on  the  other  side. 

Por,  Let  *8  oil  the  faster,  and  make  sure  of 
th'  other —  [Seeing  Octavio,  the  starts, 

Octavio  here ! 

[OcTAVio  hearing  them^  starts  up, 
•  J).  Oct,  Porcia  in  this  place !  may  I  trust  my 

senses. 
Or  does  my  fancy  form  these  chimeras  ? 

Die,  Either  we  sleep,  and  dream  extrava- 
gantly,    ' 
Or  else  the  fairies  govern  in  this  house. 

[Flora  runs  to  Porcia. 
Flo, '  Ah,  dearest  mistress !  you  shall  never 
make  me 
Quit  you  so  again. 
t  For.  But  can  that  be  Octavio  ? 

D,  Oct,  I  was  Octavio,  but  I  am  at  present 
So  much  astonish'd,  I  am  not  myself. 

Cam.  What  can  the  meaning  of  this  vision  be  ? 
[Don  Octavio  approaches  Porcia. 
D.  Oct.  My  dearest  Porcia,  how  is 't  possible 
To  find  you  in  this  place,  my  friend  Antonio 
Having  so  generously  undertaken 
Your  protection  ? 

Por,  Did  he  not  your's  so  too  ?  and  yet  I  find 
Octavio  here,  where  he  is  more  expos'd 
Than  I,  to  certain  ruin ;  I  am  loth 
To  say  'tis  he  who  has  betray'd  us  both. 
D.  Oct,  Antonio  false?  It  is  impossible. 
Die,  'Tis  but  too  evident. 
D,  Oct,  Peace,  slave;  he  is  my  noble  friend, 
of  noble  blood, 
Whose  fame  *s  above  the  level  of  those  tongues 
That  bark  by  custom  at  the  brightest  virtues^ 
As  dogs  do  at  the  moon. 

Por,  How  hard  it  is  for  virtue  to  suspect ! 
Ah,  Octavio  !  we  have  been  both  deceiv'd ; 
This  vile  Antonio  is  tlie  very  man 
To  whom  my  brother,  without  my  consent 
Qr  knowledge,  has  contracted  me  in  Flanders. 
D,  Oct.  Antonio  the  man  to  whom  you  are 
contracted  ? 
Porcia  the  bride  whom  he  is  come  to  marry  ? 
Por,  The  very  same. 

X).  Oct.  Why  did  you  not  acquaint  me  with 

it  sooner?  [it; 

For,  Alasy  I  have  not  seen  you  since  I  knew 


But  those  few  hours  such  wonders  have  pn^ 

duc'd, 
As  exceed  all  belief;  and  ask  more  time 
Than  your  unsafe  condition,  in  this  place, 
Will  allow  me,  to  make  you  comprehend  it. 
Cam,  Cousin,  I  cannot  blame  your  apprebea- 
sions, 
Nor  your  suspicion  of  Antonio's  friendship : 
But  I  am  so  possess*d  with  the  opiniou 
Of  his  virtue,  I  shall  as  soon  believe 
Impossibilities  as  his  apostacy 
From  honour. 
D,  Oct,  What 's  her  concernment  in  Antonio, 

Porcia? 
For,  O,  that 's  the  strangest  part  of  our  ad 
story. 
And  which  requires  most  time  to  let  you  know  it 
[A  blaze  (flight  appears  at  the  windoWfSsi 
a  noise  without. 
See,  Flora,  at  the  window,  what  *b  that  ligbt 
And  noise  we  hear.  [Flora  goes  to  the  muim. 

Flo.  O  madam,  we  are  all  undone ;  I  see 
Henrique,    Carlos,    and    their    servants,  witk 

torches. 
All  coming  hither ;  and,  which  is  wonderfiiil, 
Antonio  leading  them  with  his  sword  drawn. 
Cam,  Thou  dream'st,  distracted  wench;  As* 
tonio  false! 
It  is  impossible— 

[Camilla  runs  to  the  window ^  andtmnat^ 
backf  says : 
All  she  has  said  is  in  appearance  tnie ; 
There  is  some  hidden  mystery  which  thus 
Abuses  us ;  for  I  shall  ne'er  believe 
Antonio  can  transgress  the  rules  of  firiendship. 
D.  Oct,  Friendship  's  a  specious  name,  maiie 
to  deceive 
Those  whose  good-nature  tempts  them  to  be 

lieve ; 
The  traffick  of  good  offices  'mongst  friends, 
Moves  from  ourselves,  and  in  ourselves  it  ends. 
When  competition  brings  us  to  the  test, 
Then  we  find  friendship  is  sel^interest. 
Por.  Ye  Powers  above  1  what  pleasure  csoje 
take 
To  persecute  submitting  innocence  ? 

D,  Oct,  Retire,  dear  Porcia,  to  that  iioer 
room ; 
For  should  thy  cruel  brother  find  thee  heie^ 
He  's  so  revolted  from  humanity^ 
He  '11  mingle  thine  with  my  impurer  blood. 
Por,  That  were  a  kind  of  contract;  let  his 
come. 
We  '11  meet  at  once  marriage  and  martyrdom. 
D.  Oct.  Soul  of  my  life,  retire. 
Por,  I  will  not  leave  you. 
D.  Oct.   Thou  preserv'st  me  by  saving  of 
thyself; 
For  they  can  murder  only  half  of  me. 
Whilst  that  my  better  nart  survives  in  diee. 
For,  I  will  die  too,  Ocuvio,  to  maintsio. 
That  different  causes  form  the  same  efiects: 
Tis  courage  in  you  men,  love  in  our 
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Oct.  Tboagh  souls  do  sexes  have,  when 

w'  are  above, 
:m  know  each  other,  we  may  love. 
.  Ill  meet  you  there  above,  here,  take  my 

word. 
Don  OcTAVio  takes  her  hand  and  kistes  it, 
'orcia  knows  the  way  of  joining  souls, 
tl  as  th'  other  when  she  swaiiowM  coals. 
[They  retire  to  the  other  room,  Porcia 

leaning  on  Camilla,  and  Octavio 

wdits  on  them  to  the  door, 
.  Nay  if  y'  are  good  at  that,  the  devil  take 
ndmost ;  'tis  for  vour  sake,  fair  Flora, 

[Talcing  Flora  hy  the  hand, 
these  honourable  occasions. 
;  no  weapon,  sir,  'tis  fit  that  I 

I  off  witli  the  baggage. 

\Iurning  to  Don  Octavio. 

[£reun^  Diego  and  Flora. 

Oct.  I  *m  now  upon  the  frontiers  of  this 

life, 
's  bat  one  step  to  immortality; 
ince  my  cruel  fortune  has  allow'd  me 
ler  witness  of  my  tragick  end, 
false  friend  and  barbarous  enemy, 
ve  mv  genius  to  inform  the  world, 
e  and  death  was  uniform ;  as  I 
irm  to  love  and  honour,  so  I  die. 

[Draws  his  sword, 
lown,  ye  spirits  above ;  for  if  there  be 
t  on  earth  worthy  of  you  to  see, 
brave  man,  pursuMby  unjust  hate, 
y  contending  with  ois  adverse  fate. 

[Waving  his  sword, 

II  this  heaven-bom  soul  puts  off  her  earth, 
le  'U  attend  ye  to  her  place  of  birth. 

Don  Antonio,  Don  Henrique,  Don 
xos,  and  Pedro,  their  swords  drawn,  Don 
TON  10  before  the  rest, 

Ani,  Where  is  the  man  whose  insolence 

and  folly 
»  misled  him  to  affront  my  friend  ? 
Oct,  Here  is  the  man  thou  seek'st,  and 

he  whom  thou 
ely  hast  betray*d. 
Ani,  Oh  heavens!  what  is't  I  see?  it  is 

Ocuvio, 
lend. 
Oct,  Not  thy  friend,  Antonio,  but  'tis 

Octavio, 
>y  thy  perfidy  has  been  betray'd 
s  forlorn  condition ;  but,  vile  man, 
now  shalt  pay  thy  treachery  with  thy  life. 

J  Don  Octavio  makes  at  Don  Antonio. 
nt.  Hold  Octavio;  though  thy  injurious 
error 
ransport  thee,  it  shall  not  me,  beyond 
ounas  of  honour;  Heaven  knows  I  thought 
:hing  less  than  what  I  find,  Octavio 
s  place. 

Hen,  What  pause  is  this,  Antonio?  All 
your  fervour 

OL.  III. 


In  the  concernments  of  a  brother-iiK>law, 
Reduc'd  to  a  tame  parly  with  our  enemy  ? 
Do  all  the  promises  you  have  made  to  me, 
T*  assist  my  just  revenge,  conclude  in  this? 
D.  Oct,  Do  all  the  promises  you  have  made 
to  ine, 
T'  assist  my  virtuous  love,  conclude  in  this  ? 
D,  Hen,    Where  is  your  wonted  bravery? 
where  your  kindness 
To  such  a  near  ally  ? 
D.  Oct,  Where  is  your  former  honour?  where 
your  firmness 
To  such  an  ancient  friend  ? 

D.  Ant,  What  course  shall  my  distracted  ho- 
nour steer. 
Betwixt  these  equal  opposite  engagements  ? 

[Aside, 

D.  Hen.  What,  demur  still  ?  nay  then  I  'II 

right  myself. 

[Don  Henrique  makes  at  Don  Octavio, 

Don  Antonio  turns  on  Don  Octa- 

vio's  side. 

D.  Ant,   Who  attacks  Octavio  must  pass 

through  me. 
D,  Car.  I  must  lay  hold  on  this  occasion. 

[Aside. 
Good  cousin,  I  conjure  you  to  restrain 
Your  passion  for  a  while ;  there  lies  conceal*d 
Some  mysteiy  in  this,  which,  once  unfolded, 
May  reconcile  this  difference. 
D.  Hen.  Sweetly  proposM,  sir;  an  accommo- 
dation ! 
Think'st  thou  my  anger 's  like  a  fire  of  straw, 
Only  to  blaze  and  then  expire  in  smoke  ? 
Think'st  thou  I  can  forget  my  name  and  nation , 
And  barter  for  revenge  when  honour  bleeds? 
His  life  must  pay  this  insolence,  or  mine. 

[He  makes  at  Don  Octavio  again,  Don 
Antonio  interposes. 
D,  Ant,  Mine  must  protect  his,  or  else  perish 

with  him. 
D.  Hen,  Since  neither  fiiith  nor  friendship 
can  prevail, 
Tb  time  to  try  what  proof  you  are,  Antonio, 
Against  your  own  near  interest :  know  that  the 

man. 
Whom  you  protect  against  my  just  revenge. 
Has  seconded  his  insolence  to  me 
By  foul  attempts  upon  my  sister's  honour ; 
Your  Porcia  's,  sir;  if  this  will  not  eoflame 
you— 
[Don  Antonio  turns  from  Don  Octavio, 
and  beholds  him  with  a  stem  counlenance» 
D,  Oct.  How !  I  attempt  your  sister'is  honour, 
Henrique  ? 
[Don  Antonio  turns,  and  looks  sternly 
upon  Don  Henrique. 
The  parent  of  your  black  desi^s,  the  devil. 
Did  ne'er  invent  a  more  malicious  falsehood ; 
nris  true,  that  I  have  serv'd  the  virtuous  Porcia, 
With  such  devotion,  and  such  spotless  love. 
That,    though    unworthy,   yet  she   has   been 
plcfts'd 
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To  recoiopense  my  passion  with  esteem ; 

[JDon  Antonio  turnsy  and  looks  ttemly 
upon  Don  Octavio. 
By  which  she  has  so  chain'd  me  to  her  service, 
That  here  I  vow  either  to  live  her  prize, 
Or  ebe  in  death  to  fall  love's  sacrihce. 

i>.  Ant.  O  heavens !  what  's  that  I  hear  ? 
r  thou  blessed  angel. 

Guardian  of  my  honour,  I  now  implore 
Thy  powerful  assistance,  to  preserve 
That  reputation,  which  I  hitherto 
By  virtuous  actions  have  maintain*d  unblemish*d. 
In  vain,  Don  Henrique,  you  design  to  change 

[He  pauses  a  little^  and  rubs  his  forehead. 
My  resolutions:  it  must  ne*er  be  said, 
That  passion  could  return  Antonio 
From  the  strict  rules  of  honour.    Sir,  I  tell  you 
Nothing  can  make  me  violate  my  first 
Engagement. 

Z>.  Hen.  Nay  then,  thou  shalt  die  too,  perfi- 
dious man ; 
Ho!  Geraldo,  Pedro,  Leonido! 

Enter  Geraldo,  Pedro,  and  Leonido,  with 
their  swords  drawn  ;  they  join  with  Don  Hen- 
rique; Don  Carlos  interposes. 

D,  Car.  For  heaven*8  sake,  cousin,  draw  not 
on  yourself 
The  horrid  infamy  of  assassinating 
Persons  of  noble  blood,  by  servile  hands. 
.  D.  Hen.  Do  you  defend  them  too  ?  Kill  'em, 
I  say. 
D.  Ant.  Retire,  Octavio,  I  '11  sustain  their 

shock. 
D.  Oct.  Octavio  retire  ! 
D.  Ant.  Trust  me,  you  must,  they  will  sur- 
round us  else ; 
Through  that  narrow  passage  they  '11  assail  us 
With  less  advantage^ 

[TAey  retire^  fight in^,  off  the  sta^e ;  Don 
Henrique  and  his  Men  pursuing  them, 
and  Don  CkKLOs  endeavouring  to  stop 
Don  Henrique. 

D.  Hen.  What,  d*  ye  give  back,  ye  mighty 

men  of  fame? 
D.  Ant.   Don  Henrique,  you  shall   quickly 
find,  'tis  honour. 
Not  fear,  makes  roe  retire.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  presently  Don  Antonio  and  Don  Oct. 
at  another  door,  which  Don  Antonio  bolts. 

D,  Ant.  Now  we  shall  have  a  breathing-while 
at  least, 
Octavio,  jand  time  to  look  about  us; 
Pray  see  yon  other  door  be  fast. 

[Von  Octavio  steps  to  the  door  where 
they  went  out,  and  Don  Henrique 
bounces  at  the  door  they  came  in  at, 
D.  Hen.  Creraido,  fetch  an  iron  bar,  to  force 
The  door.  [Within  aloud, 

[Don  Antonio  goes  to  both  the  doors,  to 
see  if  the^i  be  fast, 
D.  Ant.  So,  'lis  now  as  I  could  wish  it. 


D.  Oct.  What  do  you  mean,  generous  L- 

tonio? 
D.  Ant.  To  kill  thee  now  myself :— 4isriD( 
perform*d 
What  my  engagement  did  exact  from  me. 
In  your  defence  'gainst  others,  my  love  now 
Requires  its  dues,  as  honour  has  had  his; 
There  's  no  protection  for  you  from  my  swoid. 
But  in  your  own,  or  in  your  firank  renoundog 
All  claim  to  Porcia;  she  is  so  much  mine. 
That  none  roust  breathe,  and  have  the  vanity 
Of  a  pretension  to  her,  whilst  I  live. 
P.  Oct.  I  never  will  renounce  my  dains  tt 
Porcia; 
But  still  assert  them  by  all  ooble  vrays: 
Yet,  sir,  this  hand  shall  never  use  a  sword 
(Without  the  last  compulsion)  'gainst  that  man 
Who  has  so  much  oblie'd  me ;  no,  Antonio, 
You  are  securely  guarded  by  the  fi&vonrs 
Which  you  so  frankly  have  conferr'd  upon  me. 
X).  Ant.  Pray,  sir,  let  not  your  pretended  g^ 
titude 
Enervate  your  defence ;  'tis  not  my  custom 
To  serve  my  friends  with  prospects  of  retnn. 

D.  Oct,  And,  sir,  'tis  not  my  custom  to  receive 
An  oblization,  but  with  a  purpose. 
And  within  the  power  of  m^  return. 
Friendship,  Antonio,  is  reciprocal ; 
He  that  will  only  give,  and  not  receive, 
Enslaves  the  person  whom  be  would  relieve. 
D,  Ant.  Your  rule  is  right,  but  you  apply  il 
wrong; 
It  was  Octavio,  my  camerade  in  arms. 
And  ancient  friend,  whom  I  design*d  to  serve; 
Not  that  disloyal  man,  who  has  invaded 
IVly  honour  and  my  love : — 'Tis  the  intent 
Wliich  forms  the  obligation,  not  th*  event. 
D.  Oct.  I  call  those  powers,  which  both  (US' 
cem  and  punish. 
To  witness  for  me,  that  I  never  knew 
You  e'er  pretended  to  Don  Henrique's  sister, 
Before  I  came  within  these  fatal  walls : 
This  I  declare,  only  to  clear  myself 
From  th'  imputation  of  disloyalty. 
And  to  prevent  the  progress  of  your  error. 
D,  Ant,  How  can  I  think  you  should  9^ 
truth  to  me, 
Who  am  a  witness  y'  have  been  false  to  her, 
To  whom  you  now  profess  so  high  devotion? 

D.  Oct.  I  false  to  Porcia !  take  heed,  ADtosio, 
So  foul  an  injury  provokes  too  much. 
But,  sir,  I  must  confess  I  ofwe  you  more, 
Than  the  forgiveness  of  one  gross  mistake. 
D,  Ant.  Rare  impudence  1  I  must  not  tnat 

my  senses. 
D.  Oct.  If  we  cannot  adjust  this  competiuon, 
Let 's  chai]ge  our  envious  fortunes,  not  our  ptf* 

sious. 
With  this  fatal  breach  of  friendship,    [yourself; 
D.  Ant.  Leave  your  discourses,  and  defend 
Either  immediately  renounce  all  claims 
I  To  Porcia,  or  this  must  speak  the  rest. 
I  [Shaking  his  s»sri 
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D.  Oct.  Nay  then,  I  must  reply.  [Theyjight. 
[A  noise,  as  if  the  door  were  broken  open. 

Enter  Don  Henrique,  Don  Cablos,  Leokido 
and  GsEALDOy  with  their  swords  drawn. 

D.  Hen.  What 's  this !  Antonio  fighting  with 
Octavio  ? 
Tbts  bravery  is  excessive,  gallant  friend, 
Not  to  allow  a  share  in  your  revenge 
To  him  who  's  most  concemM ;  he  must  not  fall 
Without  some  marks  of  mine. 

[Don  Henrique  makes  at  Don  Octavio, 
and  Don  Antonio  turns  to  Don  Octa- 
vio*s  side. 
D.  Ant.  Nay,  then  my  honour  you  invade 
anew. 
And,  by  assaulting  him,  revive  in  me 
My  pre-engagements  to  protect  and  serve  him 
Against  all  others. 

D.  Hen.  Why,  were  not  you,  Antonio,  fights 
ing  with  him  ? 
Were  you  not  doing  all  you  could  to  kill  him  ? 
D.  Ant.  Henrique,  'tis  true;  but  finding  in 
my  breast 
An  etfjol  strife  'twist  honour  and  revenge, 
I  do,  m  just  compliance  with  them  both. 
Preserve  him  firom  your  sword,  to  fall  by  mine. 
D.  Car.  Brave  man,  how  nicely  he  does  ho- 
nour weigh ! 
Justice  herself  holds  not  the  scales  more  even. 
D.  Hen.   My  honour  suffers  more,  as  yet, 
than  your's. 
And  I  must  have  a  share  in  the  revenge. 

D.  Ant.  My  honour,  sir,  is  so  subliro'd  by 
love, 
Twill  not  admit  comparison  or  rival. 

D.  Hen.  Either  he  must  renounce  all  claims 
to  Porcia, 
Or  die  immediately. 

D,  Ant.  Y*  are  i'  the  right,  that  he  roust  do, 
or  die ; 
But  by  no  other  hand  than  mine. 

J).  Oct,  Cease  your  contention,  and  turn  all 
your  swords 
Against  this  breast;   whilst  Porcia  and  I  have 

breath, 
She  must  be  mine,  there 's  no  divorce  but  death. 
D.  Hen.  Fll  hear  no  more,  protect  him  if  thou 
canst: 
Kill  the  slave ;  kill  him,  I  say. 

[Don  Henrique  makes  at  Atm,  and  Don 
Carlos  endeavours  to  interpose. 
D.  Car.  For  Heaven's  sake  hold  a  moment ; 
certainly 
Tliere  's  some  mistake  lies  hidden  here,  which 

cleared 
Might  hinder  these  extremes. 

[Don  Henrique  and  his  Servants  press 

Don  Antonio  and  Don  Octavio. 
[Flora  peeps  out,  and,  seeing  them  fight, 
cries  out,  Camilla  !  Porcia  !    Ca- 
milla a-nd  Porcia  looking  out,  both 
shriek,  and  then  run  out  upon  thestage. 


IP 


Enter  Porcia  and  Camilla  from  the  inner-- 

room. 

For,  Don  Henrique ! 
Cam.  Antonio!  Carlos! 
For.  Octavio! 

Cnm    ) 

p     '  >  Hear  us  but  speak,  bear  us  but  speak. 

D.  Hen.  By  heavens  'tis  Porcia!  why,  how 

came  she  here? 
D,  Car.    Why,  did  not  I  tell  you  she  was 
brought  hither 
By  my  directions  ?  you  would  not  believe  me. 
D.  Hen.  But  how  then  could  Octavio  come 

hither? 
D.  Car.  Nay,  that  Heaven  knows,  you  heard 
as  well  as  I 
Your  man's  relation. 
D.  Hen.  Ah,  thou  vile  woman  !  that  t  could 
destroy 
Thy  memory  with  thy  life  ? 

[He  offers  to  run  at  Porcia,  Don  Anto- 
nio interposes, 
D,  Ant.  Hold,  sir,  that  most  not  be. 
D.  Hen.  What,  may  not  1  do  justice  upon  her 
Neither  ? 

D.  Ant.  No,  sir;  although  I  have  not  yet  tlie 
honour 
To  know  who  this  lady  is,  I  have  this  night 
Engag'd  myself  both  to  secure  and  serve  her. 
D,  Cor.  He  knows  not  Porcia ;   who  was  i' 
the  right, 
Don  Henrique,  you  or  I  ? 

D.  Hen.  He  not  know  Porcia!  why,  *tis  not 
an  hour 
Since  I  saw  him  entertaining  her  at  home. 
Sure  w'  are  inchanted,  and  all  we  see  's  illusion. 
Cam,  Allow  me,  Henrique,  to  unspel  these 
charms ; 
Who  is  *t,  Octavio,  you  pretend  to  ?  speak. 
D.  Oct.  You  might  have  spar'd  that  question, 
madam;  none 
Knows,  so  well  as  you,  'tis  Porcia  I  adore. 
D.  Ant,  Porcia  's  my  wife;   disloyal  man, 
thou  dy'st. 

[Offers  to  make  at  Don  Octavio. 
Cam.  Hold,  sir;  which  is  the  Porcia  you  lay 

claim  to  ? 
D.  Ant.  Can  you  doubt  of  that?  why,  sure 
you  know  too  well 
The  conquest  that  you  made,  some  days  ago, 
Of  my  poor  heart,  m  Flanders. 

D.  Car.  Conquest !   poor  heart !  Flanders  ! 

what  can  this  mean  ? 
D.  Hen.  New  riddles  every  moment  do  arise. 
And  nivsteries  are  bom  of  mysteries. 

JD.  Car.  Sure,  'tis  the  pastime  of  the  destinies 
To  mock  us,  for  pretending  to  be  wise. 

Cam.  Thanks  oe  to  Heaven,  our  work  dranvji 
near  an  end ; 
Cousin,  it  belongs  to  you  to  finish  it. 
For.  To  free  you  from  that  labyrinth,  Antonio^ 
1  In  which  aftUg|ht  mUuVA^tL^Xt^^xV^^^ 
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luTolv'd  us  all;  know,  thesupposM  Porcia, 
Whom  you  have  lov'd,  is  the  true  Camilla. 
Cam,  And  you,  Don  Heurique,  know,  that 
Don  Octavio 
Has  always  been  your  sister's  faithful  lover. 
And  only  feign'd  a  gallantry  to  me. 
To  hide  his  real  passion  for  my  cousin 
From  your  discerning  eyes. 
D.  Ant,  Generous  Octavio ! 
D,  Oct,  Brave  Antonio !  how  happy  are  we 
both,  [They  embrace. 

Both  in  our  loves  and  friendships ! 
D.  Ant,  Ah,  how  the  memory  of  our  crosses 
past, 
Heightens  our  joys,  when  we  succeed  at  Inst ! 
J>.  Oct,  Our  pleasures  in  tliis  world  are  al- 
ways mix'd ; 
"Tis  in  the  next  where  all  our  joys  are  fix'd. 

[Camilla  takes  Don  Antonio  by  the 
hand,  and  leads  him  to  Don  Carlos. 
Cam,  This,  my  dear  brother,  is  that  brave 
commander. 
To  whom  you  owe  your  life  and  liberty ; 
And  I  much  more,  the  safety  of  my  honour. 
D,  Car.  Is  this  that  gallant  leader,  who  re- 
deem'd  us 
With  so  much  valour  from  the  enemy  } 
Cam.  The  very  same. 

D.  Car,  Why  did  you  not  acquaint  me  with 
it  sooner? 
Twas  ill  done,  Camilla. 

Cam,  Alas,  my  dearest  brother,  gratitude, 

[Drawing  Don  Carlos  aside. 
Conspiring  with  the  graces  of  his  person, 
So  soon  possessed  him  of  my  heart,  that  I, 
Asham'd  of  such  a  visionary  love. 
Durst  never  trust  my  tongue  with  my  own 
thoughts. 
D,  Car.  Tis  enough ;  here,  sir,  take  from  me 
her  hand,     [Addressing  to  Don  Ant. 
Whose  heart  your  merit  has  long  since  made 
your's, 
[Don  Antonio  takes  Camilla's  hand 
and  kisses  it, 
D,  Ant.  Sir,  with  your  leave,  and  ber's,  I  seal 
the  vows 
Of  my  eternal  faith  unto  you  both. 

D,  Car.  But  let  's  take  heed,  Antonio,  lest, 
whilst  we 
Are  joying  in  our  mutual  happiness, 
Don  Henrique's  scarcely  yet  compos*d  distemper 
Revive  not,  and  disorder  us  afresh; 
I  like  not  his  ^m  posture^ 
D.  Ant.  Tii  web  thought  on,  let 's  approach 
him. 
[Don  Octavio,  holding  Poec|a  by  the 
hand,  advances  towards  Don  Hen. 
D,  Oct,  Here,  with  respect,  we  wait  your 
confirmation 
Of  that,  which  seems  to  be  decreed  abovey 
Thouffh  traversed  by  unlucky  accidents. 
This  lady,  your  incomparable  sister. 
Can  witness,  that  I  never  did  invade 


Your  passion  for  Camilla;  and  Pedro*s  death 
Happened  by  your  mistaken  jealousy ; 
The  causes  of  your  hate  being  once  remov*d, 
Tiyust,  Don  Henrique,  the  effects  should  ceaie. 
'•  Hen,  I  shall  consult  my  honour — 
D,  Car,  You  cannot  take  a  better  counsellor 
In  this  case,  than  your  own  sister's  honour; 
What,  to  secure  them  both,  could  have  bea 

wish'd 
Beyond  what  fate  bas  of  itself  produced  ? 
2>.  Hen,  How  hard  it  is  to  act  upon  cosr 
straint ! 
That  which  I  could  have  wish'd,  I  now  would  flj; 
Since  'tis  obtruded  by  necessity. — 
'Tis  Ht  that  I  consent,  but  yet  I  must 
Still  seem  displeas'd,  that  m'  anger  may  teem 
just.  lAside, 

D,  Ant,  Noble    Don   Henrique,   you  msj 
reckon  me 
To  be  as  truly  vour's,  by  this  alliance, 
As  if  a  brother  s  name  subsisted  still. 

D,  Hen,  Well,  I  must  yield,  I  see^  or  worn 
will  follow.  [Asidt, 

He  is  a  fool,  who  thinks  by  force  or  skill 
To  turn  the  current  of  a  woman's  will : 
Since  fair  Camilla  is  Antonio's  lot, 
I  Porcia  yield  to  Don  Antonio's  friend. 
Our  strength  and  wisdom  must  submit  to  &te: 
Stripp'd  of  my  love,  I  will  put  off  my  hate. 
Here,  take  her  hand,  and  may  she  make  vou, sir, 
[Don  Henrique  <a^esP0Rci A  bytkeheMd, 
and  gives  her  to  Don  Octavio. 
Happier  than  she  bas  done  me. 

Diego  and  Flora  advance, 

Flo,  Had  e'er  disorders  such  a  rare  comeKiff? 
Methinks  't  would  make  a  fine  plot  for  a  play. 
Die,  Faith,  Flora,  I  should  have  the  worst  of 
that ; 
For,  by  the  laws  of  comedy,  't  would  be 
My  lot  to  marry  you. 

D,  Oct.  Well  thought  on,  Diqgo,  tbo'  *f» 
spoke  in  jest; 
We  cannot  do  a  better  thing  in  earnest 
Than  to  join  these,  who  seem  to  have  been  mtds 
For  one  another;  what  say'st  thou  to  it,  Fkia? 
Flo,  Troth  I  have  had  so  many  frights  this 
night. 
That  I  am  e>n  afraid  to  lie  alone. 

[DiBOO  takes  her  by  the  Aaai 
Die,  Give  me  thy  hand,  sweet  Flora,  'ds  s 
bargain ; 
I  promise  thee,  dear  spouse,  Fll  do  my  best 
To  make  thee  first  repent  this  earnest  jest 

Flo,  You  may  mistake;  we  have  a  certain  wtfi 
By  going  halves,  to  match  your  foulest  play. 
D,  Car.  Since  this  last  happy  scene  is  m  oj 
house, 
You'll  make  collation  with  me  ere  you  part 

D,  Oct.  \  ^^^^^^*  »gre«d»  agreed. 
D.  Ant.  Thus  end  the  strange  Adventuraff 
Five  HourSt 
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«>metiines  bliist*nng  storms,  in  gentle  showers. 

[Addressing  to  the  Pit, 
).  Oct.  Thus,  noble  gallants,  after  blostVing 

lives, 
I'll  end,  as  we  have  done,  in  taking  wives. 
")§€.  Hold,  sirs,  there 'snot  an  end  as  yet;  for 

then 
ses  your  own  brats,  and  those  of  other  men. 
).  Hen.  Besides  the  cares  of  th^  honour  of 

your  race, 
ich,  as  you  know,  is  my  accursed  case. 

[Addressing  to  the  Boxes, 


Cam.  You,  ladies,  whilst  unmarried^  tread  on 
snares; 
MarryVl,  y'  are  cumberM  with  domestic  cares. 
For,  If  handsome,  y*  are  by  fools  and  fame 
attack'd ; 
If  uely,  then,  by  your  own  envy  rack*d. 

J^o.  We,  by  unthrifty  parents  forc'd  to  serve, 
When  fed  are  slaves,  and  when  w'  are  free  we 
starve. 
X>.  Car,  Which  put  together,  we  must  needt- 
confess, 
This  world  is  not  the  scene  of  happiot 


EPILOG  UE.    BY  MR  SMITH. 


'  poet,  gentlemen,  thou^t  to  steal  awa  y, 
ping  those  wretched  rhimes,  i*  th*  end  o'  th' 

;bt  serve  for  epilogue ;  for  truly  he 
:es  epilogues  for  arrant  bribery ; 
)bserves  your  poet,  in  our  modem  pUyt', 
nUy  ibeweth, — and  then  as  humbly  pra.ys : 


So  that  it  can*t  be  said,  what  they  have  writ 
Was  witliout  fear,  though  often  without  wit. 
He  trusts  (as  ye  say  papists  do)  to  merit; 
Leaves  you  (like  quakers)  to  be  mov'd  by  th' 

spirit. 
But  since  that  epilogues  are  so  much  in  vogoei 
Take  this  as  prologue  to  the  epilogue. 


BY  IMR  HARRIS. 


le,  as  soon  as  tb'  enter,  we  wish  'em  gonie ; 
;ioe  their  visit  as  a  visitation : 
when  they  go  there  are  certain  |rimace» 
bicb,  in  plain  English,  is  but  makmg  fact  s) 
It  we,  for  manners  sake,  to  all  allow. 
(  poet 's  parting ;  don't  rise,  but  smile  find 

bow; 
i,  *»  back  being  tam'd>  ye  may  take  tha  li- 
berty 
torn  him,  and  all  h'  has  writ,  to  raillery, 
NT  as  I  shall  be  sav*d,  were  I  as  you, 
make  no  bones  on*t — why,  'tis  but  bis  due* 
Dp !  in  this  brave,  licentious  age, 
bring  his  musty  morals  on  the  stage  ? 
me  OS  to  reason  ?  and  our  lives  radress 
netre,  as  Druids  did  the  Savages  ? 
tuit  the  (ree-bom  vices  of  the  nation  ? 
1  bring  dull  virtue  into  reputation? 
:ue !  would  any  man  of  common  sense 
tend  to 't?  why  virtue  now  b  impudence; 


And  such  another  modest  play  would  blast 
Our  new  stage,  and  put  your  palates  out  of  taste. 
We  told  him,  sir,  'tis  whispered  in  the  pit. 
This  may  be  common  sense,  but  'tis  not  wk ; 
That  has  a  flaming  spirit,  Jind  stirs  the  blood. 
That 's  bawdery,  said  he,  if  riglitly  understood ; 
Which  our  late  poets  make  t^ir  chiefeat  tasks. 
As  if  they  writ  only  to  th'  visard-masks. 
Nor  that  poetick  ra^e,  which  hectors  heaven. 
Your  writer's  stile,  like  's  temper,  's  grown  more 

even ; 
And  he  's  afraui  to  shock  their  tender  ears. 
Whose  God,  say  they,  's  the  fiction  of  their  fears; 
Your  moral 's  to  no  purpose.    He  reply'd, 
Some  men  talk'd  idly  just  before  they  ^y'd. 
And  yet  we  beard  tnem  with  respect  ^—'Twat 

all  he  said. 
Well,  we  may  count  bim  now  as  good  as  dead : 
And,  since  ghosts  have  left  walking,  if  you  please, 
Well  )et  our  virtuous  poet  rest  in  peace. 


ELVIRA; 


OR, 


THE  WORST  NOT  ALWAYS  TRUE- 


ST 

GEOROE  piGBY,  EARL  OF  BRISTOL.  ^ 


George  Digbt,  Earl  of  Bristol^  wot  the  author  ofthtfolUjmingplay.    Me  mat,  at* Mr  Wal{ 
ebserveSf "  a  lingular  person^  whote  lift  was  one  contradiction.     Be  wrote  against  Popery^  and 
braced  it ;  he  was  a  tealous  opposer  of  the  Court,  and  a  sacrifice  for  it :  was  conseuntiously  em-  ■ 
verted  in  the  midst  of  his  proiecution  of  Lord  Strafford,  <md  was  most  unconscientiously  a  prosecutor  tf  I 
Lord  Clarendon.     With  great  parts,  he  always  hurt  Umselfand  his  friends;  with  romiantie  ftr«-  I 
very,  he  was  always  an  unsuccessful  commander.    He  spoke  for  the  Test  Act,  though  a  Bm 
Catholic  ;  and  addicted  himself  to  astrology  on  the  bitih'-day  of  true  philosophy.     The  kistone 
England  abound  with  the  adventures  of  this  inconsistent  and  eccentric  nobleman,  who,  amongst  Atf 
other  pursuits,  esteemed  the  drama  not  unworthy  of  his  attention.    Downes  the  f  Prompter  asterth 
that  he  wrote  two  plays,  between  the  years  1669  and  1665,  made  out  of  the  Spanish  ;  onecaUd 
rris  better  than  it  was,  and  the  other  entitled  Worst  aod  Worse.     Whether  either  ^  these  it  tk 
present  petformance  cannot  now  be  ascertained.     It  is,  however,  at  least,  probabie  to  be  one  tfthm 
with  a  new  title.     The  same  tofriter  says,  he  also  joined  with  Sir  Samuel  Tuke  in  the  eompositim^ 
The  Adventures  of  Five  Hoors.    Elvira  was  printed  in  the  year  1667,  and  Mr  Walpole  iamgisa 
that  it  occasioned  our  author's  being  introduced  into  Sir  John  Sucklings  Session  of  Poets :  a  co«^ 
ture  which,  however,  will  by  no  means  corre^nmd  with  the  time  in  whuh  Lord  Bristol  and  Sir  Jd» 
Suckling  are  supposed  to  hive  written  the  respective  wporks  before  mentioned.     From  the  notice  tskes 
of  him  i^  Sir  John  Suckling  as  a  poet,  he  seems  to  have  been  the  author  of  some  pieces  which  are  ma 
lost  to  the  world.    After  a  Ufe,  which  at  different  periods  <fit  commanded  both  the  reject  and  cso- 
tempt  ofwsankind,  and  not  unfreguently  the  same  sentisunts  at  one  tiwte^  he  died,  neither  loved  m 
regretted  by  any  party,  in  the  year  1676. 


•  Catatsgue^RoffslandNsbU  Auiksrs,  YoL  U.  p.  t5. 
t  lUsaus  AngUeamu,  1706,  p.  S6.  t  P*  ft< 


ELVIRA; 


OR, 


THE  WORST  NOT  ALWAYS  TRUE. 


DRAMATIS   P£RSONJ£. 


I  Julio  Rocca. 

I  Pedko  db  Mehdoza. 

I  FEKVAirtK)  SoLis,  tft  lave  tanth  DontM 

Ilyiaa. 

I  Zavcho  db  MoNBZESy  tfi  lovc  with  Donna 

LANCA. 

10,  Servant  to  Don  Fernando. 
.viO|  Servant  to  Don  Pedro. 


CHicHONy  Servant  to  Don  Zakcho. 
A  Page. 

Donna  ELvtfLA,  a  beautiful  Lady,  Don  Pedro*! 

Daughter, 
Donna  Blanca,  a  Lady  of  high  ipirit,  Don 

Julio's  Sister, 
Francisca,  Donna  Blanca's  Woman. 


SCENE— VALENCIA. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.— 7%c  Room  in  the  Inn. 

er  Don  Fernando,  and  at  anothor  door  his 
Servant  Fabio,  both  in  riding-chat hs. 

).  Fer.  Have  you  not  been  with  hiniy  Fabio, 

and  given  him 
note? 

Vi6.  I  found  him  newly  got  out  of  his  bed ; 
seem'd  much  satisfy'd,  though  much  sur- 

priz'dy 
h  your  arrival ;  and  as  soon  as  possibly 
can  get  ready,  he'll  be  with  you  here, 
says,  he  hopes  some  good  occasion  brings  you 
V^alencia,  and  that  }^  shall  not  be 
)uiet  till  he  know  it.    Twas  not  fit 
me,  without  your  orders,  to  give  him 
r  more  Ikht  than  what  your  ticket  did. 
).  Fer.  Tis  well:  go  now  and  see  if  Donna 

Elvira 
itirriug  y«ty  for  I  would  gladly  have  het 


A  witness,  even  at  first,  to  what  shall  pass 
Betwixt  my  firiend  and  me  in  her  concernments : 
If  she  be  still  asleep,  Fabio,  make  bold 
To  knock,  and  wake  her,  V  have  no  time  to  lose. 
0  here  she  comes — Wait  you,  Don  Julio. 

[Exit  Fabio. 

Enter  Donna  Elvira, 

Elv.  Ah,  can  you  think  my  cares  and  sleep 

consistent  ? 
Slumber  !and  tears   have  sometimes  met    iu 

dreams; 
But  hearts  with  such  a  weight  as  mine  oppress*d. 
Find  still  the  heaviest  sleep  too  light  a  guest. 
D.  Fer.  Madam,  though  such  least  pity  do 

deserve. 
Who  by  their  own  unsteadiness  have  drawn 
Misfortune  on  themselves;  yet  truly,  Elvira, 
Such  is  my  sense  of  yonr*s,  and  my  compassion^ 
To  see  a  lady  of'yout  ^"ft^vt.^ 


wko 


ELVIRA. 


[Dtoir. 


Brought  to  snch  sad  extremes  in  what  is  dearest, 
As  makes  me  even  foreet  my  own  resentments, 
Granting  to  pity  the  whole  place  of  love, 
And  at  that  rate  111  serve  you.    Yet  thus  far 
Yon  mnst  allow  th'  eruption  of  a  heart 
So  highly  injur*d,  as  to  tell  you  frankly, 
Tis  to  comply  with  my  own  principles 
Of  honour,  now,  without  the  least  relation 
To  former  passion,  or  to  former  favours. 

Eh,  Those  you  have  found  a  ready  way  to 
cancel ; 
Your  sullen  silence,  during  all  our  journey, 
Might  well  have  spar'd  you  these  superfluous 

words ;  ^ 

That  had  sufficiently  instructed  me 
What  power  mere  appearances  have  had^ 
Without  examination,  to  destroy, 
With  an  umbrageous  nature,  all  that  love 
Was  ever  able  on  tlie^solid'st  grounds 
To  found  and  to  establish.    Yet,  methinks, 
A  man  that  boasts  such  principles  of  honour. 
And  of  such  force  to  sway  him  in  his  actions. 
In  spite  of  all  resentments,  should  reflect, 
That  honour  does  oblige  to  a  suspense. 
At  least,  of  judgment,  when  surprising  chances, 
Yet  unen(|uir*d  into,  tempt  eallant  men 
To  prejudicial  thoughts  of  those,  with  whom 
They  had  settled  friendship  upon  virtuous  grounds, 
3ut*tis  from  Heav*n,  I  see,  and  Qot  from  you, 
Elvira  must  expect  her  vindication; 
And  until  then  submit  to  th'  hardest  fate, 
That  ever  can  befall  a  generous  spirit. 
Of  being  oblig*d  by  him  that  injures  her. 

D.  Fern,  Nay,  speak,  Elvira,  speak,  you  have 
me  attentive : 

[With  a  kind  of  scornful  accent. 
It  were  a  wonder  worthy  of  your  wit. 
To  make  me  trust  my  ears  before  my  eyes. 

Eh,  Those  are  the  witnesses  indeed,  Fernando, 
To  whose  true  testimony's  false  inference 
You  owe  my  moderation  and  my  silence. 
And  that  I  leave  it  to  the  gods  and  time, 
To  make  appear  both  to  the  world  and  you. 
The  maxim  false,  that  still  the  worst  proves  true. 


Enter  Fa  bio. 

Fab,  Don  Julio  is  without. 
D.  Fern,  Wait  on  him  in — 


-  [Exit  Fabio. 
And  now,  Elvira, 
If  you'll  be  pleas'd  to  rest  yourself  awhile 
Within  that  closet,  you  may  hear  what  passes 
Betwixt  my  friend  and  me,  until  such  time 
As  I  by  some  discourse  having  prevented 
Too  great  surprize,  you  shall  think  fit  t'  appear. 
He  is  the  man  (as  I  have  oflen  told  you, 
During  my  happy  days)  for  whom  alone 
I  have  no  reserves ;  and  'tis  to  his  assistance 
That  I  most  owe  the  means  of  serving  you, 
In  the  concernments  of  your  safety  and  honour; 
And  therefore,  madam,  't  will  be  no  oflence, 
I  hope,  to  trust  him  with  the  true  occasion 
That  brings  me  hither,  to  employ  his  friendship; 


Observing  that  respect  in  the  relation, 
Which  I  shall  always  pay  you. 

[Elvira  retiring  as  into  the  clout. 
Eh,  There  needs  no  management  in  the  re* 

lation, 
I  am  indifferent  what  others  think. 
Since  those  who  ought  t'  hare  thought  the  .best, 

have  fail'd  me : 
Sir,  I  obey,  resign'd  up  to  jour  conduct. 
Till  mbtress  of  my  own.  [£nf. 

Enter  Don  Julio;  Don  Fernakdo  enikt 

embrace, 

D.  Jul.  My  joy  to  have  my  dear  Fernando 
here 
So  unexpectedly,  as  great  as  'tis. 
Cannot  make  Julio  unsensible 
Of  th*  injury  you  have  done  him,  t*  have  aligned 
And  pass'd  a  night  within  Valencia, 
At  any  other  place  than  at  his  bouse; 
Donna  Blanca  herself  will  scarce  forgive  it, 
When  she  shall  know  it. 

D,  Fer,  I  hope  she 's  well. 

D,  Jul,  She  is  so,  thanks  to  Heaven; 
But  I  must  bid  you  expect  a  chidmg  fram  her. 

D,  Fer,  You  both  might  well  accuse  me  of  i 
failure. 
Did  not  th'  occasion  of  my  coming  hither 
Bring  with  it  an  excuse,  alas !  too  just. 
As  you  will  quickly  find. 

D,  Jul,  Nay,  then  you  raise  disquiet;  ease 
me  quickly, 
By  telling  me  what  'tis:  of  this  be  sure. 
Heart,  hand,  and  fortune,  are  entirely  your^s 
At  all  essays. 

D,  Fer,  It  b  not  new  t'  ye,  that  I  was  a  kyver, 

[After  pausing  a  wfkik. 
Engaged  in  all  the  passion  that  e'er  beauty. 
In  heighth  of  it's  perfection,  could  produce; 
And  that  confirm  d  by  reason,  from  her  wit, 
Her  quality,  and  most  unblemish'd  conduct : 
Nor  was  there  more  to  justify  my  love. 
Than  to  persuade  my  happiness  in  her 
Just  correspondence  to  it,  by  all  the  ways 
Of  honouraole  admission,  that  might  serve 
To  make  esteem  transcend  the  pitch  of  love. 

D.  Jul,  Of  all  this  I  have  not   only  bsd 
knowledge. 
But  great  participation  in  your  joys ; 
Than  which,  I  thought  nothing  more  permanent, 
Since  founded  on  such  virtue  as  Elvira's. 

D,  Fer,  Ah,  Julio,  how  fond  a  creators  if 
the  man 
That  founds  his  bliss  upon  a  woman's  firmoes! 
Even  that  Elvira,  wlien  I  thought  myself 
Securest  in  my  happiness,  nothing  wanting 
To  make  her  mine,  but  those  exterior  fbrni^ 
Without  which,  men  of  honour,  that  pretend 
In  way  of  marriage,  would  be  loth  to  find 
Greater  concession,  where  the  love  is  greater  ^ 
As  I  was  sitting  with  her,  late  at  nighf. 
By  usual  admittance  to  her  chamber, 
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wo  whose  bearta  in  wedlock-bands  were 

joined, 
seeni'd  above  all  other  care  but  how 
to  disguise  things  to  a  wayward  father, 
lime  and  art  might  compass  his  consent ; 
dden  noise  was  heard  in  th*  inner  room 
nging  to  her  cliamber :  she  starts  up 
anifest  disorder,  and  runs  in, 
ring  me  to  stay  till  she  had  seen 
Lcaus'd  it;  I  impatient,  follovi', 
(ariog  for  her,  had  it  been  tier  father : 
lead  no  sooner  was  within  the  room, 
(trait  I  spy'd,  beiiind  a  curtain  shrinking, 
rMlly  gallant,  but  not  known  to  me. 
.  Jul.  Heavens !  what  can  this  be? 
.  Fer.  You  will  not  think  that  there,  and  at 

that  hour, 
y*d  to  ask  his  name ;  he,  ready  as  I 
mke  his  sword  th'  expresser  of  his  miud, 
»oon  deterroin'd  what  we  sought;  I  hurt 
(lightly  in  the  arm,  he  fell  as  slain, 
through  the  body :  what  Elvira  did, 
age  allow'd  me  not  to  mark ;  but  strait 
awaVf  more  wounded  to  the  heart 
I  he  I  lef^  for  dead. 

JmL  Prodigious  accident !  where  can  it  end? 
Fer,  I  got  safe  home,  where  carefully  coo- 

ceal'd, 
ght,  by  Fabio*s  diligence,  to  learn 
my  slain  rival  was,  and  what  became 
y  unhappy  mistress,  and  what  course 
Pedro  de  Mendosa  took,  to  right 
honour  of  his  house. 
.  M,  You  long*d  not  more  to  know  it  then, 

tlian  I 

lOW. 

,  Fer.  All  could  be  learn*d  was  this :  Tliat 

my  rival, 
m  I  thought  dead,  was  likely  to  recover, 
that  he  was  a  stranger  lately  come 
9  the  court,  to  follow  some  pretensions ; 
lame  he  either  learned  not  perfectly, 
id  not  well  retain.     As  for  Elvira, 
none  knew  where  she  was;  and  that  Don 

Pedro 
set  a  stop  to  prosecution 
ly  pnblick  way .  with  what  reserves 
not  vet  known. 

,  Jut.  More  and  more  intricate. 
.  Fer.  I  must  now  come  to  that  yon  least 

would  look  for. 
I  but  few  days  past  in  my  concealment 
entment  and  revenge  still  boiling  in  me) 
n  late  one  evening,  as  I  buried  was 
*epest  thought,  I  suddenly  was  rous*d 
surprising  apparition,  Julio, 
« in  my  charooer,  speaking  to  me 

I  rare  assurance  thus Don  Fernando, 

ne  not  here  to  justify  myself, 
were  below  Elvira,  towards  one 
se  action  in  deserting  me  hath  shown, 
tsobligingly,  his  rash  judgment  of  me. 
ne  to  mind  you  of  honour,  not  of  love  t 

roL.  III. 


Mine  can  protection  seek  from  none  but  your's. 
I  've  hitherto  been  sheltered  from  the  fury 
Of  my  enrag*d  father,  by  my  cousin  Camilla; 
Butthat  *s  no  place,  you  easily  may  judge. 
For  longer  stay  ;  I  do  expect  from  you     • 
To  be  convdy*d,  where,  free  from  violence. 
And  from  new  hazards  of  my  wonnded  fame, 
I  may  attend  my  righting  from  the  gods. 

D.  Jul.  Can  guilt  maintain  such  confidence 
in  a  maid? 
Yet  how  to  think  her  imiocent,  I  know  not. 

D.  Fer:  'T  were  loss  of  time  to  dwell  on  cir« 
cumstances, 
Either  of  my  wonder,  or  reply;  in  short. 
What  I  found  honour  dictated,  I  diil ; 
Within  two  hours  \  put  her  in  a  coach. 
And,  favour'd-by  the  night,  convey'd  her  safe 
Out  of  Madrid  to  Ocana,  and  thence 
In  three  days  hither  to  Valencia, 
The  only  place  where,  by  your  generous  aid, 
I  could  have  hopes  to  settle  and  secure 
Her  person  and  her  honour.    That  once  done, 
Farewel  to  Spain :  I  'II  to  the  wars  of  Milan, 
And  there  soon  put  a  noble  end  to  cares. 

D.  Jul,  Let  us  first  think  how  to  dispose  of  her, 
Since  here  you  say  she  ia;  that  done,  which 

presses,         * 
You  will  have  time  to  weigh  all  other  things. 

D,  Fer,  My  thoughts  can  pitch  upon  no  other 
way 
Decent  or  safe  for  her,  but  in  a  convent, 
If  you  have  any  abbess  here  to  friend. 

I>.  Jul,  I  have  an  aunt,  ruling  the  Ursultns, 
With  whom  I  have  MX  power,  and  she  is  wise. 
In  case  that  course  were  to  be  fix'd  upon ; 
But  that 's  not  my  opinion. 

D.  Fer.  What  can  your  reason  be  ? 

D.  Jul,  Last  remedies,  in  my  judgment. 
Are  not  to  be  used  till  easier  have  been  try'd ; 
Had  this  strange  accident  been  thoroughly 
£xamin*d  in  all  its  circumstances. 
And  that  from  thence  she  were  convicted  guilty, 
Nought  else  were  to  be  tliought  on  but  a  cloister : 
But,  as  things  stand  imperfectly  discovered. 
Although  appearances  condemn  her  strongly, 
I  cannot  vet  conclude  a  person  guilty 
Of  what  throughout  so  contradictory  seems 
To  the  whole  tenor  of  her  former  life, 
As  well  as  to  her  quality  and  wit ; 
And  therefore  lee  s  avoid  precipitation. 
Let  my  house  be  her  shelter  for  a  while; 
You  know  my  sister  Blanca  is  discreet. 
And  may  be  trusted ;  she  shall  tliere  be  serv'd 
By  her  and  me,  with  care  and  secrecy. 

D.  Fer,  The  offer  's  kind,  but  no  wise  prao* 
ticable, 
And  might  prove  hazardous  to  Blanca*s  Imnour, 
When  it  should  once  break  out  (as  needs  it  must) 
From  servants  seeing  such  a  guest  so  treated. 

D,  Jul.  That,  I  confess,  I  know  not  how  to 
answer: 
But,  could  Elvira's  mind  submit  unto  it, 
I  could  propose  a  course  without  objection. 
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D.  Ter,  That  she  can  soon  resolve ;  what  is 
it,  Julio? 

D.  Jul,  A  gentlewoman  who  waited  on  my 
sister 
Hath  newly  left  her  service  for  a  husband. 
And  it  is  known  she  means  to  take  another; 
I  have  a  ready  way  to  recommend  one, 
By  Violante,  of  whose  love  and  mine 
You  are  not  ignorant,  since  that  ere  this 
We  had  been  married,  had  not  kindred  forced  us 
To  wait  a  dispensation  for  *t  from  Rome. 
Blanca  I  'm  sure  will  readily  embrace 
Any  occasion  of  obliging  her. 

t).  Fer,  That  were  n  right  expedient  indeed, 
Could  but  Elvira's  spirit  brook  it. 

Enter  Elvira  as  from  the  clout. 

Eh,  You  have  ill  measures  of  ElvWs  spirit, 
Mistaken  Don  Fernando.    Till  Heaven's  justice 
Shall  her  entirely  to  herself  restore. 
The  lowlier  shape  her  fate  shall  hide  her  under, 
The  more  't  will  6t  her  humour. 

\Dan  Julio  ttarls  back  as  it  were  amazed, 

D.  Jul,  [Aside,'\^  O  heavens  !  can  guilt  with 
such  pertection  dwell. 
And  put  on  such  assurance  ?  It  cannot  be. 

[jDofi  Julio  addressing  himself  t»  her, 
and  beginning.  She  holding  out  her 
hand  and  interrupting  him, 

D,  Jul.  Madam. 

Eh,  Spare  compliments,  and  let  your  actions 
speak. 
Those  may  oblige  both  him  and  me ;  your  words 
Cannot  comply  with  both. 

D.  Jul,  [Aside,]  Did  ever  yet 

Such  majesty  with  misery  combine, 
But  in  this  woman  } 

[To  her,] Madam,  I  obey, 

And,  since  you  're  pleas'd  t'  approve  what  I 

proposed, 
No  moment  shall  be  lost  in  th'  execution. 

[Exit  Julio,  Fernando  accompanying 
him  and  Fa  bio.  [dealt 

Eh,  [Sola.]  O  how  unkindly  have  the  heavens 
With  womankind,  above  all  other  creatures  ! 
Our  pleasure,  and  our  glory,,  to  have  placed 
All  on  ii)e  brink  of  precipices,  such 
As  every  breath  can  blow  the  least  ligl»t  of  us 
Headlong  into,  past  all  hopes  of  redemption : 
Nor  can  our  wit,  or  virtue,  give  exemption. 
*Tis  true,  I  lov'd ;  but,  justi^y'd  therein 
By  spotless  thoughts,  and  by  the  object's  merit, 
I  deem*d  myself  above  the  reach  of  malice; 
When  in  an  instant,  by  another's  folly, 
1  am  more  lost  than  any  by  my  own. 
AccumM  DonZancly),  what  occasion 
EVr  gave  Elvira  to  thy  mad  intrusiou  ? 
Unless  disdain  and  scorn  incentives  are, 
To  make  men*s  passions  more  irrejgular. 
Ah,  matchless  ngour  of  the  Powers  above ! 
Not  only  to  submit  our  honour's  fate 
Uoio  the  vanity  of  those  we  love, 


But  Co  the  rashness  even  of  tho«e  we  bate.  [EiU, 


Enter  Donna  Blanca  at  one  door^ 
paper  with  great  marks  of  passion  and  disturb' 
ance ;  and  her  waitittg'-woman  Feancisca  li 
another,  observing  her. 

Blan,  Ah,  the  traitor ! 

Fran,  What  can  this  mean  f  [Aside. 

Blan,  Was  this  thy  sweet  pretensioo  at  Madrid, 

Drawn  out  in  length,  and  LiDd'ring  thy  retom  I 

Thy  fair  pretence,   thoM    sboiild*9t  Lttve  said, 

false  man. 

Fran,   For  love's  sake,   madaiD,  what  cts 

move  jo\i  thus  f 
Blan,  For  hate's  sake,  say,  and  for  reveofe, 
Fraucisca, 
And  so  thou  may*st  persuade  roe  to  diicover 
My  shame  unto  thee.     Read,  read  that  letter; 
Tis  from  your  favourite,  Chichon. 

[Francisca  takes  the  letter  and  reads  it. 

Madam,  to  make  good  my  engagements  of  cos- 
cealing  tsothingfrom  you  during  this  absence  ef 
my  master ;  I  am  bound  to  tell  you,  that  some  ta 
days  since,  late  at  night,  he  wag  left  for  iesi^ 
run  through  the  body  by  another  unknoisn  gsl- 
lant,  in  the  chamber  of  a  famed  beauty  of  iks 
court.  Whilst  the  danger  continued,  Ithomgkl 
it  not  Jit  to  let  you  know  either  the  accident,  sr 
the  occasion ;  which,  now  he  is  recovered,  nd 
thinking  of  his  return  to  Valencia,  I  must  w 
longer  forbear,  I  hope  you  will  have  a  care  wd 
to  undo  me  for  being  tnorefoithful  to  yon,  tka 
to  the  master  you  gave  me. 

Your  creature  Chichos. 

Blan.  Have  I  not  a  worthy  gallant,  think  yool 
Fran.   Madam,   this  comes   of  being  over- 
curious, 
And  gaining  servants  to  betray  their  masters. 
How  quiet  might  you  have  slept,  and  never  it\l 
What  pnss'd  with  your  Don  Zauchoat  Madrid! 
His  pale  and  dismal  looks  at  his  return, 
Thouzh  caus'd  by  loss  of  blood  in  the  hot  servkt 
Of  other  dames,  might  fairly  have  been  thoo^ 
Effects  of  care,  and  want  of  sleep  for  you; 
And,  taken  so,  have  pass'd  for  new  eBdea^ 

roents. 
Who  ever  pry'd  into  another's  letter. 
Or  slyly  hearken'd  to  another's  whisper, 
But  saw  or  heard  somewhat  that  did  not  please 

him? 
Twas  Eve's  curiosity  undid  us  all. 

Bl4$n.  Away  with  thy  fonnalities,  dull  crei- 
ture! 
I'll  make  thee  see,  aiul  false  Don  Zancho  fed, 
That  Blanca's  not  a  dame  to  be  so  treated. 
But  who  are  tlK)se  I  hear  without?  whoe'er 
They  be,  they  come  at  an  unwelcome  hoor. 

[Francisca  looks  out' 
Fran.  Madam,  it  is  a  page  of  VioUote's 
Ushering  a  handsome  maid. 
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filler  a  PagemUh  a  letttTy  and  Elvira  ;  the 
Page  preuntt  the  letter  to  Blanc  a,  »he  ad- 
dre$»e»  herself  to  Elvira,  and  the  throws  vp 
her  veil. 

Blan^  This  letter  is  in  your  bebalf,  fair  maid, 

[Having  read  the  letter, 
Tbere*8  oo  denying  such  a  recomroender ; 
But  such  a  face  as  your's  is,  needed  none. 
Vage,  tell  your  Jady  as  much :  and  yon,  Silvia, 

[Turning, 
(For  so  sbe  says  you  are  call'd,)  be  confident 
Y*  are  fallen  into  the  hands  of  one  that  knows 
How  to  be  kind,  more  as  your  friend  than  mistress. 
If  your  demeanour  and  good-nature  answer 
But  what  your  looks  do  promise. 

Eh.  Madam,  it  is  the  noble  charity 
Of  those  you  cast  upon  me,  not  mine  own, 
To  which  I  must  acknowledge  any  advantage 
I  ever  can  pretend  to,  more  than  what 
Fair  Violaute's  mediation  gives  me. 

Blan.  She  's  strangely  handsome,  and  how 
well  she  speaks!  [Aside  to  Francisca. 
Fran.  So,    so,    nethiuas  :   you  know  new 
comers,  madam, 
Set  still  the  best  foot  forward. 

Blan.  And  know  as  well,  that  you  decaying 
stagers 
Are  always  jealous  of  new  comers,  young 
And  handsome. 

Fran.  You  may  be  as  sharp  upon  me  as  yon 
please, 
I  know  to  what  t' attribute  your  ilUhumour. 

Blan,  Francisca,  entertain  her ;  1*11  go  write 
To  VioUinte,  and  then  rest  a  while. 
In  hopes  to  ease  the  lieacUach  that  Imtb  seiz'd 

me; 
That  done,  sweet  Silvia,  we  shall  talk  nt  leisure. 

[Exit  Blanca. 
Fran.  Sweet  Silvia !  kind  epithets  are  fur  new 
faces.  [Aside, 

Eh.  Now  comes  the  b&rd  part  of  my  task  in- 
deed. 
To  act  the  fellow  waiting-woman  right. 
But,  since  the  gods  already  have  conformed 
My  mind  to  my  condition,  I  do  hope. 
They  *11  teach  me  words  and  gestures  suitable. 

[Aside. 
[Francisca  embraces  Elviha. 
Fran.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  my  sweet  sister, 
and  hef;  you 
To  be  no  ntggnrd  of  a  little  kindness ; 
A  very  little  serves,  with  such  a  face, 
To  gam  what  heart  you  please. 

Eh,   If  it  can  help  to  gain  me  your's,  I'll 
take  it 
For  the  best  office  that  it  ever  did  me, 
And  love  it  much  the  better. 

Fran.  Make  much  on  *t  then,  for  that  't  has 

done  already. 
Eh,   If  you  will  have  me  vain  enough  to 
thmk  it. 
You  must  confirm  it,  by  the  proof  of  being 


My  kind  instructor  how  to  please  my  lady. 
For  I  am  very  raw  in  service. 

Fran, O  that 

I  were  so  too,  and  had  thy  youth  t'  excuse  it; 
But  my  experience,  sister,  shall  be  your's, 
By  free  communication.     Come,  let 's  in 
And  rest  us  in  my  chamber;  there  I  Ml  give  you 
First  handsel  of  the  frankness  of  my  nature. 

[£xeti?i^  Elvira  and  Francisca. 

Enter  Don  Zancho  and  Chichon  his  Man,  in 

riding  habits, 

D.  Zan,  I  must  confess,  Chichon,  the  very 
smell 
Of  sweet  Valencia  has  even  reviv'd  my  spirits. 
There  is  no  such  pleasure,  as  to  suck  and  breathe 
One's  native  air. 

Chi,  Chiefly  after  being  in  so. fair  a  way 
As  you,  of  never  breathing  any  more. 

D.  Zan,  Pr'ythee  no  more  of  that;  since  I 
have  forgot  it, 
Methinks  thou  easily  may'st. 

Chi,  Faith  hardly,  sir,  whilst  still  your  ghastly 
face 
Doth  bear  such  dismal  memorandums  of  it, 
Apter  to  raise  inquisitiveness  in  those 
Know  nothing  of  the  matter,  than  t'  allay 
Remembrance  in  partakers. 

D.  Zan,  Hcfaven  shield  us  from  Donna  Blan- 
ca's  queries ; 
No  matter  for  the  rest. 

Chi'  You  would  not  wish  to  find  her  so  un- 
concern'd, 
I'm  sure  you  would  not ;  faith  I  long  to  hear 
Th'  ingenious  defeats,  I  make  account. 
You  are  prepar'd  to  give  Lo  her  suspicions. 

D,  Zan,  Let  me  alone  for  that :  but  on  thy 
life 
Be  sure  that  nothing  be  scrcw'd  out  of  thee. 
Neither  by  her,  nor  by  her  sly  Francisca. 

Chi,  Be  you,  sir,  sure,  that  from  your  true 
Chichon, 
They  '11  know  no  more  to-day,  than  yesterday 
They  did,  nor  thence  more  to  the  world's  end. 
Than  what  they  did  before  we  left  Madrid. 

D.  Zan.  I'ruly,  Chichon,  we  needs  must  find 
the  means 
To  get  a  sight  of  her  this  very  night ; 
[  die  if  I  should  miss  it. 

Chi,  Last  week  left  gasping  for  EIvim*s  love. 
And  scarce  reviv'd,  when. presently  expiring 
For  Blanca's  again ! — I  did  not  think  Don  Cupid 
Had  been  a  merchant  of  such  quirk  returns. 

D.  Zfin,  Thou  art  an  ass,  and  want'st  distinc- 
tiveness 
'Twixt  love  and  love ;  that  was  a  love  of  sport. 
To  keep  the  serious  one  in  breath. 

Chi.  Faith,  sir,  I  must  confess  my  ignorance, 
That  when  I  saw  you  groveling  in  your  blood, 
I  thought  your  love  had  been  ni  sober  siidness. 

D,  Zan.   Pr'ythee  leave  fooling,  and  let  '$ 
carefully 
Gain  the  back  way  into  my  bouse  unseen, 
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That  none  miiy  know  of  my  return,  till  BUnca 
Find  me  at  her  feet:  And  be  you  industrious 
T*  obsen'e  Don  Julio's  going  forth  this  evening; 
Doubtless  he  *11  keep  his  usual  hours  abroad 
At  Vio)ante*s,  since  not  married  yet. 

Chi,  I  shall  observe  your  orders  punctually. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Don  Julio,  and  knocks  as  at  Blanca's 

door, 

D,  Jul.  What,  sister,  at  your '  siesta  already  ? 
if  so, 
You  must  have  patience  to  be  wak'd  out  of  it. 
For  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Enter  Blanca. 

Blan.  No,  brother,  I  was  much  more  pleas- 
ingly 
Employ'd,  in  serving  you ;  that  is,  making 
My  court  to  Violante,  by  receiving 
To  wait  upon  me,  in  Lucilla*s  place, 
A  gentlewoman  of  her  recommending. 

2).  Jul,  Where  is  she }  let  me  see  her. 

Blan  Twere  not  safe. 

She  is  too  handsome.    You  think  now  I  jest; 
But,  without  raillery,  she  is  so  lovely. 
That,  were  not  Violante  very  assur'd 
Of  her  own  beauty,  and  the  strong  ideas 
That  still  upholds  within  you,  one  might  question 
Her  wit,  to  have  set  her  in  her  gallant's  way. 
But  what  *5  the  news  you  mean  ? 

D,  Jul,  That  our  clear  friend  and  kinsman, 
Don  Fernando, 
Is  come  to  town,  and  going  for  Italy  : 
The  secret  of  it  doth  so  much  import  him, 
It  forc*d  him  to  forbear  aligtiting  here, 
And  lodging  with  us,  as  he  us*d  to  do ; 
But  yet  he  says,  nothing  shall  hinder  him 
From  waiting  on  you  in  the  dusk  of  th'  evening: 
I  hope  yoQ  '11  find  wherewith  to  reteale  him. 

Blan,  As  well  as  you  have  drain'd  my  cabinets 
Of  late,  in  presents  to  your  mistress,  some 
Perfumes  will  yet  be  found,  such  as  at  Rome 
Itself  shall  not  disgrace  Valencia. 


D.  Jul,  I  know  your  horoovc,  and  that  the 
best  present 
Can  be  given  you,  is  to  give  you  tlie  ocoasMNi 
Of  presenting;  but  I  am  come  in  now 
Only  to  advertise  you,  and  must  be  gone; 
Yet  not,  I  hope,  without  a  sight  of  one 
So  recommended,  and  commended  so. 

Blan,   I  should  have  thought  you  strangelj 
chang'd  in  humour. 
Should  you  have  gone  away  so  oncurioasly. 
Ho!  [SAeAaocfa. 

Enter  Francisca. 

Tran,  What  please  you,  madam  }  [her. 

Blan,  Pr'ythee  tell  Silvia  I  would  spei^  with 
Well,  clear  your  eyes,  and  say  I  have  no  skill, 
If  she  appears  not  t'  ye  exce^ing  handsome. 

Enter  Feancisca  with  Elvira;    Don  Julio 

salutes  her. 

D.  Jul,  Welcome,  fair  maid,  into  tbb  toy;, 
Wliere,  whilst  you  take  a  sisrvant's  name  14100 

you. 
To  do  my  sbter  honour,  you  must  allow 
It's  master  to  be  your's,  and  that  by  strongest  ticf, 
Knowing  who  plac'd  yon  here,  and  having  eyes* 
Elv,  I  wish  my  service,  sir,  to  her  and  yoa. 
May  merit  such  a  happy  introduction. 

i).  Jul,   Farewel,  sister,  till  anon;   accon* 
panied 
As  now  you  are,  I  think  you  *11  mias  me  little. 

[Exit  JiTLio. 
Blan.   I  must  confess  I  ne'er  could  better 
spare  you 
Than  at  this  time,  but  not  for  any  reason 
That  j^ou,  I  hope,  can  guess  at. 
Francisca,  you  and  Silvia  may  retire, 

[Exeunt  Elvira  and  Feakcisca. 
And  entertain  yourselves ;  I'll  to  my  closet 
And  try  to  rest. 

Or  rather,  to  vent  freely 
My  restless  thoughts.    O  the  sel^torturins  put ! 

To  force  complacence  from  a  jealous  heart. 

[£ri<. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  changes  to  the  Boom  in  the  Inn, 
Enter  Don  Julio  and  Don  Fernando. 

D.  Jul,  *  Albricia»,  friend,  for  the  good  news 
I  bring  you ; 
All  has  fallen  out  as  well  as  we  could  wish. 


As  to  Elvira's  settling  with  my  sister, 
So  lucky  a  success,  in  our  first  aims 
Concerning  her,  I  trust,  does  bode  good  fbrtsae 
Beyond  our  hopes;  yet,  in  the  farther  progretf 
Of  this  affair —  [as  better, 

D.  Fer.  There  's  no  such  thing  in  nature  left 


'  SUsta.-^The  heat  of  the  day,  from  noon  forwards.    So  called  from  hora  sexta^  noon-dayi  a  ti 
when  the  Spanish  ladies  retire  to  sleep. 
*  Albricias. — See  Note  6.  ante,  p.  487. 
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le  wont  proves  always  true  with  me. 
thee  telly  how  does  tlmt  noble  beauty 
u  high  quality  is  su  richly  stamp'd) 
i  her  servile  roetamorpliosis  ? 
iL  As  oiie,  whose  body,  as  divine  as  'tis, 
ound  to  obey  exactly  such  a  mind, 
itly  take  wlMite*er  shape  that  imposes. 
;r.  Ah,  let  us  mention  her  no  more,  loy 

Julio ; 
m  upon  me  too  abstracted 
T  unfaithfulness,  and  may  corrupt 
lest  reason :  above  all,  be  sure 
L  see  her  so  transfonn*d,  lest  that 
*m  me  too;  FU  rather  pass  with  Bhinca 
'  unkind  and  rude,  and  leave  Valencia 
I  seeing  her. 

ti.  Leave  that  to  me,  Fernando ; 
on  intend  the  honour  to  my  sister, 
»e  time,  the  night  draws  on  apace. 
'er.  Come,  let 's  be  gone  then. 
tkey  are  going  out^  enter  Fa  bio  haitily. 
Stay,  sir,  for  Heaven's  sake,  stay — 
er.  Why,  what 's  the  matter? 
That  will  surprize  you  both,  as  much  as 

me: 
dro  de  Mendoza  is  below, 
ilighted. 

er.  Ha !  What  say'st  thou,  sirrah  ? 
father? 

Sir,  the  very  same, 
had  scarcely  set  one  foot  to  ground, 
e  enquired,  where  lives  Don  Julio  Kocca? 
il.  For  my  house,  Fabio  ?  it  cannot  be, 
knew  the  man. 
'er.  The  thing  does  speak  itself,  and  my 

hard  fate; 
Ise  could  bring  him  hither,  but  pursuit 
and  of  his  daughter,  having  leam*d 
f  we  took?  and  what  so  msy*  Julio, 
Valencia,  as  to  know  our  friendship; 
*n,  of  consequence,  your  house  to  be 
'liest  retreat  ? 
uL  Tis  surely  so; 

ipply  our  thoughts  to  best  preventives, 
'er.  Whilst  we  retire  into  the  inner  room 
le  together,  Fabio,  be  you  sure 
mknown  to  him)  to  observe  his  motions. 

[Exeunt  omnet, 

£  changes  to  the  Prmpect  of  Valencia, 

Don  Zavcbo  and  Cbichon,  as  in  the 
street  near  Don  Julio's  house, 

'an.  Newly  gone  out,  say  yon  ? 

as  lucky  as  we  could  have  wish'd ; 

e  but  how  invitingly  the  door 

open  still ! 

An  open  djor  may  leod  to  a  face  of 

wood —  [Aside  to  Don  Zamcho. 

an  you,  sir,  to  go  abruptly  in 
t  more  ceremony  ? 
4tn,  Surprize  redoubles  (fool)  the  joys  of 

lovers. 


Bmstay,  Cbichon,  let's  walk  aside  a  while 
Till  yonder  coach  be  past.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Room  in  the  Inn. 
Enter  Don  Julio  and  Don  Fervamdo. 

D,  Jul,  There  is  no  safety  in  any  other  way; 
You  must  not  stir  from  hence,  until  w'  have  got 
Some  farther  light  wliat  course  he  means  to  steer, 
Let  Fabio  be  vigilant ;  I'll  get  home, 
Down  that  back  stairs,  and  take  such  order  there 
Not  to  be  found,  in  case  lie  comes  to  enquire. 
As  for  this  night  at  least  shall  break  his  measures  * 
And  in  tlie  morning  we'll  resolve  together 
Whether  you  ought  to  quit  Valencia  or  no. 

D,  Fer.   Farewell  tlien  for  to-night,  I'll  be 
alert; 
But  see  y'  excuse  me  fairly  to  my  cousin.  [  Exeunt. 

SCESExhanges  to  Blajica's  Anti-chamber. 
Enter  Donna  Blanc  a  and  Frakcisca. 

Elan.  As  well  as  Silvia  pleases  roe,  Francisca, 
Fm  glad  at  present  that  she  is  not  well, 
She  would  constrain  me  else ;  she  has  wit  enough 
To  descant  on  my  humour,  and  from  thence 
To  make  perhaps  discoveries,  not  fit 
For  such  new-comers. 

Fran,  If  she  has  wit,  she  keeps  it  to  herself, 
At  least,  from  roe ;  of  pride  and  melancholy 
I  see  good  store. 

Blan,  Still  envious  and  detracting  ? 

Enter  Don  Zancho  and  Cbichon. 

Fran.  See  who  comes  there,  madam,  to  stop 
your  mouth ! 
[Donna  Blanca  casting  an  eye  that  way^ 
and  Cbichon  clinging  up  clou  behind 
his  master,  and  making  a  mouth. 
Chi.  Sh'  has  spy'd  us,  and  it  thickens  in  the 
clear. 
I  fear  a  storm ;  goes  not  your  heart  pit-a-pat? 

[To  his  master f  aside. 
Blan.  Ah,  the  bold  traitor ! — but  I  must  dit* 
sembley  • 
And  give  his  impudence  a  little  line. 
The  better  to  confound  him. 

[Advancing  to  him,  and  as  it  were  embrom 
cing  him  with  an  affected  chearfulness^ 
Welcome,  as  unexpected,  my  Don  Zancho. 
D,  Zan.  Nay,  then  we  are  safe,  Cbichon. 

[Aside  to  Chicbon*. 
Incomparable  maid !  Heaven  bless  those  eyes. 
From  which  I  find  a  new  life  springing  in  roe; 
Having  so  long  been  banisird  from  their  ravs, 
How  dark  the  court  appear'd  to  me  without  them ! 
Could  it  have  kept  me  from  their  influence. 
As  from  their  lignt,  I  had  expir'd  long  since. 
Blan,  Y*  express  your  love  now  in  so  courtly 
a  stile, 
I  fear  yon  have  acted  it  in  earnest  there. 
And  but  rehearse  to  qe,  your  coantnf  micXx«:tiu 
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D.  Zan,  Ah,  let  Chichon  but  tell  you  how  he 
hath  seen  me 
During  my  absence  from  you. 

Chi,  I  vow  I  have  seen  him  even  dead  for 
love; 
You  might  have  found  it  in  his  very  looks, 
Before  you  brought  the  blood  into  his  cheeks. 
Blan,  £*en  dead  you  say  for  love ;  but  say  of 

whom? 
D.  Zan,  Can  Blanca  ask  a  question  so  inju- 
rious. 
As  well  to  her  own  perfections  as  my  faith  ? 
Blan.  I  can  hold  no  longer. 

\^Atidt  to  Franc  ISC  A. 
My  faithful  lover,  then  it  is  not  you — 

[To  him  scornfully. 
Chi,  She  changes  tone ;  I  like  not,  faith,  the 

The  musick  will  be  jarring.    [Aside  to  his  master. 
Blan.  'Tis  not  then  you,  Don  Zancho,  who, , 
having  chang*d 
His  suit  at  court  into  a  love  pretension. 
And  his  concurrence  into  a  gallant  rival, 
Fell  by  his  hand,  a  bloody  sacrifice 
At  his  fair  mistress'  feet ;  who  was  it  then  ? 

[Don  Zancho  stands  awhile  as  amazed,  with 
folded  arms,     Cuichon  behind  his  mas- 
tery holding  up  his  hands,  and  making  a 
pitiful  face ;  Francisca  steals  to  him, 
and  holding  up  her  hand  threateningly, 
Fran.  A  blab,  Chichon,  a  pick-thank,  peach- 
ing varl^t ! 
Ne'er  think  to  look  me  in  the  face  again. 

[Aside  to  Chichon. 
_  ^  ook  thee,  hast  thou 

a  worse? 
It  is  the  devil  has  discovered  it — 
Some  witch  dwells  here,  I've  long  suspected  thee. 

[Aside  to  Francisca. 
think  thee  wortlwmy 
charms. 
Blan.  What,  struck  dumb  with  guilt  ?  perfidi- 
ous man ! 
That  happens  most  to  the  most  impudent, 
When  once  detected.     Well,  get  thee  hence, 
And  see  thou  ne'er  presum'at  to  come  again 
Within  these  walls,  or  I  shall  let  thee  see 
'Tis  not  at  court  alone  where  hands  are  found. 
To  let  such  madmen  blood. 

[She  turns  as  going  away,  and  Don  Zan- 
cho holds  her  gently  by  the  gown. 
D.  Zan.  Give  me  but  hearing,  madam,  and 

then  if^ 

D,  Jul,  What,  ho  !  no  lights  below  stairs? 

[Aloud  as  below. 
Fran,  O  heavens !  madam,  hear  yuu  not  your 
brother? 
Into  the  chamber  quickly,  and  let  them 
Retire  behind  that  hanging ;  there*s  a  place, 
Where  usunlly  we  throw  neglected  things, 
ril  take  the  lights  and  meet  him ;  certainly 
His  stay  will  not  be  long  from  Violante, 
At  this  time  of  the  night;  besides,  you  know, 


He  never  was  suspicious. 

[Don  Zancho  and  CnrcHOir  go  behind  the 
hanging,  and  Donna  Blamca  retiriag 
to  her  chamber,  soys  : 
Capricious  fkte !  must  I,  who,  whilst  I  lov*d  Ins, 
Ne'er  met  with  checking  accident,  fall  now 
Into  extremest  hazards  for  a  maD 
Whom  I  begin  to  hate? 

[Exit ;  and  Francisca  at  another  dim 
with  the  lights. 

Francisca  re-enters  with  Don  Julio. 

D.  Jul,  Where's  my  sister? 
Fran,  In  her  chamber,  sir. 
Not  very  well ;  she's  taken  with  a  megrim. 
X).  Jul.  Light  me  in  to  her. 

[Exit  Don  Julio,  Francisca  ligkti»g  him 
with  one  of  the  lights,  Chichon  fce^ 
outfrotn  behind  the  hanging. 
Chi,  If  tliis  be  Cupid*s  prison,  ^is  no  sweft 
Here  are  no  chains  of  roses ;  yet  I  think    [one, 
Y'  had  rather  b'  in  't  than  in  Elvira's  chamber, 
As  gny  and  as  perfuni'd  us  'twas. 

D,  Zan.  Hold  your  peace,  puppy;  is  this  a 
time  for  fooling  ? 

Enter  Francisca,  an</ t^niCHON  starts  bacl 

Fran,  [coming  towards  him.^  Chichon,  Uxk 
out ;  you  may,  the  coast  is  clear. 

[Chichon  looks osi. 
Could  I  my  lady's  near  concerns  but  sever 
From  your's  in  this  occasion,  both  of  you 
Should  dearly  pay  your  falshood.  [oot 

Chi.  You  arc  jealous  too,  I  see;  but  help  o 
This  once,  and  if  you  catch  me  here  as^in, 
Let  Chichon  pay  for  all,  faithful  Chiclioo. 

Fran,  Y'  are  both  too  lucky,  inlhelikeliliood 
Of  getting  off  so  soon ;  stay  but  a  moment. 
Whilst  I  go  down  to  see  the  wicket  open. 
And  see  that  tliere  be  nobody  in  the  way. 

[Erie  Francisca. 

Chi.  It  is  a  cunning  drab,  and  knows  her  trade. 

Re-enter  Francisca,  and  comes  to  the  han§i»^ 

Fran,  There  's  now  some  witch  o*  tb'  wia| 
indeed,  Chichon. 
Julio,  that  nev^r  till  this  night  forbore 
To  go  to  Violante*s  ere  be  slept. 
And  pass  some  hours  there;  Julio,  who  newr 
Inquired  after  the  shutting  of  a  door. 
Hath  lockM  the  gate  himself,  at 's  coming  in, 
And  bid  a  servant  yrj|it  below  till  midoicltt. 
With  charge  to  say,  to  any  that  should  knock 
And  ask  for  him,  that  he  's  gone  sick  to  bed; 
What  it  can  mean  I  know  not. 

Chi.  I  would  I  did  not;  but  I. have  too  trae 
An  almanack  in  my  bones  foretells  a  beating 
Far  surer  than  foul  weather.     He  has  as,  fait^ 
Fast  in  lobVpond;  Heaven  send  him  a  \i^ 

hand. 
To  whom  my  fustigntion  shall  belong ; 
As  for  my  master,  he  may  have  the  boooor 
To  be  rebuked  at  sharp. 
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JVan.  May  terror  rack  this  varlet;   but  for 
you,  sir, 
Be  not  disraay'd,  the  hazard  's  not  so  great : 
Yonder  balcony,  at  further  end  o*  tb'  room. 
Opens  into  the  street,  and  the  liescent  is 
Little  beyond  your  height,  bung  by  the  arms : 
When  Julio  is  asleep,  1  shall  not  fail 
To  come  and  let  you  out ;  I  keep  the  key ; 
In  the  mean  while  you  must  have  patience. 
Chi.  It  were  a  nasty  hole  to  stay  in  long, 
I>id  not  my  fear  correct  its  evil  savour.    \Atide, 
Dame,  you  say  well  for  him,  with  wliom  I  think 
Y*  liave  measured  length,  you  speak  so  punctu- 
ally 
Of  his  dimensions;  but  I  see  no  care 
For  me,  your  pretty,  not  your  proper  man, 
Who  does  abhor  feats  of  activity.  [To  her, 

Fran.  I'll  help  you,  with  a  halter. 

[Exit  Francisca,  and  Chichon  retira. 

SCENE  ehanget  to  Blanca's  Bed-Chamber. 

Enter  Blanca  and  Elvira,  and  toon  after 
Francisca,  as  in  Blanca*s  chamber^  she  sit' 
ting  at  her  toilet  undressing, 

Blan,  My  brother  told  me  I  should  see  him 
again, 
Before  he  went  to  rest. 

Fran.  I  think  I  hear  him  coining. 
Blan,  He*ll  not  stay  long,  I  hope ;  for  I  am 
on  thorns 
Till  I  know  they  are  out.     1*  t\\  mean  while 
We  must  persuade  Silvia  to  go  to  bed, 
Lest  some  odd  chance  should  raise  suspicion  in 

her. 
Before  I  know  her  fitness  for  such  trusts. 

Enter  Don  Julio.    Elvira  offers  to  unpin  Iter 

gorget, 

Blan,  I  pry'tbee,  Silvia,  leave,  and  get  thee 
gone 
To  bed ;  you  ha'  n't  been  well,  nor  are  not  yet; 
Your  heavy  eyes  betray  indisposition. 

Elv,  Good  madam,  suffer  me;  'twill  make 
me  well 
To  do  you  service. 

Blan.  Brother,  I  ask  your  help ;  [To  Julio. 
Take  Silvia  hence,  and  see  her  in  her  chamber; 
This  night  she  must  be  treated  as  a  stranger, 
And  vou  must  do  the  honour  of  your  house. 
[Julio  goes  to  Elvira,  and  taking  her  by 
the  hand,  leads  her  away. 
Elv.  Since  you  will  not  let  me  begin  to  serve, 
J,  will  begin  to  obey.      [  Making  a  low  courtsey. 
Fran,  Quaint,  in  good  faith.  [Bridling. 

X>.  Jul,  My  sister  's  kinder  than  she  thinks, 
to  give  me  [7b  Elvi  ra,  as  he  leads  her. 
This  opportunity  of  telling  Silvia, 
XIow  absolutely  mistress,  in  this  place, 
Xivira  is. 

[Francisca  whispers  all  this  while  with 
Blanca. 


Eiv,  Good  sir,  forget  that  name. 

[Exeunt  Julio  and  Elvira. 

Blan.  If  that  be  so,  what  shall  we  do,  Fran- 
cisca ? 
What  way  to  get  them  out? 

Fran,  It  is  a  thing  so  unusual  with  him, 
It  raises  ominous  thoughts,  else  I  make  sure 
To  get  them  off  as  well  as  you  can  wish ; 
But  if  already  awaken'd  by  suspicion. 
Nothing  can  then  be  sure. 

Blitn.  O  fear  not  that;  what  you  have  seen 
him  do 
Of  unaccustom'd,  I  dare  say  relates 
To  quite  another  business. 

iran.  Then  set  your  heart  at  rest,  from  all 
disturbance 
Arising  from  this  accident. 

Blan.  If  you  are  certain 
To  get  them  off  so  clear  from  observation, 
'T  will  out  of  doubt  be  best;  I'll  tell  my  brother 
Don  Zancho  is  return'd,  and  had  calfd  here 
This  evening  to  have  seen  hiin ;  for  my  fears 
Sprang  only  from  the  hour,  and  the  surprize, 
Warm'd  as  he  then  had  found  me,  since  you 

know 
How  little  apt  he  is  to  jealousy. 

Fran.  Madam,y' have  reason;  that  will  make 
all  sure. 
In  case  he  should  be  told  of 's  being  here; 
The  time  of 's  stay  can  hardly  have  been  noted. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

D.  Jul.  As  an  obedient  brother  I  have  per* 
forin'd 
What  you  commanded  roe. 

Blan.  A  hard  injunction  from  a  cruel  sister, 
To  wait  upon  a  handsome  maid  to  her  chumber. 
D.  Jul,  You  see  I  've  not  abused  your  indul- 
gence 
By  staying  long,  nor  can  I  stay,  indeed, 
With  you,  I  must  be  abroad  so  early 
To-morrow  morning;  therefore, dear, good-night. 
Blan,  Stay  brother,  stay ;  I  had  forgot  to  tell 
you  .  [As  he  is  going, 

Don  Zancho  de  Monezes  is  return'd, 
And  call'd  this  evening  here  t'  have  kiss'd  your 

hands ; 
Francisca  spake  with  him. 

D.  Jul.  I  hope  he's  come  successful  in  his  suit. 

To-morrow  I'll  go  see  him.     [Exit  Don  Julio. 

Blan.  You  see  he 's  firee  from  umbrage  on  that 

subject. 
Fran.  1  see  all 's  well,  and  may  he  sleep  pro- 
foundly— 
The  sooner,  madam,  you  are  a-bed,  the  belter. 
Blan.  Would  once  my  fears  were  over,  that 
my  rage 
Might  have  its  course. 

Fran.  I  shall  not  stop  it ; 
But  after  it  has  had  its  full  career. 
Twill  pause,  I  hope,  and  reason  find  an  ear. 

^Ex«u.tA^ 
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SCENE  changes  to  ike  Rif&m  m  the  Inn. 
Enter  Don  Feevakdo  and  Fabio. 

D.  Fer.  Is  be  gone  out  ? 

Fah.  No,  sir,  not  as  yet ; 
Bot  seeing  the  senrnot  ne  bad  sent  abroad 
NewW  retum*d,  I  listen*d  at  his  door, 
And  beard  him  plainly  give  him  this  account — 
That  be  bad  found  Don  Julio  Rocca's  bbose. 
And  baring  knock'd  a  good  while  at  the  door, 
Answer  was  made  htm,  without  opening  it, 
Don  Julio  *s  not  at  home ;  wliereat  Don  Pedro, 
Impatient,  rose,  and,  calling  for  bb  cloak 
And  sword,  be  swore  be  'd  rather  wait  himself 
Till  midnight  at  his  door,  than  lose  a  night 
In  such  a  pressing  business — ^This  I  thought 
Fit  to  acquaint  ^ou  with,  and  that  he  spake 
Doubtfully  of  his  returning  to  lodge  liere. 

D.  Fer.  Yon  have  done  well,  but  must  do 
better  yet. 
In  following  him,  and  being  sure  to  lose 
No  circumstance  of  what  he  does. 

Fmk,  To  dog  him,  possibly  might  be  obsenr*d, 
This  moon-lijght,  by  his  servant ;  but  since,  sir. 
We  're  certain  whither  be  eoes,  my  best  course, 
I  think,  will  be  to  go  out  the  back  way, 
And  place  myself  befbreband  in  some  porch 
Near  Julio's  house,  where  I  may  see  and  hear 
What  misses,  and  then  do  as  I  shall  see  cause. 

D.  Fer,  Tis  not  ill  thought  on ;  but  how  late 
soever 
Your  return  be,  I  shall  expect  to  see  you 
Before  we  go  to  bed. 

Fab.  I  shall  not  fail.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Donna  Blavca's  Anii- 

chamber. 

Enter  TnAncitCA^and  goesio  the  hanging  where 
Don  Zamcho  and  Cbicbon  are  hid. 

Fran.  Ho— irusty  servant  with  his  faithful 
master! 
Come  out ;  the  balcony's  open,  lose  no  time, 
Julio*s  a-bed,  and  fast  asleep  ere  this — 
There  *h  nobody  in  the  street,  it  is  so  light 
One  may  discover  a  mile,  therefore  be  quick. 
[Don  Zancho  and  Cuicbov  come  out  from 
behind  the  hanging,  and  follow  her^ae 
leading  to  the  balcony.  [Eieunt. 

[And  toon  after  Don  Zamcho  and  Cbicbon 
appear  at  in  the  balcony,  and  Fraxcis- 
ca's  head  at  peeping  out  of  the  door 
into  it. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Frotpect  rf  Valencia. 

Enter  Fabio  as  in  the  ttreet,  and  tettling  him- 

telfin  a  porch. 

Fab.  Here  is  a  porch  as  if  'twere  built  on  por- 


[Fabio  looking  «p,  percevoes  them  in  the 
balcony. 


Ha !  here  's  a  vision  that  T  tittle  dreamt  of; 
Stand  close,  Fabio',  and  mam. 

[Don  Zakch6  gett  over  the  balcony,  eti 
letting  himtelf  down  mi  arm*t  end,  km 
gently  into  the  street.  Chicioii  ofen 
at  the  like,  but  taket  a  fall  as  he  ligkts, 
and  rising,  counterfeits  lameneit.  Fsai- 
CISCA  retires,  and  heks  the  balcony. 
Chi.  Curse  on  the  drab,  I  think  I  've  brob 

my  leg. 
Fab.  The  moon  has  tam'd  my  brains,  or  I  Ne 
seen 
That  person  sometvbere,  and  that  very  lately— 

[tIepauteSf  scratching  kit  kui 
Bot  sure  Vm  mad,  to  think  it  can  be  he. 

[Exeunt  Don  Zabcho  and  Chicbov,  a 
turning  down  the  next  street. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Fclvio. 

Fab.  O,  now  I  see  mj  men. 

[  Retiring  into  thefsrd. 
D.  Fed.  This  is  the  street,  jou  say  ;  wbidiii 

the  house  ? 
Ful,  That  fiiir  one,  orer-against  the  ommb*- 
tery; 
Shall  I  go  knock  ? 
D.  Fed.  What  else  ? 
[FuLvio  knocks  as  at  Don  Julio's  dwr, 
and  nobody  answers. 
D.  Fed.  Knock  harder. 

[He  knocks  again,  and  one  asks  atfrm 
within.  Who 's  there  f 
D.  Fed.  A  stranger,  who  most  needs  sfeJt 
with  Don  Julio— 
Although  unknown  to  him,  mj  bosineas  praM 
[From  wnthin.]  Whoe'er  you  be^  and  wbatsoc'ff 
your  business. 
You  must  have  patience  till  to-morrow,  sir ; 
Don  Julio  went  sick  to  bed,  and  I  dare  not 
Wake  him. 

D.  Fed,  Fortune  takes  pleasore,  sure,  ia  dii- 
appointing, 
Wlien  men  are  press'd  with  moat  impatience; 
But  since  there  is  no  remedy,  guide,  Folvio, 
Unto  the  lodging  y*  have  provided  for  me; 
I  hope  'tis  near  at  band. 

Ful.  Not  above  three  doors  from  Don  JoSo*^ 
There,  where  it  makes  the  comer  of  the  street 

Fab.  Here  I  must  follow  till  I  've  barboord 
them. 

[Exeunt,  Fabio  stealing  after  then 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Room  in  the  Inn. 

Enter  Don  Fcknavdo  alone,  asinhU  chmnktr. 

D.  Fer.  It  cannot  uow  be  long,  ere  Fsbi» 
come. 
And  't  were  in  vain  to  go  to  bed  before. 
For  rest  I'm  sore  I  should  not— 

All,  my  Elvira !— Mine  ?  tbou  dost  infcct 
My  very  words  with  foUhood  wheo I  name^bte- 
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^▼er  mistress  make  a  lover  pay 
far  as  I  for  the  short  bliss  she  gave  ? 
t  now  I  suffer  in  exchange  of  that, 
make  mankind  afraid  of  joys  excessive, 
lere  he  comes — 

Enter  Fabio. 

you  leam'd  any  thing 
's  worth  the  knowing  ?  [To  Fabio. 

6.  Two  thinp  I  think  considerable,  sir; 
>ne,  that  Julio  hath  found  means  to  gain 
ni^ht  to  cast  your  business  in,  without 
ittmg  of  Don  Pedro,  whose  pressures 
t  have  been  troublesome,  and  urged  you 
isty  resolutions ;  whereas,  now,  fsir, 

Ve  time  to  take  your  measures.    The  other, 
lat  Don  Pedro  lodges  here  no  more, 
consequently  hath  easM  you  of  constraint 
St  you  rest  Kere,  and  left  the  way  more  free 
itercourse  betwixt  Don  Julio  and  you. 
more  I  must  observe  t'  ye,  that  Don  Pedro 
special  care  to  have  his  lodging  near 
Julio's  house,  whereby  'tis  evident, 
there  he  makes  account  his  business  lies. 

Fer,  The  news  you  bring  me,  hath  been 

worth  your  pains, 
thanks  t*  ye  for  't;  I  suppose  that  is  all. 
6.  Perhaps  there 's  something  else. 

Fer.  Say,  Fabio,  what  is  't  ? 
b.  Pray,  sir,  allow  me 
ni^ht,  to  think  whether  it  be  fit  or  no 
•11  it  you ;  since  'tis  a  thing  relates  not, 
conceive,  to  you,  nor  to  your  business ; 
yet  in  the  concernments  of  another, 
trouble  you. 

Fer,  Be  not  over  wise,  I  pr*ythee ;  I  will 

know 
:  'tis,  since  yon  have  raised  curiosity 
ich  grimaces. 


Fab.  You  mast  be  obeyed :  but  pray  remem- 
ber, sir. 
If  afterwards  I  am  call'd  fool  for  my  pains. 
Who  made  me  so :  but  since  I  do  not  only 
Expect  the  fool,  but  ready  to  be  thought 
A  madman  too,  ere  I  have  done  my  story. 
In  this  I  will  be  wilful,  not  to  tell  it 
Till  y'  are  a-bed,  that  I  may  run  away — 
So  if  you  long  to  hear  it,  hasten  thither. 

[Exit  Fabio,  as  to  the  chamber  mithin, 

D*  Fer,  Content  i'  faith ;  you  ask  no  great 

compliance.  [Exit, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Room  in  Zamcho*s 

House, 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  and  Chichon,  as  at 
homCf  halting, 

D,  Zan,  We  're  well  come  off  from  danger, 
would  we  were 
But  half  as  well  from  Blanca's  jealousy,  [worse; 
Chi,  Speak   for  yourself,  I  never  came  off 
A  pox  upon  your  veoery,  it  has  made  roe 
Another  Vulcan.     [Re  halts  about^  grumbling. 
D,  Zan.  Go  rest  to-night,  or  grumble,  as  you 
please; 
But  do  not  think  limping  will  serve  your  turn 
To-morrow;    faith,  1  '11  make  you  stir  your 

stumps ; 
Think  you  a  lover  of  my  temper  likely 
To  sit  down  by  it  so  ? 

Chi,  I  'm  sure  I  am  only  fit  to  sit  down  by  it. 
Since  I  can  hardly  stand. 

[He  makes  as  if  he  would  sit  down^  and 

Don  Z  A  NO  HO  giving  him  a  kick  on  the 

breech, 

D,  Zan,  Coxcomb,  come  away. 

Chi,  To-night 's  to-night,  to-morrow  *8  a  new 

day.  [ExeunU 


ACT  III. 


ter  Don  Fernando  and  Fabio,  as  in  the 
room  in  the  Inn, 

Fer.  Are  all  things  ready,  Fabio,  in  case 
Julio,  when  he  comes,  conclude  with  me 
I  should  be  gone  presently  ? 
!^.  Horses  stand  ready  for  you  at  the  Post- 
house. 
Fer.  Tis  well ;  attend  without. 

[Exit  Fabio. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

you  sleep  not  in  your  friend's  concerns, 
are  so  early;  and  since  so,  the  sooner 
IX  a  resolution,  certainly 
ill  be  tlie  better.    'T  was  no  small  point 

gain'd, 
■ustrate  for  a  night  Don  Pedro's  aims, 

'OL.  III. 


As  Fabio  tells  me  you  have  done ;  for  he 
Ne*er  auitted  him  an  inch  last  night,  until 
He  had  harboured  him. 

D,  Jul,  What,  has  he  left  his  lodging? 

D,  Fer.  That  he  has, 
And,  which  is  more  considerable,  taken  one 
Close  bv  your  house,  which  evidences  clearly 
Where  his  suspicions  lie ;  that  being  so, 
I  'm  confident  you  '11  be  of  my  opinion 
For  my  dislodging  from  Valencia 
Immediately ;  for,  Elvira  being 
Already  so  well  settled,  nothing  can 
So  much  indanger  her  discovery. 
As  my  remaining  longer  in  these  parts. 

D,  Jul,  Were  I  but  firee  as  yesterday,  Fer- 
nando, 
To  think  of  nothing  but  Elvira  and  your 
Concernments,  I  must  confess  ^omx  ^<%k^^^ 
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From  heoce  were  to  be  wish'd :  but,  cousin, 
There  's  fHllen  out,  this  very  night,  a  thing. 
Which  shews  bow  little  I  beholden  am 
To  tbrtunt*,  that  having  so  newly  lent  me 
The  means  of  serving  handsomely  my  friend. 
Calls  back  the  debt  already,  and  makes  me 
As  needing  of  your  aid,  as  you  of  mine. 

D.  ¥er.  Ho,  Fabio,   forbid  the  horses  pre- 
sently. [^Fabio  looks  in. 
The  least  appearance,  Julio,  ol  my  beine 

[To  Julio. 
Useful  to  you  by  staying,  puts  an  end 
To  all  deliberation  for  mvself ; 
Say,  what's  the  accident?  you  have  me  ready. 

D.  JuL  Such,  and  of  such    a    nature,   my 
Fernando, 
That,  as  to  be  communicated  to  none 
But  ^ou,  another  self,  so  I  am  sure 
It  will  Rstonbh  you  with  the  rehearsal. 
Ah  !  could  you  think  it  possible,  that  Blanca 
Should  raise  disturbance  in  the  heart  of  Julio, 
As  to  the  honour  of  his  family  ? 

I>.  Fer,  Heavens  forbid. 

D.  JuL  Never  was  brother  so  secure  as  I, 
Or  so  unalterable  in  his  persuasion. 
Of  having  a  sister  of  unroatch*d  discretion. 
Nor  e'er  could  less  than  evidence  itself 
Have  shaken  such  a  confidence. 

D,  Fer,  For  God's  sake,  Julio, 
Hold  me  no  longer  in  such  pain  of  mind. 
But  sure  we  shall  be  better  there  within. 
Free  from  the  noise  of  the  street. 

D.  JuL  You  say  well.  [Exit  Julio. 

D.  Fer,  [ui  he  jfollows  him^  mide.']   This  is 
what  Fabio  told  me  he  saw  last  night. 
Discovered  by  some  accident  to  Julio ; 
It  can  be  nothing  else — O  women  !   women ! 

[Exit  Fernando. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Fulvio,  as  in  their  new 

lodgings. 

D.  Fed,  I  am  glad  you  have  lighted  on  so  fit 
a  place 
For  nil  I  intend,  as  this  is,  Fulvio : 
I  shall  repair  the  last  night's  disappointment 
By  early  care  this  morning;  in  the  mean  while. 
Fail  not  of  your  part  in  the  discovery 
Where  my  enemy  dwells,  and  i'  th*  observation 
Of  all  his  motions;  that 's  the  important  part. 

FuL  Rely,  sir,  on  my  care  and  vigilance. 

[Exeunt  Don  Pedro  and  Fulvio. 

Enter  Don  Julio  and  Don  Fernando,  as  in 
the  outward  room  of  the  Inn. 

D.  JuL  It  is  a  quarter 
Always  reserved  to  my  own  privacy ; 
There  lying  unsuspected,  if  whilst  I 
Continue  late  abroad,  under  pretence 
Of  being  at  Violante's,  you  keep  watch 
Carefully  within,  he  cannot  'scape  us  : 
So  you  be  sure  t'  observe  punctually 
The  sign  agreed,  and  bolting  of  the  doon 
When  he  is  once  wlthis. 


D.  Fer,  Since  you  have  so  resoK'd  and 
your  business. 
Dispose  of  me,  and  lead  the  way,  whilst  I 
Give  Fabio  his  instructions  what  to  do 
Durhig  my  absence. 

[I^euiU  Fernando  and  Jr 

Enter  Donna  Blanca  and  Francisca,  • 
Blanca's  anti-chamber, 

Fran.  Since  the  black  cloud  that  threa 
you  last  night 
With  such  a  storm,  is  luckily  blown  over. 
Without  a  sprinkling ;  I  hope,  madam,  yoa 
Will  imitate  the  fates,  and  grow  serene 
From  all  those  clouds  which  so  much  threa 
others. 
Blan.  Ah !  Francisca,  cau*st  thou — 

[She  stops,  seeing  Elvira  em 

Enter  Elvira  with  a  fine  bason  offiom 

But  here  's  Silvia.  L 

0  the  sharp  thorns  she  brings  me  at  th»  tn 
With  flowers  in  her  hand,  by  the  consirain 
Her  presence  gives  me !  [flc 

EIv.   Madam,  I  wish   the  ranging  of 
May  be  to  your  mind;  but,  alas  !   I  tear 

1  am  too  dull  for  works  of  fancy. 

Blan.  *Tis  me  you  find  too  dull  to  relish  t 
Anon  they  may  be  welcoroer. 
Elv.  I  Ml  wait  that  happy  hour. 

She  's  in  ill  Imuiuur.  [^ 

[Exit  El^ 

Blan.  But  tell  me  now,  didst  ever  see,  I 

cisca. 

So  false  and  bold  a  creature  ?  The  iropude 

He  bad,  to  clothe  his  treachery  with  new  r 

ships. 
Provokes  me  most  of  all. 

Fran.    Last  night,  indeed,   incens'd  m 
were,  madam, 
I  fain  would  know  what  air  so  soil  and  gee 
He  could  have  breath'd,  would  not  have  I 

the  flame 
Higher  and  higher ;  but  metbioks  your  piU 
Should  in  so  many  hours  have  bad  some  po 
T'  allay  and  molhfy :  I  then  complied 
(He  present)  with  your  anger;  but  now,  mi 
You  must  allow  me  to  speak  reason  t*  yoa 
In  his  behalf,  before  you  go  too  fitr. 
And  put  things,  in  your  passion,  past  recal 
Which,  that  once  over,  you  would  give  you 
To  have  again. 

Blan.  Pray  think  me  not  so  tame. 
Fran.  So  tame,  say  you  ?  I  think  yoa  wi 
swear. 
To  take  so  much  to  lieart,  what  at  the  most 
Deserves  hut  some  such  sparkling  brisk  reseot- 

ment. 
As,  once  flash'd  out  in  a  few  choWrick  words, 
Ought  to  expire  in  a  next  visit*s  covness. 
Blan.  Make  you  so  sligbt  of  infidelity } 
Fran.  Cupid  forbid !  I  M  have  men  trie  I0 
love; 
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Bat  I  'd  have  Tvomen  too,  trae  to  themselves^ 
AdH  hoc  rebuke  their  gallants,  by  requiring 
More  than  the  nature  of  frail  flesh  will  bear. 
I  'd  have  meu  true  as  steel ;  bui  steel,  you  know, 
(The  purest  and  best-polish'd  steel,)  will  ply, 
Urg*d  from  its  rectitude,  forsooth  ;  but  then, 
With  a  smart  spring,  comes  to  its  place  again. 
Blan.  Come  leave  your  fooling,  and  speak  so- 
berly, 
Fran,  Why  then,  in  sober  sadness,  you  Ve  in 
the  wrong ; 
I  do  not  say  in  bemg  angry  with  him. 
And  nettled  at  the  thing,  that 's  natural. 
We  love  no  partners  even  in  what  we  know 
We  cannot  keep  all  to  ourselves ;  but,  madam, 
To  think  the  worse  of  him  for  it,  or  resolve 
A  breach  of  friendsliip  for  a  slight  excursion, 
That  were  a  greater  tault  than  his,  who  h:is 
For  one  excuse,  long  absence ;  nnd  in  truth 
Another,  you'd  be  sornr  he  wanted,  youth. 

Blan,  lou  talk  as  if 

[Francisca  interrupting  her. 
Fran,  Stay,  madam,  I  beseech  you. 
And  let  me  make  an  end ;  I  have  not  yet 
ToucbM  the  main  point  in  his  excuse,  a  suit 
At  court,  enough  1  trow  fur  any  do«:-trick. 
Blan.  How  like  a  goose  you  talk  !   a  pourt 
pretension ! 
What  has  that  to  do,  one  way  or  other, 
With  his  faith  to  me? 

Fran.  So,  one  displeased  to  find  his  crawfishes 
iurhriverd  within,  and  empty,  said  to  his  cook, 
(Who  laid  the  fault  upon  the  wane  o*  th'  moon) 
What  liDS  the  moon  to  do  with  crawfishes  ? 
Marry  she  has,  *tis  she  that  governs  shelUfish ; 
And  *tis  as  true,  in  courts^  that  love  rules  busi- 
ness 
ly  as  preposterous  an  influence. 
Blan*  I  pr'ythee  make  an  end,  or  come  to  the 

point. 
Fran,  Why  then  FU  tell  you ;  you  may  believe 
me, 
(Having  been  train'd  up  in  my  youth,  you  know, 
In  the  best  school  to  learn  court  mysteries ; 
An  aunt  of  mine  being  mother  of  the  maids,) 
Love  holds  the  rudder,  and  steers  in  all  courts. 
How  oft,  when  great  affairs  perplex  the  brains 
Of  mighty  politicians,  to  conjecture 
From  whence  sprung  such  designs,  such  revo- 
lutions. 
Such  exaltations,  madnm,  such  depressions, 
Against  the  rules  of  their  mysterious  art ; 
And  when,  as  in  surprizint;  works  of  nature, 
Reason  *s  confounded,  men  cry  those  are  secrets 
Of  the  high  powers  above,  tha  govern  all ; 
Grave  lookers  on,  stroking  their  beards,  would 

wy. 

What  a  transcendant  fetch  of  state  is  this ! 
These  are  the  things  that  wisdom  hides  and 

hatches 
Under  black  ctip  of  weighty  jobbemoll ; 
I  iDean  Count  Olivarez.     All  the  while. 
We  female  Machiavels  would  smile  to  think. 


How  closely  lurking  lay  the  nick  of  all,  ' 

Under  our  daughter  Doirs  white  petticoat. 
Blan.  All  this  I  grant  you  may  be  true,  and 
yet 
Ne'er  make  a  jot  for  his  excuse,  Francisca ; 
Mis  suit  had  no  relation  to  such  matters. 

Fran.    Whate'er  the  thing  be,  'lis  all  one: 
D'  you  think 
Suits,  he  they  what  they  will,  can  be  obtained 
By  such  as  pass  for  fops,  as  all  young  men 
Without  a  mistress  or  a  cunfident, 
Are  sure  to  do  there  ?  A  sharp-pointed  hat, 
(Now  that  you  see  the  gallants  all  flat-headed,) 
Appears  not  so  ridiculous,  as  a  yonker, 
Without  a  love-intrigue,  to  introduce 
And  sparkify  him  there.     Madam,  in  short, 
Allow  me  once  to  be  sententious ; 
It  is  a  thing  that  always  was,  and  is. 
And  ever  will  be  true,  to  the  world's  end  : 
That,  as  in  courts  of  justice,  none  can  carry 
On  business  well  without  a  procurator; 
So  none  in  princes'  courts  tlieir  suits  make  surer, 
Than  those  that  work  them  by  the  best  procurer. 

[Smiling  a  little, 
Blfin.  Well,  hast  done,  Francisca? 
Fran.  Madam,  I  have. 
Blan.  Then  letting  pass 
Thy  fine  reflections  politick,  now  vented 
To  s>hew  thy  skill  in  courts,  I'll  tell  thee  freelj, 
I'm  not  transported  in  my  jealousy 
So  far  beyond  the  bounds  of  reason,  as 
Not  to  know  well  the  difference  betwixt 
Such  escapades  of  youth  as  only  spring 
From  warmth  of  blood,  or  gales  of  vanity. 
And  9uch  engagements  as  do  carry  with  them 
Dishonour  unto  those,  whof»e  quality 
And  love  leave  little  to  the  serious  part. 
Once  embark *d  by  them  in  a  i^allautry. 

Fran.  1  see  the  clouds  disperse;— there  's 
no  such  art 
Of  compassing  one's  ends  with  those  above  us. 
As  that  of  working  them  into  good-humour 
By  thin&s  brought  in  by  the  bye.  |  /hide. 

Why,  surely,  madam,  unksH  anger  lend  y«iu 
Irs  spectacles,  to  see  thiiitrit,  I  cannot  tinnk 
You  judge  Don  /ancho's  fault  to  he  any  other 
Than  of  the  first  kind,  *m>  well  slated  by  you. 

Bian.  Francisca,  were  I  other\«ise  persuaded, 
I  am  not  of  an  humour  thit  could  snfler 
Such  parlies  for  hhn,  much  less  intercession  ; 
But  since,  upon  reflection,  I  find  cause 
To  think  what  he  has  done  a  sally  only 
Of  youth  and  vanity,  when  I  shall  find  him 
Suthciently  mortified,  I  may  pardon  liim. 

JPran.  ileavens  bless  so  sweet  a  temper !  but, 
madam. 
Have  a  care  I  beseech  you  of  one  thing. 
Blan.  What's  that? 
Fran,  That,  whilst  yonr  pride  of  heart 
Prolone^s  his  re*adiuission.  Ins  despair 
Urge  him  not  to  some  precipitate  attempt. 
That  may  expose  your  hommr,  safe  as  vet. 
You  see  what  dauger  the  laHt  ui^\V.'%  ^\s^x^sv^^'^ 
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Had  like  t'  have  brought  you  into :  transported 

lovers, 
Like  angels  fallen  from  their  hliss,  grow  devils. 
BUn.  What,  would  you  have  me  appear  so 
flexible? 
Is  *t  not  enough 

I  tell  you  I  may  pardon  him  iu  due  time  ? 
Fran,   Good  rnadarn^  be  advis'd ;   I  do  not 
press  you 
For  his  sake,  but  your  own.  Trust  my  experience, 
To  women  nought  *s  so  fatal  as  suspense ; 
Whose  smartest  actions  ne'er  did  cast  such  blot 
Op  honour,  as  this— Shall  I  ?  or  shall  I  not  ? 
Blan.  I  *d  rather  die^  than  have  him  think  me 

easy. 
Fran,  Your  spirit  never  can  be  liable 
To  that  suspicion. — Madam,  leave  to  nie 
The  conduct  of  this  matter,  I  beseech  you : 
If,  ere  you  sleep,  you  do  not  see  the  gallant 
Sufficiently  humbled  at  your  feet, 
Ne*er  trust  Francisca  more. 

plan.  You  are  so  troublesome,  do  what  you 
will. 

[Blanca  turns  ataay^  and  exit^  as  into 
her  closet, 
Fran.  — What,  gone  away  ? 
I'll  do  what  she  would  have,  but  dares  not  say. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Don  Julio,  and  Elvfra,  as  in  Blanca's 

chamber, 

D,  Jul,  Where  's  my  sister,  Silvia? 

[Looking  about  him, 

Elv,  In  her  closet,  sir. 
As  yet  not  ready. 

D.  Jul,  And  where  's  Francisca  ? 

Elv,  She  's  with  her,  dressing  her. 

I>.  Jul,  Why  then,  Elvira, 
Let  me  not  lose  this  opportuniw 
Of  telling  you,  how  sad  a  man  I  am 
To  see  you  in  this  posture,  and  to  assure  you 
How  gladly  I  would  lay  down  life  and  fortune 
To  serve  vou,  in  Don  Fernando*s  absence. 

Elv,  Your  generosity  I  make  no  doubt  of: 
But  is  Fernando  gone  ? 

D,  Jul,  I  cannot  say 
That  he  is  gone ;  for  he  was  not  himself, 
With  the  thought  of  leaving  you,  and  yet  less 
Himself,  whene'er  he  thought  of  staying  near  you ; 
Tortured  by  two  such  contrary  passions. 
As  love  and  sharp  resentment. 

Elv,  He  is  gone  then  ? [She  pauses. 

Ah !  generous  Don  Julio, 

[Putting  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 
You  needs  must  be  indulgent  to  a  weakness, 
Which,  whilst  that  he  was  present,  indignation, 
And  a  just  sense  of  what  I  am,  had  power 
To  keep  within  myself;  but  now  I  find 
That  check  remov  d,  nature  will  have  its  tribute. 
And  you  must  pardon  my  withdrawing,  where 

[She  weeps. 
Such  grief  may  pay  it  with  unwitness  d  tears. 

[Exit  Elvira. 


D,  Jul,  Can  a  demeanor  so  compos'd,  so  no 
And  yet  so  tender,  want  true  innocence? 
It  cannot  be.    It  grieves  my  heart,  I  swear, 
T*  have  given  her  new  affliction  ;  but  the  se 
Of  Don  Fernaiido's  close  concealment  here 
Is  so  important,  it  necessitated 
My  saying  what  I  did,  since  secrets  are 
Ever  kept  best  by  those  that  know  them  lea 

Enter  Blanca  and  Frakcisca. 

Now,  high  dissimulation,  play  thy  part. 
Good-morrow,  sister,  have  you  rested  well? 
And  do  you  rise  serene,  as  does  the  sun. 
Free  from  distemper,  as  the  day  from  doods 
Your  looks  persuade  it  me,  they  are  so  clea 
And  fresh  this  morning. 

Blan,  The  pleasure  of  seeing  you,  pots 

into  them. 

Else  they  'd  be  dull  enough,  this  ugly  head- 

Haviue  tormented  me  all  night :  you  might 

Have  heard  me  call  Francisca  up  at  midnigi 

Fran,    That  was  well  thought  on,  for 
possible 
He  may  have  heard  some  noise.  \Ai 

D,  Jul,  How  cunning  she  is !  A' 

Faith,  now  you  put  me  in  mind  of  it,  I  thii 
Twixt  sleep  and  waking,  I  once  beard  si 
stirring. 

Blan,  The  worst  of  my  indisposition  is, 
That 't  will,  I  fear,  hinder  me  again  to-day 
From  visiting  Violaote,  to  thank  her 
For  Silvia.  [mei 

D,  Jul.  I  charge  myself  with  all  your  com 
For  this  whole  afternoon,  till  late  at  night, 
I  needs  must  pass  with  her,  to  make  amend 
For  yesterday's  failings,  caused,  as  you  koo' 
By  Don  Fernando's  being  in  town. 

Blan,  I  must  not  hope  to  see  you  then  a 
To-day,  when  once  gone  out  ? 

D.  Jul,  Hardly,  unless  to  wait  on  Violai 
In  case  she  come  to  see  you,  as  *tis  likely. 
When  I  shall  tell  her  you  are  indispos*d : 
And  so  farewel.  [Exit  Don  Jv 

Blan,  All 's  well  I  see,  Francisca,  as  to  h 
I  wish  my  heart  were  but  as  much  at  rest 
In  what  concerns  Don  Zancho. 

Fran,  It  shall  be 
Your  own  fault  if  it  be  not  quickly  so. 
As  I  '11  order  the  matter.  [sol 

Blan,  Take  heed  you  make  him  not  grow 
By  discovering  to  him  my  facility. 

Fran,  I'm  too  well  vers*d  to  need  instnictic 

Blan.  I  leave  all  t'  you — but  how  doesSil 
This  morning  ? 

Fran,  I  think  she  has  been  crying. 
She  looks  so  dull  and  moped. 
I  '11  in  and  see  her.  [  Eieu 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Zancbo's  House. 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  and  CnicnoN  limping, 

D,  Zan,  What,  not  yet  gone>  thou  lazy,  tnP 
ling  rascal  ? 
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ChL  What  juster  excuse,  sir,  for  not  going, 

lan  is  a  broken  leg  ? 

D,  Zan,  If  jou  fiud  not  your  own  leg  quickly, 

sirrah, 
shall  find  you  a  wooden  one. 
Chi.  Be  as  angry  as  you  will,  sir,  1*11  not  go 
ill  I  have  made  my  comlitions;  the  true  time 
)r  servants  to  stand  upon  points,  is,  when 
tieir  masters  stand  upon  thorns. 
X>.  Zan,  What  are  they,  owlVface? 
Chi,  Assurance,  sir,  but  of  free  air  within, 
ith  fair  retreat  upon  an  even  floor ; 
And  that  it  shall  not  be  in  a  slut's  power, 
ktler  having  kept  me  in  a  nasty  place, 
»  empty  nie  out  at  window. 
D.  Zan,  Pr'ythee,  Chichon, 
I*  done,  and  miss  not  th'  opportunity 
f  fooling.     Unless  you  take  Francisca 
jst  as  she  comes  from  mass,  this  day  is  lost, 
.^nd  I  lost  with  it. 

Chi.  Come,  Til  hobble  to  her : 
ixpect  a  sorry  account,  but  yet  a  true  one ; 
uth  always  comes  by  the  lame  messenger. 

[Exeunt, 

y£N£  changes  to  a  fine  pleasant  Apartment. 

iter  Don  Julio,  and  knocks,  at  at  the  door  of 
Ms  private  apartment ;  Fernando  opens  the 
ioitr  and  lets  him  in, 

D,  Fer,  Y'  have  given  me  here  a  very  plea- 
sant prison ; 
t  what  news,  my  Julio  ?  are  things  disposed 
r  clearing  of  your  doubts  ?   My  own  concerns 
anuot  thmk  on,  during  your  disquiet. 
D.  Jul.  And  I  come  now  so  strangely  moved 

with  your's, 
carce  have  sense  or  memory  of  my  own. 
heart  of  adamant  could  not  be  hinder*d, 
^hink,  from  liquefaction  into  tears, 
've  seen  and  heard  Elvira,  as  I  have  done, 
OQ  th'  occasion  of  my  telling  her 
lat  you  were  gone : 
sense  so  gallant,  and  so  tender  both, 
lever  saw  in  woman. 

D.  Fcr.  Can  that  high  heart  descend  to  ten- 
derness? 
D.  Jul,  Not  whilst  you  present :  noble  pride 

upheld  it ; 
jt  nature  once  set  free  from  that  constraint, 
,  how  pathetick  was  her  very  silence  ! 
And  the  restraint  of  tears  in  her  swoln  eyes. 
More  eloquent  in  grief  than  otlter's  torrents: 
^^she  be  guilty,  all  her  sex  are  devils. 

2>.    Fer,   O  say  no  more;    for  were   there 
room  but  left 
Torseif^leceit,  I  might  be  happy  yet. 
JVh  evidence,  too  cruel  to  deny  me  that ! 

[A  noise  without. 
D.Jul,  But  what  can  be  the  noise  I  hear 
witliout, 
Xn  the  next  room  ? 

[Fernando  peeps  through  the  key-hole. 


D,  Fer,  'Slife,  I  see  Don  Pedro, 
Elvira's  father;  there  's  no  avoiding  him: 
He  'd  not  a  come  up  so,  without  being  sure 
You  are  within. 

D.  Jul.  Farther  put-off  would  be  of  little  uk. 
Since  6rst  or  last  he  must  be  satisfy *d. 
Being  come  hither  upon  such  an  errand ; 
The  sooner  now  we  see  what  'tis  he  drives  at. 
The  sooner  we  shall  take  from  thence  our  mea» 

sures; 
I'll  therefore  go  out  to  him,  and  be  sure 
To  entertain  him  still  so  near  the  door. 
That  you  may  hear  what  passes. 

D.  Fer,  I  shall  be  attentive,  and  expect  the 
issue 
With  much  impatience.  [Exit  Don  Julio. 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  Julio*s  Anti-chamber. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  hit  Servant,  and  Don 
Julio  and  a  Page. 

D.  Fed.  My  business,  sir,  is  to  Don  Julio 
Rocca; 

[Addressing  himself  to  Don  Julio. 
If  you  be  he,  I  shall  desire  the  favour 
Of  some  few  words  with  you  in  private. 

D.  Jul,  Sir,  I  am  he  to  serve  you.    Page,  set 
chairs. 
[He  points  to  the  Fage,  and  makes  him  set 
chairs  by  the  door  where  Don  Fer- 
nando iSf  and  then  the  Page  and  Don 
Pedro's  Man  retire.      [They  tit  down. 
D,  Fed.  Having  not  the  honour  to  be  known 
t'  vou,  sir, 
Tis  fit  this  letter  make  my  introduction  ? 
Tis  from  the  Duke  of  Medina. 

[He  gives  Don  Julio  the  letter,  which  he 
receives  with  great  respect ;  and  going 
a  little  aside,  reads  it. 

Don  Pedro  de  Mendoza,  my  kinsman,  and 
most  particular  friend,  goes  to  Valencia  in  purm 
suit  of  one  who  hath  highly  injured  his  family  ; 
tchose  righting  I  am  so  much  concerned  in,  as, 
could  it  tare-been  done  without  too  much  publico" 
tion  of  the  thing,  I  would  have  accompanied  him 
myself;  but  my  presence  will  be  needless  in  a  place 
where  you  have  power;  I  do  therefore  conjure 
you,  and  expect  from  your  regard  and  kindness 
to  me,  that  you  employ  it  thoroughly  in  his  behalf, 
and  what  service  you  shall  do  him,  put  it  upon  my 
account,  whom  you  shall  always  find. 

Your  most  affectionate  cousin  to  serve  you, 

The  Duke  of  Medina. 

[Don  J vLio giving  the  letter  to  Don  Pedbo, 
and  he  taking  it. 
D.  Jul.  Sir,  it  is  fit  you  see  how  heartily 
Tlie  duke  hath  recommended  your  coDcem« 

ments. 
Whose  will 's  a  law  to  me. 

[Don  Pedro  having  read  it,  and  ro* 
storing  it. 
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D.  Fed,  He  told  me,  indeed,  bow  lerj  sure 
be  was 
Of  your  friendship  and  dependence. 
I  am  proud  to  find  be  makes 
So  obliging  use  of  it  to  my  advantage. 

X).  Jul.  I  do  avow  myself  his  creature,  sir ; 
Therefore  the  sooner  you  shall  let  me  know 
In  what  I  may  be  useful  t'  you,  the  sooner 
You*ll  see  my  readiness  to  serve  jfou. 

D.  Ped,  Your  personal  reputation,  siry  89  well 
As  your  relation  to  the  duke,  assured  mit 
Beforehand  of  what  I  find ;  and  therefore 
As  hard  a  part  as  it  is  for  a  gentleman 
Of  my  blood  and  temper  to  become 
Relater  of  his  own  shame,  unreveng'd 
On  the  author  of  it,  I  shall  tell  you  in  short: 
I  live  under  an  affront  of  the  highest  nature 
To  the  honour  of  my  family;  and  the  person 
^bo  did  It,  makes  Valencia  his  retreat; 
Tis  against  him,  Don  Julio, 
That  your  assistance  must  support  me  here : 
I  have  already  sot  some  notice  of  him. 
And  when  I  shall  be  ascertained,  I'll  repair 
Again  unto  you  for  your  friendly  aid, 
And  for  the  present  trouble  you  no  farther. 

[Don  Pedbo  offer  $  to  rise,  as  going  away, 

D.  Jul.  A  little  patience,  1  beseech  you,  sir. 
I  have  expressed  my  readiness,  and  be  sure 
I  am  a  man  never  to  fail  where  once 
I  have  engagM  my  word  ;  but,  sir,  witball. 
You  must  consider  with  a  fair  reflection, 
That  in  this  place  are  all  my  chief  relations 
Of  blood  and  friendship;   and  though  neither 

shall 
Have  power  t'  exempt  me  from  the  serving  you 
In  any  just  pretension,  yet  you  know 
That  men  ot  honour  ever  ought  to  seek 
How  to  comply  with  one  duty,  without 
Violating  another. 

D,  Fed.  1  understand  you,  sir;  and  as  'tis 
that 
Which  well  becomes  a  person  of  your  worth 
To  have  reflected  on ;  so  it  becomes  me 
To  satisfy  before  I  engage  you  farther ; 
Then  give  me  leave  to  ask  you,  whether  or  no 
Don  Zuncho  de  Monezes  be  of  the  number 
Of  those,  towards  whom  y'  are  under  obligation, 
Either  of  blood  or  friendship  ? 

[Don  Julio  thewing  some  little  surprize, 
but  presently  recovering. 

D.  Jul.  Don  Zancho  de  Monezes,  say  you  ? 

D.  Fed.  Sir,  the  same — 
He  startled  at  his  name.  [Aside. 

D.  Jul.  He  is  a  person  I  have  always  liv'd 
In  friendly  correspondence  with,  without 
Any  such  tie  upon  me  towards  him. 
As  ought  to  hinder  my  frank  serving  you. 

D.  Fed.  You  have  reviv'd  me ;  and  since  I 
have  now  nam'd 
My  enemy,  I  can  conceal  no  longer 
The  grounds  on  which  he  is  so.    That  Don 

Zancho, 
About  a  fortnight  since,  was  late  at  night 


Found  in  my  house,  run  newly  tbrougb  thebc 
And  weltering  in  his  blood,  ready  to  expire; 
I  by  the  outcry  brought  upon  the  place, 
Surpriz'd  as  you  may  imagine,  and  eurag'd, 
Was  yet  so  far  roaster  of  my  passion. 
As  to  disdain  the  owing  of  my  revenge 
To  an  unknown  hand,  perhaps  as  guilty 
Towards  me,  as  was  the  sufferer ;  I  made 
Him  straight  be  carried  to  a  surgeon,  where 
I  thought  it  generous  to  give  him  life. 
Then  dead,  that  living  I  might  give  him  dea 
Recovered  sooner  than  I  thought,  be  fled. 
And  with  him,  as  I  have  reason  to  believe. 
My  only  daughter,  who  the  very  night 
Of  the  accident  was  missing.     O  tfa^  curse 
Of  men,  to  have  their  honours  subjected 
To  the  extravagance  of  such  vile  creatures! 

D.  Jul.  [sighing.]  Tis  our  hard  fate  iadec 

D.  Fed.  I  presently  employ'd  all  diligence 
To  know  what  way  he  took,  and  having  letn 
Twas  towards  this  place,  hither  I  have  pani 

him; 
ConfirmM  in  my  pursuit,  by  information 
Along  the  road,  that  au  unknown  gallant 
Had,  with  his  servant,  guarded  all  the  way 
A  conceaFd  lady  in  a  coach.     And  thus,  sir. 
You  have  the  story  of  my  injury. 
Whereof  I  doubt  not  but  your  generous  heart 
Will  wed  the  just  revenge. 

D.  Jul.  You  may  rely  on  't,  sir,  without 
serves, 
To  th'  utmost  of  my  power. 

D.  Fed.  May  the  gods  reward  you. 
The  life  that  you  renew  to  these  grey  hairs! 
I  '11  take  my  leave  at  present,  and  return  t'; 
As  soon  as  from  the  diligences  used 
I  shall  have  clearer  lights. 

D.  Jul.  Here  you  shall  find  me  waiting  y 
commands. 
[Exit  Don  Pedro,  Don  Julio  aait< 
on  him  out. 

SCENE  changes. 

Enter  Don  Julio  and  Don  Fernando,  ai 
the  private  apartment. 

D,  JuL  I  hope  you  overheard  us. 

D.  Per.  All  distinctly. 
And  with  surprizing  joy  at  his  mistake. 
Did  ever  bloodhound,  in  a  hot  pursuit. 
Run  on  so  readily  upon  the  change  ? 

D,  Jul,  1  hope  it  bodes  good  fortune  in 
rest. 

D.  Per.  Were  e'er  two  friends  engaged  in 
adventure 
So  intricate  as  we,  and  so  capricious  ? 

D.  Jul.  Sure  never  in  this  world ;  methink 
merits 
A  special  recapitulation. 
You,  at  the  height  of  all  yoor  happiness. 
Supplanted  with  your  mistress  by  a  rival. 
You  neither  knew  nor  dreamt  ot;  evidence 
Anticipating  jealousy. 
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D.  Fer,  And  when  that  rival,  fallen  by  IDJ 
sword 
Id  her  own  presence,  is  by  miracle 
Revived,  and  fitter  to  serve  her  than  I, 
That  faithless  mistress,  with  the  same  assurance 
She  could  have  done  had  she  been  true  as  fai^^ 
And  for  tny  sake  expos'd  to  fatal  hazards^ 
Flies  to  my  arms  for  her  protection. 

D.  Jul,  And  whilst  that  you,  refining  point 
of  honoufy 
In  spite  of  rage,  expose  yourself  to  serve  her. 
She  asks,  and  takes,  with  a  vowed  indignation 
To  be  beholdeh  t'  ye,  new  obligations. 

D.  Fer,  I  have  recourse  unto  my  only  friend^ 


To  help  me  in  protecting  my  false  mistress, 
And  he,  at  the  same  time,  by  highest  powers 
Impos'd  upon,  to  be  her  persecutor. 

h,  Jul,  Whilst  the  same  ^iend,  and  by  the 
self-same  powers,  / 
Is  urg'd  to  act,  in  their  revehge,  against 
The  man  on  whom  you  most  desire  to  take  it; 
And  then,  to  heighten  all  beyond  invention. 
That  very  friend  is  forc*d,  even  in  tliat  instant^ 
To  a  dependence  on  your  only  aid. 
In  his  honour's  nearest  and  most  nice  concerns. 

D,  Fer,  Heaven  sure  delights  t'  involve  as  in 
a  kind 
Of  labyrinth^  will  pose  itself  t'  onwind.  [Exeunt, 


ACT   IV. 


SCENE  changes  to  the  Room  at  Don  Zancho's. 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  and  Chicbon  at  another 
iloor,  halting  atill,  with  a  staff, 

D,  Zan.  What,  here  again  already !  have  you 
sped? 

Chi,  Lame  as  I  am^  you  see  I  have  made 
good  speed 
lo  my  return,  whatever  I  have  had  in  my  errand. 

D,  Zan.  Leave,  fool,  your  quibbling,  and  de- 
liver me 

om  the  disquiet  of  uncertainty. 

Chi,   That  's  quickly  done:    set,   sir,  your 
heart  at  rest 

om  the  vain  hopes  of  ever  seeing  Blanca — 

>w  you  are  at  ease,  I  trow. 

D.  Zan,  You  '11  be  at  little,  unless  you  leave 
your  jesting 

ith  such  edge-tools — Is  banishment  from  her 

atter  of  raillery  }  Say,  sirrah,  and  say 

lickly,  what  hopes  ? 

— Pr'ythee,  if  thou  lov'st  me,  [Kindly, 

>ld  me  no  longer  in  suspense,  Chichon. 

Chi.  Why  then,  for  fear,  the  devil  a  bit  for 
love, 
I  '11  tell  you,  sir,  that  luckily  I  met 
The  drab  Francisca  at  the  capuchin's 
lodging,  behind  her  lady,  I  think  on  purpose : 
For  I  perceiv'd  her  eager  sparrow-hawk's  eye. 
With  her  veil  down  (ne'er  stirs  a  twiukling-wfaiile 
From  it's  sly  peeping-hole)  had  found  me  strait, 
I  took  my  time  i'  th*  nick,  but  she  out-nick'd  me; 
For  trudging  on,  her  face  another  way, 
With  such  a  voice,  as  some  you  have  seen  have 

had 
The  trick  to  draw  from  caverns  of  their  belly, 
And  make  one  think  it  came  from  a  mile  off. 
She  made  me  hear  these  words — About  twilight 
Fail  not  to  pass  by  our  door,  and  ask  no  more 
At  this  time,  varlet — And  thus,  sir,  you  see, 
That  neither  she  nor  I  have  been  prolix. 
For  this  is  all — You  have  leave  to  make  your 

comment 
Oo  a  brief  text. 


D,  Zan,  As  sweet  methinks  as  short;  such 
words  imply 
Little  less  than  a  demi-asslgnation. 

Chi,  All  puddings  have  two  ends,  and  most 
short  sayings 
Two  handles  to  their  meaning. 

D,  Zan,  I  'm  sure  I  'II  still  lay  hold  upon  the 
pleasing'st. 
Till  it  be  wrested  from  me ;  i'  th'  mean  while, 
If  any  visitants  come  this  afternoon. 
Be  sure  to  tell  them  I  am  gone  abroad. 
That  nothing  else  embark  us  at  the  time. 
You  shall  not  go  alone. 

Chi,  I  thank  you  for  it — 
I  cannot  go  alone.  [Holding  up  his  staff, 

[Exit  Chichom  halting, 

SCENE  changes  to  Don  J vlio*s  private 
Apartment, 

Enter  Don  Fernando  and  Julio. 

D,  Jul,  All  things  are  rightly  laid,  for  Violante 
Will  pass  the  afternoon  with  Blanca,  and  then, 
I  waiting  on  her  home  in  th'  evening,  Blanca 
Will  be  secure  from  me  till  late  at  night. 
I  shall  be  where  I  told  you,  in  full  view 
Of  those  two  windows :  If  the  gallant  come 
Up  the  great  stairs,  he  must  pass  through  that 

room. 
And  cannot  'scape  your  knowledge ;  if  up  the 

back  one. 
You  needs  must  see  him  passing  through  the 

entry 
Close  by  that  door.    If  this  latter  way, 
Be  sure  to  set  the  candle  in  that  window — 

[Pointing, 
If  up  the  other,  in  that — And  in  either  case, 
As  soon  as  he  's  within,  fail  not  to  bolt. 
On  th'  inside,  the  entry-door,  that  so  he  may 
Find  no  retreat  that  way,  I  coming  up 
The  other. 

D.  Fer,  Be  assured  I  shall  be  punctual. 
As  you  direct.  \^xc««\- 
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SCENE  changes  to  Don  Pedro's  Lodging. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  and  his  Servant  Fulvio. 

D.  Fed,  Are  you  sure  of  what  you  say  ? 

FuL  As  sure,  sir. 
As  my  own  eyes  can  make  roe  of  what  I  saw ; 
You  cannot  doubt  roy  khowing  him,  since  'twas  I 
(You  may  remember)  fetchM  the  surgeon  to  him, 
And  saw  his  wounds  dress'd  more  than  once  or 

twice. 
The  tavern  where  I  was,  looks  into  his  garden, 
And  there  I  left  him  walking,  to  come  tell  you. 

D.  Fed,  We  are  well  advancM  then  towards 
my  just  revenge. 
I  found  Don  Julio  as  ready  to  comply 
With  all  the  duke's  desires  as  I  could  wish ; 
And  my  great  fear  is  over,  that  Don  Zanclio 
Mieht  possibly  have  been  some  near  relation 
Of  his  own ;  so  that  now,  Fulvio,  if  you 
Keep  but  a  careful  eye  upon  his  motions, 
And  eive  me  notice,  he  can  hardly  'scape  us. 

Ful,  Doubt  not  my  diligence.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Garden, 

Enter  Blanca  avd  Francisca  as  in  a  fine 
garden  with  orange^trtes  and  fountains. 

Elan,  You  must  have  your  will ;  but  know, 
Francisca, 
If  you  expose  me  to  his  vanity, 
I  never  shall  forgive  you. 

JFVan.  I  tell  you,  madam,  I  will  bring  him  t'  ye 
So  mortify'd,  he  shall  an  object  be 
For  pity,  not  for  anger ;  you  'II  need  employ 
Kindness,  to  erect  the  poor  dejected  knight. 

Blan,  It  fell  out  luckily  that  Violante 
Came  hither;  for,  my  brother  now  engaged 
AVith  her,  we  Ve  safe  till  ten  o'clock  at  least. 

Fran.  But  how  shall  we  dispose  of  Silvia  ? 
It  will  be  hard  to  'scape  her  observation, 
For  she  has  wit,  and  of  the  dangerous  kind, 
A  melancholy  wit — O  the  unlucky  star, 
That  leads  a  lady,  engaged  in  love-intrigues. 
To  take  a  new  attendant  near  her  person  ! 

fi/an.  Twas  an  unluckiness ;  but  Violante 
Could  not  be  deny'd,  I  having  told  her 
So  often  that  1  wanted  one ;  besides, 
Who  could  have  thought  sh'  had  one  ready  at 

hand? 
But  we  must  make  the  best  on  't  for  this  night : 
T  will  not  be  hard  to  busy  her  till  *t  be  late, 
In  the  perfuming-room.    This  near  occasion 
Well  o'er,  I  think  it  will  not  be  amiss, 
Against  another,  to  say  somewhat  to  her, 
That  may,  in  case  she  have  perceiv'd  any  thing, 
Persuade  her  she  is  not  distrusted. 

Fran,  Madam,  take  heed  of  that:  whene'er 
you  find 
It  necessary  to  say  any  thing, 
Be  sure  to  say  that,  that  she  may  think  all. 
Take  one  rule  more  from  my  experience: 
Nothing  so  fatal  as  a  confidence 


By  halves  in  amorous  transactions* 
But  here  she  comes — 

Enter  Elvira. 

hlan.  Come,  Silvia,  and  take  jour  part 
this  sweet  place ; 
This  is  a  day  indeed  to  taste  its  freshness. 
Elv,  Madam,  I    needs  mast  say,  within 
town 
I  never  saw  so  fine  a  one. 

Blan,  In  truth 
I  think  not  many  sweeter — Those  fonntaios. 
Playing  among  the  orange^ rees  and  mynles. 
Have  a  fine  mix'd  effect  on  all  the  senses. 
But  think  not,  Silvia,  to  enjoy  the  pleasare 
Without  contributing  to  make  it  more. 
Elv,  How  can  I  be  so  happy  ?   •* 
Blan,  Francisca  tells  me  she  has  over-bes 
you     . 
Warbling  alone  such  notes  unto  yourself, 
As  have  not  only  n  good  voice  betray 'd. 
But  skill  to  manage  it. 
Elv,  It  is  Francisca 
That  has  betray'd  a  very  ill  one,  madam. 
Blan.  Under  yon  palm-tree's  shade  there 
a  seat 
That  yields  to  none,  in  the  advantages 
It  lends  to  musick,  let  *s  go  sit  down  there ; 
For  this  first  time  one  song  shall  satisfy. 
Elv,  When  you  have  heard  that  one,  I  sh 
not  fear 
Your  asking  me  another. 

[They  go  and  sit  down  under  thepalm4n 
ana  Elvira  sings, 

THE  SONG. 

See,  O  see  ! 

How  every  tree. 

Every  bower. 

Every  flower, 
A  new  life  gives  to  others^  joys  ; 

WhiUt  that  I, 

Grief  stricken,  lie, 

^or  can  meet 

With  any  sweet. 
But  whatjaster  mine  destroys. 
What  are  all  the  senses'  pleasures. 
When  the  mind  has  lost  all  measures  ? 

Hear,  0  hear  / 

How  sweet  and  clear 

The  nightingale. 

And  waters  fall. 
In  concert  join  for  other^  ears  ; 

Whilst  to  me. 

For  harmony. 

Every  air 

Echoes  despair. 
And  every  drop  prox>okes  a  tear. 
What  are  the  senses*  pleasures. 
When  the  mind  has  tost  all  measures  f 
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Blan.  I  thank  yoa,  Silvia;  but  I  ^11  not  allow 
One  of  your  Touth  to  nourish  melancholy 
By  tuues  and  words  so  flattering  to  that  passion. 

Eh.  The  happiness  of  serving  you  may  fit  me 
In  time  for  gayer  things. 

Blan.  I  will  not  ask  another  for  the  present. 
Not  for  your  reason,  but  because  I  ^11  be 
More  moderate  in  my  pleasures.    Now,  Silvia, 
I  have  a  task  to  give  you. 

Elv.  Whate'er  it  be,  't  will  be  a  pleasing  one, 
Of  your  iinpusing. 

Blan,  Tis  to  gather  store  of 
Fresh  orange-flowers,  and  then  carefully 
To  shift  the  oils  in  the  perfuming-room. 
As  in  the  several  ranges  you  shall  see 
The  old  begin  to  witliert  To  do  it  well 
Will  take  you  up  some  hours ;  but  'tis  a  work 
I  oft  perform  myself;  and,  that  you  may 
Be  sure  not  to  mistake,  I  *11  go  thither 
With  you,  and  shew  you  the  manner  of  it. 

£iv,  I  hope  I  shall  not  fail,  so  well  instructed. 

[Exeunt, 

SC£N£  changes  to  the  Room  at  Don  Zanqoo's. 

Enter  Don  Zancuo  and  Chicbon. 

Chi,  Y*  are  so  impatient,  sir,  you  will  mar  all ! 
I  tell  you  that  'tis  yet  too  light  by  half, 
The  sun  is  hardly  set ;  pray  fetch  a  turn 
Or  two  more  in  the  garoen,  ere  you  go.    [night, 

D.  Zan.   You  must  be  governor,  I  see,  to- 
You  are  so  proud  o*  th*  service  you  have  done ; 
Come  away.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Garden  again. 

Elvira  appears  in  the  Garden,  as  gathering 
flowers  jfrom  the  orange^trees,  and  then  with 
her  apron  fully  going  away^  says : 

Eh,  The  task  enjoiu*d  me  is  a  sweet  one, 
truly. 
But  I  smell  somewhat  more  in  the  iinposal. 
So  far  I  am  happy  yet  in  my  misfortune. 
That  I  am  lighted  into  a  Indy's  service 
Of  an  obliging  humour ;  but  roost  of  all 
One  that,  as  kind  as  she  is,  I  see  's  as  glad 
To  leave  me  alone,  as  I  to  be  it.    Somewhat 
There  is  mysterious  in  her  looks  and  conduct. 
Such  motions  just,  such  inequalities. 
Such  flatteries  to  those  I  trusted  least. 
Such  pretty  employments  found  to  busy  those 
I  would  be  rid  of,  and  such  arts  as  these 
To  single  out  lier  confident,  un-noted, 
I  well  remember  would  Elvira  use, 
Whilst  the  unquiet  joys  of  love  possess'd  her, 
How  innocent  soever.    And  besicles, 
Franciscans  sitting  up  so  late  last  night. 
And  going  up  and  down  so  warMy, 
Whilst  others  slept,  is  evidence  enough 
What  god  reigns  here,  as  well  as  at  the  court. 
But  1  forget  myself— Let  descants  cease. 
Who  serves,  though  she  observes,  must  hold  her 
peace.  [Exit  Elvira. 

VOL.    III. 


SCENE  ehangts  to  the  Frotpect  of  Valencia. 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  with  his  cloak  aver  his  face, 

and  Chichon. 

J>.  Zan,  Advance,  Chichon,  1 11  follow  at  a 
distance: 
Tis  the  right  time,  just  light  enough,  you  see, 
For  warned  expecters  to  know  one  another. 
I  hope  she  will  not  fail  you. 

Chi.  She  fail  us  | 
No  centinel  perdu  is  half  so  alert 
As  she,  in  these  occasions. 

Enter  Francisca  veiled,  peeping  as  out  ofthi 
portal  of  Don  Julio  s  £>use. 

Fran,  There  comes  the  varlet,  and  I  'm  moch 
deceiv'd 
Or  that 's  his  master  lagging  at  a  distance— 
I  '11  give  them  a  go-by,  cover'd  with  my  veil. 

[She  passes  by  them  heedlessly. 
Chi,  By  that  light,  as  little  as  *tis,  'tis  she : 
I  '11  to  her. 

D.  Zan.  And  I  '11  stand  close  the  while — 
When  you  have  broken  the  ice,  I  *11  take  my 
time. 
[Chichon ^oiff^  toFRAMCiscA,  lays  hold 
of  her  veil,  and  she  turns  about. 
Chi.  What  signifies  a  veil  to  hide  my  doxy, 
When  every  motion  of  a  leg  or  wing 
Darts  round  perfuming  and  informing  airs  ? 
Thou  art  the  very  colliflower  of  women. 
Fran.   And  thou  the  very  cabbage-stalk  of 
|nen, 
That  never  stunk  to  me,  as  does  a  blab. 

Chi.  Curse  on  thee,  hold  thy  tongue — Dosl 
thou  not  see 
Who  stands  against  tliat  wall  ? 
Fran.  Away,  sauce4>ox — 

[She  thrusting  him  off,  goes  on. 

[Don  Zavcho  uts  himself  just  in  her  way, 

and  makes  as  if  he  would  lie  down  in  tt. 

D.  Zan.  Pass,  trample  on  me,  do,  trample— 

But  hear  me. 
JFVan.  These  shoes  have  been  my  lady's,  aftd 
she  'd  ne'er 
Foigive  it,  should  they  do  you  so  mu<ih  honotur. 

[Shewing  her  foot. 
Tis  thou  hast  caus'd  all  this. 

[Aside,  turning  to  Chicboh. 
Chi.  Fire  on  thy  tongue— 
D.  Zan.  Ah,  my  Francisca,  if  there  be  no 
hopes 
Of  pardon,  nor  of  pity — yet  at  least 
Let  Blanca,  for  her  own  sake,  be  so  just 
As  not  to  give  me  cruel  death  unheard  : 
Do  you  your  part  at  least,  and  do  but  give  her 
This  letter  from  me — 

[He  offers  her  a  letter,  and  she  start- 
ing back. 
Fran.  Gnaida— That  *s  a  thing 
She  has  forbidden  with  such  menaces, 
I  dare  as  well  become  another  Porcia, 
And  eat  red  burning  coals.    I  had  much  raUvsc 
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Consent,  that,  now  she 's  all  alone  at  home, 
You  should  transportedly  rush  in  upon  her. 
As  following  me ;  so  possibly  you  might 
Attain  your  end,  without  exposing  me ; 
Who,  in  that  case,  know  how  to  act  my  part 
So  smartly  against  you,  as  shall  keep  her  clear 
From  all  suspicion — But  I  am  to  blame 
Thus  to  forget  my  duty ;  1*11  stay  no  longer. 
[He  stops  hery  nnd,  pulling  out  a  purse  of 
money,  puts  it  into  her  hand* 
D,  Zaii,  Spoke  like  an  angel. 
[Fbanci^a  offers  to  restore  the  purse,  hut 
yet  holding  itjast. 
Fran.  This  is,  you  know,  superfluous  with 
me. 
And  shocks  my  humour— But  any  thuig  from 

you — 
Be  sure  you  follow  boisterously. 

[She  trudges  away,  and  goes  in  hastily,  as 
at  Julio's  house,  and  Don  Zancho 
follows  her  in.    Chichon  stops  at  the 
door. 
Chi.  I  '11  bring  you  no  ill-luck  a  second  time; 
If  for  sport*s  sake  you  have  projected  me 
Another  somerset  from  the  balcony, 
Make  your  account  that  'tis  already  done. 
Here  yon  will  find  me  halting  in  the  street. 

[Exit  Cbichon. 

SCENE  changes   to    Donna  Blakca's  Anti- 
chamber. 

Enter  Blanc  a. 

. 

Blan.  How  true  it  is  that  nature  cheats  man- 
kind. 
And  makes  us  think  ourselves  the  only  tasters 
Of  pure  delight  and  bliss;  when  as  indeed, 
Oppressing  us  with  pains  and  griefs,  she  makes 
Deliverance  from  them  pass  for  solid  pleasure ! 
M^itness  in  me  those  images  of  joy 
Wherewith  she  flatters  now  my  expectation : 
What  will  its  highest  satisfaction  be  ? 
At  mosty  but  ease  from  what  tormented  me. 

Enter  Fbakcisca  hastily. 

Fran.  It  now  imports,  you  have  affected  rage 
As  ready  at  hand  as  usually  you  have 
Anger  in  earnest — But  above  all,  be  sure 
You  discharge  it  smartly  upon  me,  tor  here 
He  presses  at  my  heels. 

Enter  Don  Zancho,  and  goes  to  cast  himself  at 
Donna  Blahca's  feet,  and  she  starting  back 
from  hitn, 

Blan,  What  insolence  is  this  ? 
—Think  not,  Francisca, 
That  I  am  to  be  fooFd — ^This  is  your  work : 
You  shall  not  stay  an  hour  within  these  walls; 
By  all  that 's  good  you  shall  not ! 

Fran,  For  Heaven's  sake,  madaro^  be  not  so 

unjust  [Whining. 

To  an  old  servant,  always  full  of  duty.         [me 

But  can  I  govern  madmen  ?  would  f  have  liad 


Make  all  the  street  take  notice?  There  be  at* 

tack'd  me 
With  such  transportment,  the  whole  town  hsii 

rung  on  \ 
Had  I  not  run  away.    Could  I  imagine 
A  man  so  wild  as  to  pursue  me  hither 
Into  your  presence  ? 

Blan,  It  is  well^  Don  Zancho, 

[Severely  and  scamfulfy, 
Blanca  may  be  thus  used ;  bat  he  that  does  it 

ShaU  find 

[She  turns  away  as  going  out,  he  holds  her 
by  the  sleeve, 
D.  Zan.  Pardon  this  rudeness,  madam;  bot 
a  man 
Made  desperate  hath  nothing  mote  to  manage. 
Hither  I  come  to  give  you  satisfaction  ; 
And  if  my  reasons  can  t,  my  heart  blood  shiD: 
But  you  must  hear  me,  or  here  see  me  dead. 
Btan,  Since  to  be  rid  of  him,  Francisca,  I  set 

5  Turning  to  Feavcisca. 
ergo  of  hearing  him, 
Keep  cnreiiil  watch,  to  prevent  accidents. 
Fran.  Madam,  your  closet  will  be  much  more 
proper 
For  such  a  conference ;  for  in  case  joor  brother 
Should  come,  Don  Zancho  has  a  safe  retreat 
From  thence  down  the  back  stairs.     I  shall  be 

sure 
To  give  you  timely  notice. 

D,  Zan.  And  I  know  perfectly  the  pasnge 
thorough 
Th'  entry,  I  've  come  up  more  than  once  thtf 

way, 
During  my  hnppy  days. 

Blan,  1  think  y*  have  reason;  unce  I  most 
have  patience. 
Light  us  in  thither. 

[Francisca  takes  the  lights,  andgouig 
before  them,  exeunt  omnes, 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Prospect  of  Valencia. 

Enter  Don  Julio,  as  in  the  portal  of  his  on 

house. 

D.  Jul,  The  light  was  in  the  farther  window, 
therefore 
He  went  up  this  way :  now  if  Fernando 
Have  not  forgot  to  bolt  the  entry-door. 
He  cannot  'scape  us,  sure,  whoe'er  he  be. 
'         Tis  the  only  comfort. 
In  such  misfortunes,  when  a  man  hath  mess 
To  right  his  honour,  without  other  help 
Than  such  a  friend,  as  is  another  self. 
And  that  the  shame  *s  even  from  domesticks  hil 
Until  it  be  revenj^'d. 

[Exit  Don  Julio,  as  going  into  las 
own  house. 

Enter  Chichon,  as  coming  out  of  the  porch  b^ 
fore  JDon  Julio's  house. 

Chi.  *Slight!  'tis  Don  Julio,  that  I  saw  go  i 
My  master 's  like  to  pass  his  time  but  ill; 
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I  '11  Steal  in  after  and  obsenre ;  althoogh 
My  courage  cannot  steed  him,  my  wit  may, 
Aa  thinES  may  possibly  fall  out. 

[Exit  Chichon,  as  itealing  after  Don 
Julio  into  his  home. 


SCENE  changes  to  Donna  Blanc a*s  Closet, 

Enter  Don  Zancho  and  Donna  Blanca,  as  in 

her  closet, 

Blan»  As  fine  a  story  as  may  be — ^No,  Don 
Zancboy 
I  Blanca  Rocca  am  not  charta  blanca. 
Fit  to  receive  whate*er  impression 
Your  art 

Enter  Francisca  hastily, 

Fran.  Your  brother  's  in  tlie  hall  already ; 
Quickf  quick,  and  let  him  find  you  in  your 

chamber 
Before  Your  ^lass,  I  have  set  it  ready  there. 
Whilst  he  retires  the  way  it  was  resoIv*d. 

[Pointing  to  Don  Zancho. 
[Fbancisca  takes  the  candle^  and  exeunt 
she  and  Donna  Blanca;  Don  Zancuo 
another  way, 

SCENE  changes  to  Donna  Blanca*s  Bed" 

chamber. 

Re-enter  Donna  Blanca  and  Franctsca,  as  in 
Blanca's  chamber f  she  newly  seated  at  her 
toiletf  and  beginning  to  unpin. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

D.  Jul.  Blanca,  I  thought  you  had  been  a-bed 
ere  this: 
Have  you  had  company  to  entertain  you. 
And  keep  you  up  beyond  your  usual  hour? 

Blan.  What  company  can  I  liave,  you  abroad, 
At  this  time  of  the  night  ? 

X).  Jul.  I  fain  would  find  out  some  such  as 
might  please  you :  [Ironically, 

Francisca,  take  a  candle  and  light  me  in 
To  Blanca's  closet. 

Blan,  Good  brother,  what's  the  matter  ? 
You  were  not  wont  to  be  so  curious 
As  thus  to  pry  into  my  privacies. 

D,  Jul.  That  you  shall  know  anon — Do  as  I 
bid  you, 
Francisca. 

[Francisca  takes  one  of  the  candles,  and 
going  before  him  stumbles^  and  falling 
puts  out  the  light.  Don  Julio  taking 
it  up,  lights  it  again  at  the  other  on  the 
tabUf  and  going  with  it  himself  towards 
Donna  Blanca's  clout. 


D.  Jul,  These  '  tricks  ore  lost  on  me.  [Exit, 

Fran,  Let  him  go,  now  we  have  gain'a  time 
enough. 

Blan,  Thanks  to  thy  timely  fall. 

Fran.  Persons  employ'd 
In  such  trusts  must  have  their  wits  about  them: 
Tis  clear  that  he  suspects,  but  know  he  cannot. 
When  once  you  see  all  safe,  'twill  then  import 

you 
To  play  the  tyrant  over  him,  with  reproaches 
For  tlus  his  jealousy. 

Blan,  Let  me  alone  for  that ; 
But  let  us  follow  him  in,  that  we  may  mark 
His  whole  demeanor.  [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Don  Zancho  tn  disorder, 

D,  Zan,  Curse  on  *t,  the  entry  door  's  bolted 
within. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  [He  pauses* 

—I  must  seek  a  way 

Through  the  perfuming-ioom,  into  the  garden. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Don  Julio  with  a  candle  in  his  hand, 
and  passing  hastily  over  the  stage, 

D.  Jul.  He  must  be  gone  this  way,  there  is 
no  other. 
The  entry  door  was  bolted. 

Enter  Donna  Blanca  and  Francisca,  who  pass 
over  the  stage,  as  stealing  after  Don  Julio. 

Fran,  All 's  safe,  he  takes  that  way;  let  him 
a  God's  name 
Follow  his  nose  to  the  perfuming-room. 

Blan.  He  '11  fright  poor  Silvia  but  of  her  wits; 
But  I  '11  come  to  her  succour,  with  a  peal 
I  '11  ring  him. 

[Exeunt  Donna  Blanca  and  Francisca, 


SCENE  changes  to  the  Laboratory. 

[Here  is  to  open  a  curious  Scene  of  a  Labora^ 
tory  in  perspective,  with  a  fountain  in  it, 
some  stills,  many  shelves,  with  pots  ofporcc^ 
lain  and  glasses,  with  pictures  above  them  ; 
the  room  paved  with  black  and  white  mar^ 
ble,  with  a  prospect  through  pillars  at  the 
end,  discovering  the  full  moon,  and  by  its 
light  a  perspective  of  orange  trees  ;  and  to- 
wards that  farther  end  Elvira  appears  at 
a  table,  shifting fiofpers,  her  back  turned. 

Enter  Don  Zancho  hastily ;  Elvira  turning 
about,  they  both  startle,  and  stand  a  while  as  it 
were  amazed. 

D,  Zan.  O  heavens  !  what  is  't  I  see  ?  Tia 
mere  illusion. 
Or  'tis  the  devil  in  that  angel's  form, 
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Come  here  to  finish,  by  another  handi 
The  fatal  work  that  she  began  upon  me 
By  Don  Fernando*s. 

Elv,  Good  gods!  Zancbohere!  it  cannot  be. 
Or  *tis  his  ghost,  come  to  revenge  bis  death 
i)n  its  occasioner ;  for,  were  he  alive. 
He  could  not  but  have  more  humanity 
Than  (having  been  my  ruin  at  Madrid, 
And  robb*d  me  of  my  home  and  honour  there) 
To  envy  me  an  obscure  shelter  here. 

[Whilst  they  amazed  $iep  back  from  one 
i$nother^  enter  Don  Julio,  who  teeing 
Don  Zavcho  with  hit  back  towards  him, 
drawing  his  sword,  says  : 
D.  Jul.  Thiulc  not  (whoe'er  thou  art)  by  fly- 
ing thus 
From  room  to  room,  to  'scape  my  just  revenge; 
Shouldst  thou  retire  to  th'  center  of  the  earth, 
This  sword  should  find  thee  there,  and  pierce 
thy  heart. 
[Throwing  down  the  candle,  he  makes  to- 
wards Don  Zancho,  but  upon  his  turn- 
ing about  towards  him,  he  makes  a  little 
stop,  and  says  .* 
Nay  then,  if  it  be  you,  I  'm  happy  yet 
In  my  misfortune,  since  the  gods  thus  give  me 
The  means  at  once,  and  by  the  self-same  stroke. 
To  right  my  honour,  and  revenge  my  firiend ; 
And,  by  that  action,  fully  to  comply 
With  what  the  duke  requires  in  the  behalf 
Of  wrong'd  Don  Pedro. 

[Don  Julio  makes  at  Don  Zancho  ;  he 
draws,  and  they  begin  to  fight ;  Elvira, 
trying  out  help  /  help  !  runs  to  part 
them,  and  they  stop  upon  her  interposing. 

Enter  Don  Fernando  hastily  over  the  stage,  as 
coming  from  the  private  apartment. 

D.  Fer.  I  hear  an  out-cry  and  clattering  of 
swords ; 
My  friend  eneag'd,  must  find  me  by  his  side. 

[  Exit,  and  r^-€nters  at  another  door^ 

[As  Fernando  comet  to  the  door  of  the  per- 

fuming-room,  seeing  them  at  a  stand,  he 

stops  and  stands  close. 

D.  Fer.  They  are  parlying ;  let's  hear.  [Aside. 

[Blanca  and  Fravcibca  passing  oter  the 

Blan.  Twas  Silvia's  voice;  my  heart  misgives 

me  somewhat. 
fran.  Tis  some  new  accident,  or  some  mis- 
take, 
Don  Zancho  cannot  but  be  safe  long  since. 
Blan.  However,  let  us  in  and  see. 
[Exeunt  Blanca  and  Francisca,  and  re- 
enter  as  at  another  door  of  the  perfuming" 
room,  and  wake  a  stand,  as  surprized 
with  what  they  see. 
filan.  We  are  all  undone,  I  fear. 
Fran.  A  little  patience. 

[C  H  ic  H ON  stealing  over  the  stage. 
Chi,  The  noise  is  towards  theperfuming-room. 


I  know  the  back  way  to  it  throogb  tbe  gardes. 
[Exit  CuiCHON,  and  re-entertat  thcfKriher 
end  of  the  laboratory,  and  stands  clett* 
D.  Zan.  Wit  must  repair  tbe  disadvantages 
I  'm  under  here,  and  save  my  Blanca's  Iiodov; 
That  once  secur'd,  there  will  be  time  enough 
To  salve  Elvira's  [AtidL 

[Whilst  thitpatset,  Elvira  Ao^  Julio  ijr 
the  arm,  he  striving  to  get  from  her. 
Since,  by  this  lady's  interpoaiog  thus. 
You  have  thought  fit  our  sworos  should  pause  s 

w^ile. 
It  may,  I  tbmk,  consist  enough  with  hoooar. 
So  far  to  seek  your  satisfoction,  sir. 
As  to  remove  mistakes.   Know  then,  Don  Joiio, 
That,  though  I  have  presum'd  upon  your  htrnx, 
I  have  not  wrong'd  your  honour  ;  it  is  she 
With  whom  you  find  me,  that  hath  brought  oe 

hither ; 
Her  I  have  long  ador*d,  and,  having  got 
Intelligence  that  she  was  here  conceard, 
My  passion,  I  confess,  transported  me 
Beyond  that  circumspection  and  regard 
Which  men  of  quality  use,  and  ought  t*  oberve 
Towards  one  another's  dwellings. 

D.  Jul,  Good  gods,  what  an  adventure  's 
here!    Yet  all 
Is  well,  so  Blanca's  honour  be  but  safe.  [AsOt, 
Sir,  you  surprize  me  much,  can  this  be  true? 

[To  Don  Zancio. 

Blan.  Francisca^  heard'st  thou  that?  hadefcr 

man 

So  ready  a  wit,  in  such  an  exigent  ?         [Asiii. 

D.  Jul.  [to  Elvira.]  What  say  yoQ,madaiB? 

Fran.  We  *re  surer  lost  than  ever,  unless  sbe 

Have  wit  and  heart  to  take  the  thing  upon  her. 

[AsidL 
Madam,  make  signs  to  her,  and  earnestly. 

[TbBLASCA. 

[Blanca  makes  camezi  signzto  Elvjia. 
Fran,  [(ttide  to  Blanca.]  She  looks  this  wtf, 
as  if  she  comprehended 
Your  meaning. 

Elv.  I  understand  Iier,  and  I  know  as  weM 
What  mischief  I  may  bring  upon  myself; 
But  let  Elvira  still  do  generously. 
And  leave  the  rest  to  Ute.  Mit^ 

Sir,  since  you  press  me,     [To  Don  Jtiio. 

My  humour  ne'er  could  disavow  a  truth — 
Don  Zancho's  passion  and  transponmeots forme, 
Beyond  all  rules  of  temjper  and  discretion, 
Have  been  the  cause  otall  my  sad  misfortunes. 
And  still,  I  see,  must  be  tbe  cause  of  more. 
D.  Jul.  Unhappy  creature !   how  thou  but 
deceiv'd 
My  prone  persuasion  of  thy  innocence !    . 
D.  Zan.  If  that  suffice  not,  air,  you  bare  dai 
ready 
To  give  you  satisfaction.  [Holding  omt  histseerl 
D.  Fer.  Hell  and  furies  ! — but  I  will  yet  cos- 
tain 
Myself,  and  see  how  far  my  friend  will  drive  ** 

[^Ut- 
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D.  JuL  Stay,  Don  Zancbo, 
And  answer  me  one  question — Is  tliis  night 
The  first  of  your  presuming  thus  to  enter 
My  house  by  stealth  ? 

D.  Zan,  The  quere  is  malicious ; 
But  1  must  thorough)  as  I  have  begun.      [Atide. 
Bian,  [aside  to  Fbancisca.]  There  was  a  ques- 
tion riiakes  me  tremble  still. 
D,  Zan,  No,  sir,  it  is  not:  I'll  keep  nothing 
from  you ; 
Last  night  upon  the  same  occasion- 
I>.  Jul.  Hold — ^it  suffices. 
Fran,  [aside  hastily  to  Blanc  a.]  All  's  safe, 
you  see :  for  God*8  sake  let 's  away 
Ere  Julio  perceive  us ; 

You  r  presence  here  can  serve  for  nothing,  madam , 
But  to  beget  new  chances  and  suspicions. 

[Exeunt  Blanca  and  Francisca. 
[Don  Fervaudo  rushes  out,  drawing  his 
swords 
D.  Fer,  Yes,  it  suffices,  Julio,  to  make 
This  hand  strike  surer  than  it  did  before. 

Eh,  Nothing  was  wanting  to  my  misery, 
But  his  being  here  to  over-hear — But  yet 
I  must  not  suflFer  the  same  hand  to  kill  him 
A  second  time,  upon  a  greater  error 
Than  was  the  first.  [Aside, 

[Don  Fernando  making  at  Don  Zancho; 
Elvira  steps  Itetween,  and  Julio  also 
offers  to  stay  him, 
D,  Fer,  [striving  to  come  at  Don  Zancuo.] 
Strive  to  protect  your  gallant  from  me,  do ; 
Strive,  but  in  vain«-The  gods  themselves  cannot— 
What  you,  Don  Julio,  too  ? 

[CaicHON  running  out  from  the  place  where 
he  Issrk^d,  strikes  out  both  the  lights  with 
his  hat. 
Chi,  I  have  lov*d  to  see  fighting;  but,  at  pre- 
sent, 
I  love  to  hinder  seeing  how  to  fight.  [work 

Knights,  brandish  your  blades,  *t  will  make  fine 
Among  the  gallipots  !  [Aloud. 

You  have  me  by  your  side,  sir,  let  them  come ; 
They  are  but  two  to  two.         [As  to  his  master. 


Sir,  follow  roe,  I  Ml  bring  you  to  the  door. 

[Aside  to  his  master,  and  pulling  him, 
D,  Zan,  There  's  no  dishonour  in  a  wise  re» 
treat 
From  disadvantages,  to  meet  again 
One's  enemy  upon  a  fairer  score. 

[Chic HON  pushing  his  master  before  him 
out  of' door, 
Chi,   [aside  to  his  Master.]  There  'tis;  ad* 
vance,  sir,  I  Ml  make  good  the  rear. 
[Exit  Don  Zanoho  and  Cnicnov* 
D,  Jul,  Ho!  who 's  without?  bring  lights! 

[Hie  stamps, 

^They  cannot  hear  us. 

The  room  is  so  remote  from  all  the  rest. — 
What  a  confusion  's  this  f  recall,  Fernando, 

[To  Fernando. 
Your  usual  temper,  and  let 's  leave  this  place, 
And  that  unhappy  maid,  unto  its  darknessi 
To  hide  her  blushes,  since  her  shame  it  cannot. 
[Exit  Don  Julio  groping,  and  drawing 
Don  Fernando  with  him, 
Elv,  [sola,]  Darkness  and  horror,  welcome, 
since  the  gods 
Live  in  the  dark  themselves — For  had  they  hght 
Of  what 's  done  here  below,  they  would  afford 
Some  ray  to  shine  on  injur'd  innocence. 
And  not,  instead  thereof,  thus  multiply 
Obscuring  clouds  uptm  it,  such  as  the  sun, 
Sliould  he  with  all  his  beams  illuminate 
Men*s  understandings,  scarce  could  dissipate.  - 
I  now  begin  to  pardon  thee,  Fernando, 
Since  what  thou  hast  heard  in  this  inchanted  place 
Carries  conviction  in  't  against  my  firmness, 
Above  the  power  of  nature  to  suspend 
My  condemnation :  unless  wrongM  virtue  might 
£x[>ect  in  thee  a  justice  so  refin*d. 
As  ne'er  was  found  in  man  to  womankind. 
*Tis  now  I  must  confess,  the  lost  Elvira 
Fit  only  for  a  cloister;  where  secure 
In  her  own  spotless  mind,  she  may  defy 
All  censures;  and  without  impiety 
Itepronch  her  fate,  even  to  the  Deity. 

[Exit,  groping  her  way. 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Don  Julio  talking  to  himself,  and  at 
another  door  Fernando,  who  perceiving  it, 
stands  close, 

D.  Jul,  Blest  be  the  gods,  that  yet  my  ho- 
nour 's  safe. 
Amidst  such  strange  perplexities,  from  which 
Fortune  and  wit,  I  think,  together  join'd 
With  all  their  strength,  could  hardly  an  issue  find. 
To  temper,  comfort,  or  to  serve  my  friend 
What  argument?  what  means?  how  to  assist 
Don  Pedro  in  his  aims,  and  to  comply 
With  what  I  owe  the  duke,  I  see  as  little  ; 
And  lets  conceive,  how  to  behave  myself 
As  ought  a  gentleman  towards  a  lady. 


With  tvhose  protection  he  hath  charg'd  himself. 
And  brought  her  to  his  house  on  that  assurance ; 
Whom  to  expose,  cannot  consist  with  honour, 
However  she  may  have  exposed  her  own : 
And  least  of  all,  how  to  repair  to  Blanca 
The  injury  1  have  done  her,  whose  high  spirit 
I  fear  will  be  implacable.    O  heavens ! 
What  a  condition's  mine  ? 

[He  stands  pausing,  and  startles  seeing 
Don  Fernando. 

Enter  Don  Fernando. 

D,  Fer,  Pardon,  dear  cousin,  if  to  avoid  one 
rudeness 
I  hare  another  unawares  committed^ 
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Whilst  fearing  to  iiiterrapt,  I  have  overheard  i 
Yet  nothing,  cousin,  but  the  sel^ame  things. 
My  thoughts  have  been  revolving  all  this  night, 
Concerned  for  yon,  much  more  than  for  myself; 
For  I,  upon  reflection,  find  I  am 
Much  easier  than  I  was ;  by  certainty 
Freed  from  the  sorest  weight,  perplexity. 
In  the  first  place,  you  must  forgive  your  friend 
The  high  distemper  of  last  night's  transportments ; 
I  hope  you  *U  find  me  well  recovered  from  them, 
And  that  my  morning  resolutions  are 
Such  as  will  make  amends. 

jD.  Jul,  Make  no  excuse,  dear  friend ;  such 
provocations 
Surprizing  are  above  philosophy; 
And  *tis  no  small  experiment  of  your's. 
If  after  them  you  can  have  brought  yourself 
So  soon  to  fix  a  judgment  what  to  do. 

D.  Fer»  I  have  fix'd  on  that|  which  I  am  sure 
will  serve 
All  interests  but  my  own,  as  heretofore 
I  understood  my  happiness ;  but  now 
I  shall  no  longer  place  it  in  any  thing 
dependent  on  the  wild  caprice  of  others. 

No,  Julio, 

I  will  be  happy  even  in  spite  of  fate. 
By  carrying  generosity  up  to  the  heights 
Elvira  shall  her  dear  bliss  owe  to  me, 
Not  only  by  desisting,  but  by  making 
Her  lov  d  Don  Zancho  marry  her ;  his  refusal 
Alone,  can  make  me  kill  him  o*er  a^ain. 

X>.  Jul,  Since  that  unhappy  maid,  with  all 
her  beauty. 
And  that  high  quality,  hath  made  herself 
Unworthy  of  your  marriage,  certainly 
None  but  Fernando  ever  could  have  pitched 
Upon  so  noble  a  thought :  but  think  withal 
What  difficulties  are  likely  to  obstruct  it. 

J^.  Fer,  Say  what  occurs  to  you* 

J).  Jul,  Don  Zancho  is  a  man  of  wit  and 
courage ; 
And  though  his  passion  out  of  doubt  be  great, 
Since  it  hath  made  him  do  so  wild  an  action. 
As  that  of  coming  twice  into  my  house 
After  so  strange  a  manner ;  yet,  Fernando, 
Yon  cannot  but  imagine  such  a  one 
Likely  to  have  quite  different  reflections 
Upon  Elvira's  conduct  for  a  wife, 
From  what  he  has  upon  it  for  a  mistress  t 
They  are  two  notions  very  differing. 
Besides,  should  the  proposal  but  appear 
In  the  least  kind  to  spring  from  your  desire, 
Whose  former  commerce  with  her  *s  not  unknown, 
It^*were  the  only  way  to  drive  him  off 
Past  all  recall  x  I  think,  few  liave  accepted 
Wives  recommended  to  them  by  their  rival. 

I>.  Fer,  In  that  y'  have  reason,  I  confess. 
But,  Julio, 
Think  of  the  way,  for  marry  her  he  must, 
Or  die,  and  by  no  other  hand  but  mine. 
I  am  thinking  of  it,  and  I  hope  to  purpose. 

D.  Jul,  [pauiing.^    What  interposer  can  be 
found  so  fie 


As  Blanca  in  this  business?  since  Don  Zancho 
Has  long  been  her  particular  acquaintance  ? 
And  what  can  be  more  natural,  than  for  her 
To  take  to  heart  Elvira's  chief  concernment. 
Whom  he  finds  here  retir'd  in  her  misfortune. 
As  to  her  surest  firiends? 

D,  Fer,  Y'  have  lighted,  consio,  on  the  only 
way; 
And  lose  no  time,  I  beg  you. 

D.  Jul.  The  least  that  may  be ;  bat  you  must 
consider 
In  what  a  predicament  I  am  likely 
To  be  with  Blanca  at  present. 

D*  Fer.  I  understand  you  (since  the  jealousy 
You  express'd  of  her.)    But  'tis  to  be  hoped 
The  peace  will  not  be  long  a  making. 

D.  JuL  You  little  know  her  spirit,  once  in* 
flain'd. 
But  as  I  *11  lose  no  time,  so  I  '11  omit 
No  art,  to  bring  her  to  a  temper  fit 
To  hear  and  to  advance  the  proposition. 

D.  Fer.  Heaven  give  you  good  success ! 

D,  JuL  [turning  back  to  Fern  ah  do.]    I  had 
forgot  to  tell  you,  that  I  think 
It  will  be  necessary,  that  as  soon 
As  I  have  weather'd  Blauca's  storm,  I  make 
A  visit  to  Don  Pedro,  to  prevent 
His  coming  hither  to  disoitler  us, 
Before  we  have  set  things  right. 

D,  Fer,  Twas  not  ill  thought  on ;  and  till  your 
return 
I  shall  keep  close  in  your  apartment; 
For  Blanca  has  not  seen  me,  and  Elvira 
Has  too  great  cares  upon  her  to  be  curious. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Blanca  and  Francisca  ;  Blanca  with 
a  gay  atr,  as  in  her  anti-chamber, 

Blan.  Say,  my  Francisca,  can  romances  equal 
Our  last  night's  adventure?  was  there  ever 
Such  a  come-oflf !  Our  sex  has  used  to  boast 
Presence  of  mind  in  exigents  of  love ; 
But  I  believe  none  of  us  ever  match'd 
Don  Zancho's  readiness  in  an  occasion 
So  sudden  and  so  critical. 

Fran.  Ever  give  me  the  man  of  ready  parts. 

Blan.  But  pr'ythee,  whilst  we  give  Don  Zan- 
cho nis  dues. 
Let  us  be  just  too  to  poor  Silvia's  merit; 
Was  ever  any  thing  so  generous. 
Or  so  obliging  to  a  mistress } 

Fran.  Sd  it  appears,  madam,  I  most  confess; 
But  the  excess  of  it  makes  it  suspicious. 

Blan.  Fie ;  leave  this  humour  of  detracting 
still. 
And  call  her  to  me,  tliat  I  may  embrace 
And  thank  her ;  that  done,  consider  bow 
To  bring  her  off,  who  has  brought  us  off  so  weD. 

[Offers  to  go  out. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

Fran.  Stay,  I  beseech  you,  and  compose  your- 
self 
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To  act  apart  quite  of  another  nature ; 
Here  comes  Don  Julio,  towards  whom  I  liope 
You  'U  tune  yourself  to  a  far  diflferiiig  key 
From  that  of  thanks  and  kindness. 

Mian,  Let  me  alone  for  that,  FU  plaj  the 
dragon. 
[A$  Von  Julio  advances^  Blanc  a  turm 
from  him  with  a  furious  countenance, 
andjliesout  of  the  room,  Don  Julio 
following  her, 
D.  Jul  Dear  sister,  stay,  and  liear  me. 
Mian,  Detested  brother,  leave  me. 

\Shemake$  as  if  she  were  going,  and  he 
holds  her, 
D,  Jul,  Hear  me  but,  Blanca,  and  then  vent 
your  passion 
Against  a  brother,  that  condemns  himself 
As  much  as  you  can  do ;  but  hear  me  speak. 
Blan,  Your  actions^  Julio,  have  spoke  loud 
enough 
To  echo  through  the  world  your  shame  and  mine. 
Has  all  the  tenor  of  my  life  been  such, 
With  such  exactness  of  unblemished  conduct. 
That  malice  might  have  stain'd  the  noon-day  sun 
More  easily  than  tamish'd  Blanca's  honour; 
And  must  that  honour  now  be  prostitute. 
By  the  caprice  of  an  unworthy  brother? 
Should  any  other  ha^re  invaded  it, 
Had  not  you  righted  her,  she  has  a  heart 
Would  have  found  ways  to  right  herself;  but  you, 
Th*  aggressor,  what  remedy  but  ragf  ? 

\She  flings  from  him,  and  exit, 
Fran.  She  acts  it  rarely.  [Aside, 

D,  Jul,  Was  ever  man*  so  unfortunate  as  I  ? 

[To  FBAyciscA. 
r  must  confess  she  has  reason,  and  the  sense 
She  thus  expresses  of  my  fault  becomes  her ; 
But  it  must  oe  your  work,  my  dear  Fmncisca, 
To  pacify.    When  once  you  shall  but  know 
All  that  has  pass'd  these  nights,  I  am  certain 
You  *\\  say,  no  human  conndence  could  e*er 
Be  proof  against  such  circumstances. 
Fran,  Alas !  ray  offices  can  signify 
But  little.    But  I  'm  sore  the  occasion 
Gives  me  a  sad  heart — O  my  dear  lady  ! 

[As  if  she  were  crying, 
D,  Jul,  I  love  good  nature ;   but  I  pr*ythee 
leave, 
And  come  in  with  me,  that  I  may  tell  thee  all. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Don  Penao  and  Fulvio,  as  in  his 

lodging, 

D,  Fed,   A  God*s  name,  Fulvio,  what  has 
been  thy  meaning, 
To  make  me  sit  up  almost  all  last  night 
Expecting  thee,  when  such  impatience  held  me? 
Thou  wert  not  wont  to  be  so  negligent 
In  things  of  so  great  weight. 

FuL  Nor  have  I  been  it  now ;  'tis  orer-care 
Of  your  commands  hath  held  me  so  long  from 

you. 
You  know  the  orders  that  you  gave  me,  sir. 


To  watch  Don  Zancho's  motions ;  accordingly, 

I  sat  all  day  in  my  observing  place. 

Till  about  twilight  I  saw  him  and  's  man 

Steal  as  it  were  abroad ;  I  as  warily 

Dogg'd  them  from  street  to  street,  till,  sir,  at 

length 
He  made  a  stand  up  close  against  a  wall. 
Whilst  that  his  servant  entertain'd  a  woman. 
Close  veil'd,  who  was  come  out,  I  think,  on  pur* 

pose. 
From  an  adjacent  house ;  soon  after  he 
Accosted  her  himself;  their  conference 
Lasted  but  little ;  she  made  haste  away 
To  th*  house  from  whence  she  came,  and  he  as 

much 
To  follow  her  in. 

D,  Fed,  Where  was 't  ?  and  why  cam'st  thou 

not  presently. 
To  give  me  notice,  as  ^ou  were  directed  ? 
FuL  At  that  you  will  not  wonder,  when  you 

know 
Whose  house  he  enter*d;  but  at  this  you  *li 

wonder. 
It  was  Don  Julio's. 

D,  Fed,  [startling.']  Ha !  Don  Julio's,  sa/st 

thou  ?  [He  pauses. 

But,  now  I  think  on  \  'tis  no  marvel,  Fulvio, 
Since  newly  come  to  town ;  for  I  remember 
Don  Julio  told  me,  that  Don  Zancho  and  he 
Had  always  liv'd  in  friendly  correspondence. 

Ful.  Visits,  sir,  only  of  fair  civility, 
After  long  absence,  are  not  usually 
Begun  by  twilight,  in  such  cautious  manner ; 
Nor  usher'd  in  by  female  veilM  conductors : 
But  pray,  sir,  hear  the  rest. 

D,  Fed,  [aside.]  What  can  this  be  ? — Say  on 

then  quickly.  [To  Fulvio. 

Ful,  I  presently  concluded  with  myself, 
That,  since  Don  Julio  was  the  friend  on  whose 
Assistance  you  relied  against  Don  Zancho, 
You  ne'er  would  think,  sir,  of  attacking  him 
As  he  came  out  from  thence;  I  judg'd  it  there- 
fore 
My  wisest  course  to  stay  and  mark  the  issue. 
And  stay  I  did,  till  it  was  after  midnight ; 
About  which  time,  walking  from  side  to  side. 
That  I  might  see  both  issues  of  the  housey 
It  being  as  light  almost  as  day,  I  saw 
The  gallant  and  his  man  leap  from  the  wall 
Of  Julio's  garden,  and  from  thence  in  haste 
Make  home. 
D,  Fed,  'Sdeath,  man,  thou  dream*st !  Don 

Zancho  from  Don  Julio's 
In  that  manner  ? — Awake,  fool,  and  speak  sense. 
Ful,  I  say  but  what  I  saw,  as  I  see  you. 
D,  Fed,  O  the  devil !  what,  tlie  same  villain 
Found  the  affronter  of  my  friend  too  here 
In  the  same  kind  ?  Give  me  my  cloak  and  sword, 
I  must  know  the  bottom  of  this.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Blanca  and  Francisca,  as  in  her  ant^ 

chamber, 

I      Blan,  I  come  from  seeing  and  caressing SiltVtk^ 
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But  with  most  strange  sorprize  at  her  comport* 

roeoc 
Towards  me. 

Fran.  How,  madam ! 

Blan,  My  words  and  actions  both  expressing 
to  her. 
Not  onlj  highest  gratitude  and  kindness. 
But  a  solicitude  in  the  concerns 
or  her  honour,  equal  to  what  she  Iwd  shown 
In  mine ;  thej  were  received  with  such  a  cold- 
ness, 
With  such  an  air  of  melancholy  pride, 
With  half  replies,  and  those  not  half  to  th'  pur- 
pose, 
As  make  me  with  amazement  to  conclude. 
That  either  she  has  lost  her  understanding, , 
Or  that  there  's  somewhat  in  't  we  understand 
not. 

Fram,  She  's  a  maid  of  an  odd  composition ; 
And,  besides  that,  I  needs  must  tell  you,  madam, 
Tha^  having  had  my  observation  freer 
Than  you,  perhaps,  during  last  night's  adventure, 
I  remark'd  somewhat  both  in  her  demeanour. 
And  in  Don  Zancha'«,  makes  me  confident 
They  met  not  tliere  strangers  to  one  another, 
As  you  imagine — But  there  's  time  enough 
To  think  and  talk  of  that :  what  presses  now 
Is  your  right  ordering  of  Don  Julio : 
You  have  begun  as  well  as  can  be  wish'd. 

Elan,  Say,  did  I  not  do  my  part  ?       [ Jo//i/y. 

Fran,  — Beyond  imagination ; 

But  take  heed  now  of  over-doing  it, 
Tis  time  to  tack  about  to  reconcilement. 
And  thought  of  drawing  those  advantages 
From  the  embroilment,  as  may  for  the  future 
Secure  you  from  like  accidents. 

Blan,  You  say  well,  but  how  ? 

Fran,  The  first  step  must  atonement  be  be- 
tween you. 
Of  wliich  he  hath  so  earnestly  conjur'd  me 
To  be  an  instrument,  that  you  consenting 
To  give  him  a  hearing  through  my  mediation, 
I  am  made  for  ever,  and  settled  in  the  power 
Of  serving  you,  by  better  cozening  him : 
Besides,  he  tells  me,  he  hath  that  to  say, 
And  to  propose  unto  you,  as  shall  not  only 
Excuse  him  with  you,  but  prevent  all  danger 
Of  prejudicial  rumours  which  might  rise 
From  last  night*s  accident. 

Blan,  Agreed ;  let  *8  in 
And  play  the  second  part.  [Eseunt. 


Enter  Don  Zahcho  artd  Cbicbov,  ob  m  kU 

own  home, 

D.  Zan»  ^  Were  we  not  bom  with  cauls  upon 
our  heads,  [JoUily, 

Think'st  thou,  Chichon,  to  come  off  twice  a  row 
Thus  rarely,  from  such  dangerous  adventures? 

Chi,  Bother  I  think  with  combs,  so  oft  to 
venture. 

D.  Zan.  Thou  coxcomb,  say,  had  I  not  my 
wits  about  me  ? 

Chi,  Twere  too  uncomplaisant  to  deny  that, 
You  know  I  love  not  to  talk  seriously ; 
But  tell  me  now  in  earnest,  are  you  satisfied 
To  have  come  off  so  ?  is  there  no  qualm  remain- 
ing 
Upon  your  gentle  heart,  for  leaving  i*  th*  suds         . 
A  poor  distressed  virgin?  Who  she  is| 
I  neither  know  nor  care ;  but  I  am  sure 
Had  generous  Chichon,  to  save  his  life, 
Play'd  a  sweet  innocent  lady  such  a  trick, 
He  would  have  passed  but  for  a  recreant  knigbt; 
And  much  the  more,  she  liaving  shown  herself 
So  gallant,  as,  to  save  her  lady's  honour, 
T*  expose  her  own  :  Say,  true  Don  Galor,  say. 
Were  your  part  found  in  a  romance  or  play, 
Whose  character  would  it  not  dislustre? 

D.  Zan.  How  soon  a  fool's  bolt 's  shot,  with* 
out  distinction 
Of  what's  the  mark !   Thou  censur^st  wiihoat 

knowing 
Who  tir  exposed  hidy  is.    Know  then,  Chichon, 
And  wonder,  'tis  Elvira ;  that  Elvira 
For  whom  I  sighed,  like  to  have  sigh*d  my  last, 
On  her  score  at  Madrid ;  Don  Pedro's  dauj^hter. 

Chi,  You  raise  enchanted  castles  in  the  air; 
But  were  it  as  you  say,  that  makes  the  thing 
More  inexcusable :  You  had  been  to  bhune 
To  have  us'd  a  stranger  so ;  but  so  t'  have  served 
A  lady  whom  you  had  once  profest  to  love. 
Raises  the  fault  above  all  heightning. 

D.  Zau,  Nay  then,  I  see  I  must  once  play  the 
fool. 
In  answering  a  fool  seriously. 
The  things  thou  say'st  are  heightoings  indeed, 
Not  of  my  fault,  but  merit  in  the  action. 
Towards  my  Blanca ;  since,  to  save  her  honour, 
I  did  not  only  sacrifice  Elvira's, 
But  thus  expose  mine  own :  time  may  recover 
Elvira's  fame,  and  mine  this  quickly  shalL 

[Clapping  his  hand  on  hU  fwcrd. 


3  ffere  we  not  bom  with  cauls  upon  9ur  heads?— Cauls  are  little  membranes,  found  on  some  childres, 
encompassing  the  head,  when  bom.  The  vulgar  opinion  has  eenerally  been,  that  every  person  DOS* 
sessed  of  one  of  these  eauis,  whether  originally  belon^nng  to  him,  or  obtaioed  by  purchase,  woolo  be 
fortunate,  and  escape  dancers.  *'  Lamprldius  teUs  us,  that  the  midwives  sold  cncis  at  a  good  pricf, 
to  the  advocates  and  pleaders  of  his  time ;  it  beiqg  an  opinion,  that  while  they  bad  tibn  about  thcim 
thev  should  carry  with  them  a  force  of  persuasion  which  no  judge  coold  witbstaad :  Ike  caaatf 
forbid  the  use  of  it,  because  some  witches  and  sorcerers,  it  seems,  had  abused  it*"  See  Chambeif'i 
.OktiMorf. 
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Here,  tak^  t^  letter,  and  etfi|)ldy  your  wit 
In  finding  out  th^  means  with  secrecy 
To  give  it  j^on  Fernando  uhobserv'd ; 
I  shall  not  stir  from  home  tilt  I  have  his  ahsiWef. 
ChL  iToa  fouhd  h^m,  sir,  a  hian  of  quick  dis- 
patch, 
lu  your  last  busin^^  with  him  at  Madrid. 

[Esit  Don  Zakcuo. 
Ho#  honourable  Wi  to  strve  a  Don  ! 
What  petit  Basque  on  t'other  ^ide  th^  mountains 
Durst  have'  ft^^ir*a  (o  the  fti^i  dignity 
Of  carrying  a  cartel?  A  Monsieur 
WouW  Soonc'i'  huve  pctt  u'p'  si  twinge  By  the  nose, 
'itft^h  sent  a  challenge  by  a  serving-maii.  [  fijriV. 

Enter  Bla'sca  furiousli/,  and  running  to  the 
.  cabinet,    iukes  out  thence  a  ttiletto ;    and 
FiCANCfscA  earneslltf  after  her,  a$  in  Blan- 
ca's  ciosei, 

'Bluh.  Villains  shall  find,  I  am  not  unprovided 
Wronj^s  to' revenge,  that  cannot  be  forgiven. 
Fran,  I  thocight  the  strange  constraint  upon 
herself,- 
Wherewith  she  heaH  her  brother,  would  serve 

tti  the  end 
But  tb  make  rage  break  Out  with  greater  fury; 
Yet  it  is  well  ^he  kept  it  in  so  long 
As  to  get  rid  of  him.  [Aside, 

Good  madam,  moderate  yourself  a  little. 

[To  Blanca. 
Bhn.  Preach  temper  to  the  daumed  souls  in 
hell. 
That  they  may  teach  the  traitor  moderation, 
Wheu  I  have  sent  him  thither  with  his  devil. 

Fran.  I  do  confess  the  provocation  siich, 
As  more  thiin  justifies  all  these  transportnients; 
And  therefore  I  boseeth  you  think  not,  madam^ 
In  what  I  say,  lean  the  least  aim  have 
Of  saving  hiin  from  the  extremest  Airy 
Of  your  resentment;  or  preserving  her. 
Who  has  had  the  impudence  to  abuse  you  so. 
Under  thepretertce  of  serving — May  they  perish  1 
But  let  it  be  in  subh  a  way,  as  may  not 
Draw  a  more  dismal  ruin  on  yourself: 
Let  sw^ft  destiuction  seize  them ;  yet  let  not, 
Madaiii,  your  hand,  but  head,  dispense  their 

fate, 
What  can  the  issue  be  of  such  ati  action, 
As  that  of  which  I  see  thfit  shiniiig  steel 
And    flaming    eyes    of  youi-'s,  the  threat^iing 

comets  ? 
I  b^  but  the  reDectioii  of  a  moment. 

^[tiLANCA- walkingvpon  the titagenntk en* 
raged  gestures  pauses^  at  length  shea- 
thing and  putting  her  stiletto  in  her 
sleeve  with  a  sober  composed  tone  : 
Blan.  Francista,  I  thank  you  for  recalling  me 
Thot  to  myself;  I  %vill  be  temperate — 
But  it  shall  be  to  make  revenge  the  surer. 

[Aside, 
Fran'.  Ifer  tone,  nor  gestures,  cannot  cozen 
me, 
Tbey  both  seem  to  disguise  a  black  design ; 
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'Atii  I  shall  watch  you ;  'tis  a  half-gained  enUse 
In  fury's  course,  to  have  begot  a  pause.  [Aside, 

Blan.  Do  what  I  bid  you  presently,  Francisca  I 
Send  to  Don  Zancho,  and  let  him  know  fromme, 
I  earnestly  desire  to  speak  with  hira. 

Fran,  Lord,  madam,  what  d*  ye  mean  ? 

Blan,  To  make  the  pleasing  proposition  to 
him. 
As  I  told  my  brother  I  would. 

Say,  am  I  not  moderate  ? 

Efut  do,  without  reply,  what  I  command. 

Fran.  Madam,  I  shall  obey — 
But  observe  you  so  withall, 
As  to  prevent  the  mischief  if  I  can.         [Aside, 

[Exit  Francisca. 

Blan,  Ye  gods,  assist  me  in  my  just  revenge, 
(yt  you  will  make  an  atheist — My  first  work 
Must  be,  before  D'ou  Zancho  comes,  to  speak 
VVith  his  sweet  mistress,  and  with  words  and 

looks 
As  false  as  lier*s  have  been,  so  to  delude  her 
VVith  hopes  of  what  she  wishes,  that  they  both 
May  jointly  fall  my  honour's  sacrifice.      [Exit, 

Enter  Don  F^bnakdo,   as  in  Don  Julio*s 
private  apartment, 

D.  Fer.  Since  generosity  fiath  so  far  got 
The  mastery,  as  to  have  made  me  fix 
Upon  a  resolution  so  unheard  of, 
I  lon^to  see  it  executed. 

^But  stay, 

I  think  I  hear  Elvira's  voice  without, 
And  Blanca's  loo — Here  curiosity 
To  overhear  is  pardonable. 

[He  makes  as  if  he  hearken  d^  and  then  exit, 
as  to  go  whcrt  hemay  better  hear. 

Enter  Elvira  and  Blanca,  <u  in  the anti-cham^ 
ber,  and  Icekhak do  peeping  asfrom  behind  a 
door, 

D.  Fer.  Here  not  a  word  can  'scape  me. 
Elv,  Madam,  you  wrong  my  zeal  in  serving 
you. 
Whilst  you  attribute  to  any  other  motive 
My  yesterday's  behaviour. 

Blan,  Such  niceties,  Elvira,  are  out  of  season. 
[In  a  tone  that  may  shew  what  shesaj/s  to 
be  forced, 
I  seek  your  satisfaction  in  a  love. 
Wherein  it  seems  you  have  beefn  long  engag'd. 
[Elvira  looking  round,  <iii</ Fernando 
stdrtihg  back, 
D,  Fer,  I  hope  she  did  not  see  me.     [Aside, 
Elv,  My  satisfaction,  say  you,  in  my  love  ? 
Of  whom,  for  Heaven's  sake?  If  you  mean  Dob 

Zancho, 
Y'  are  very  far  froni  guessing  at  my  thoughts. 
D.  Fer*  By  Heaven  sh'  has  seen  me,  and 
plays  the  devil  still.  [Aside* 

Elv,  By  all  that  *s  good,  I  am  far  from  lovmg 
him — 
I  say  not  worse,  because  I  knotv  she  loves  him. 

^  rv 
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D.  Fer,  Alt,  Elvira!  this  is  too  maeby  yet 
not  enough 
To  change  in  me  a  nuble  resolution.'       [Aiide, 
[A  noise  is  heard,  as  of  people  coming 
up  stairs, 
Blan.  I  hear  some  coming  up  stairs ;  should 
it  be 
Don  Zaucho,  I  am  not  yet  ready  for  him — 

[Aside, 
I  see  we  are  likely  to  be  interrupted  here, 

[To  Elvira. 
£l?ira,  we  shall  be  better  in  my  closet. 

[Exit  Blanca. 
Eh,  Madam,  I  '11  follow  vou.  [think 

What  can  she  mean  ?  since  tliat  she  needs  must 
I  know  the  passion  she  has  for  him. 

[Elvira  having  staid  awhile  behind,  as 
she  is  going  to  follow  Blanca,  enter 
her  father  Don  Pedro,  and  Fulvio; 
she  starts  and  stands  confounded ;  he, 
ueing  her,  draws  out  his  dagger  and 
makes  at  her, 
D,  Fed,  Vile  staiuer  of  my  blood,  have  I  here 
found  thee  ? 
[Elvira  perceiving  the  door  a  little  open 
where  Don  F erih avdo  is^Jiies  thither, 
and  gets  in, 
D,  Fer*  This  makes  it  clear  she  saw  mc. 

[Aside,  as  Elvira  thrusts  in, 
[Don  Pedro  seizes  the  door  before  it  be 
quite  shut,  and  they  struggle,  he  to 
pull  it  open,  and  Don  Fernando  to 
shut  it :  after  some  contest,  Don  Fer- 
nando gets    it   close,    and  bolts  it 
within:  Don  Pedro,  as  an  enraged 
person,  pulls  and  bounces  at  tlie  door, 
D.  Fsd,  In  vain  should  mountains  interpose 
between 
Her  and  her  punishment. 

[He  bounces  still,  as  to  break  down  the  door. 

Enter  Blanca. 

Blan,   What  bedlam  have  we  here?    and 

where*s  Elvira  ? 
D.  Fed,  You  have  one  here,  will  know  how 
to  revenge 
Conspiracies  to  affiront  him  :  and  vou,  lady, 
Whoe'er  you  are,  that  seem  to  take  upon  you, 
Y'  had  best  produce  the  wicked  thing  you  have 

named. 
Or  by  this  steel —  [Blanca  cries  out, 

Blan,  Ho  !  brother,  brother  !  help  against  a 
madman. 

Enter  Don  Julio. 

D.  Jul,   Peace,    Blanca,   peace,   you  know 
not  what  yon  say ; 
Don  Pedro  is  master  here.  [sure 

Blan,  I  know  not  your  Don  Pedro;  but  I'm 
One  to  be  t/d  in  chains  conld  do  no  more 
Th  in  he  has  done. 

D.Jul,  Have  patience,  sister;  'tis  Elvira's 
father. 


With  cares  enough  upon  him  to  justify 
Any  distemper. 

Blan,  Precious !  Elvira's  father  ? — 
Nay,  then  I  leave  you. 

[BLANCA^tngs  out  of  the  room, 
D,  Jul,  O  the  unluckiness  of  his  coming 
So  unseasonably  ! — Twas  to  prevent  that, 
I  went  abroad  to  seek  him.  [Aside, 

D,  Fed,  What  's  this,  Don  J  alio?  can  t 
gentleman 
Of  blood  and  honour  use  another  thus  ? 
What,  after  such  engagements  to  the  duke. 
And  to  myself,  to  be  my  friend  and  helper. 
To  prove  the  shelterer  of  my  shame's  chietaotbor? 
I  do  not  wonder  now,  Don  Zancho  himself 
Should  have  been  here  at  midnight. 

D,  Jul,  I  am  hard  put  to  't;  help,  wit,  to 
bring  us  off.  [Aside, 

Be  as  distemper'd  as  you  please,  Don  Pedro, 

[Toiim, 
It  shall  not  alter  me.    But  yet  methinks 
It  would  not  ill  become  your  gravity, 
To  think  a  while,  before  you  make  a  judgment. 
And  rashly  frame  injurious  conclusions,     [?oq. 
From  things  wherein  a  friend  has  merited  nrom 
Do  but  consider,  and  then  say,  what  Julio 
Coald  do  of  more  advance  to  what  you  wish. 
Than,    having  found  your  daughter,    to  bare 
brought  her  [booour 

To  his  own  house,  where  she  might  be  widi 
Accompanied,  and  serv'd  as  such  by  Btaoca, 
Until  such  time  as,  things  maturely  weighed, 
You  should  a  final  resolution  take. 
And,  since  Don  Zancho's  being  here  last  night, 
I  see,  *s  no  secret  t*  ye,  methinks  you  ought 
T  have  been  so  just  to  me,  as  to  believe 
That  since  I  admitted  him  within  these  walls, 
It  was  in  order  to  the  serving  you. 

D,  Fed,  Noble  Don   Julio,  yon  mnst  pity 
have 
Of  an  old  man's  distemper  in  affliction; 
I  see  I  was  in  the  wrong,  pray  pardon  it. 
D,  Jul,  O  this  is  more  than  needs;  and  now, 
good  sir. 
If  you  '11  be  pleas'd  to  walk  a  turn  or  two 
r  the  garden,  I  'II  there  give  you  a  full  acooont 
How  I  have  laid  things  for  your  satisfaction. 
D,  Fed,  I  '11  wait  on  you. 
D.Jul,  Go,  sir,  there  lies  your  way— • 
And  you,  boy,  fail  not,  when  Don  iSancho  comes, 

[Turning  to  the  F^i^ 
To  give  me  notice  of  it  in  the  gardeu.  [ExcmmL 

Enler  Don  Zahcho,  andpeiMMts  aoer  the  sta^c 
with  Chichon  q/flter  him  ;  and  enter  Fras- 
ciscA,  and  pulUng  CHicaoM  stayt  him, 

IVan,  Stay,  stay,  Chichon,  a  word  w'y€;it 
imports—         [She  whispers  with  kirn, 

Chi,  I  hope  you  are  not  in  earnest. 

Fran,  By  my  soul  I  am — 
There  is  no  other  way,  but  for  as  both 
To  get  up  the  back  way,  and  there  to  watch 
The  time  to  interpose.  • 
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ChL  Can  she  be  such  a  fury  ?  her  looks  are 
AW  milk  and  honey. 

Fran,  Tou  cannot  fancy  any  thing  so  tragick, 
Bat  she  is  capable  of  executing. 
When  once  provok'd  in  point  of  love  and  lionour. 
Beyond  her  bounds  of  teiliper. 

Chi,  Lead  the  way — 
1 11  have  the  pleasure  to  hold  up  the  fright 

[Aside, 
She  *8  in,  since  I  ana  sure  there  is  no  danger. 
Knowing,  as  I  do,  my  master's  mind  towards 

Blanca; 
Besides,  ^is  to  be  hop'd,  that  these  disorders 
May  produce  somewhat  that  may  put  an  end 
To  m^  raaster^s  quarrel,  or  a(Tord  me  means 
To  give  Fernando  his  letter.  [  Exeunt. 

Enttr  Don  Fernando,  Elvira  lying  vpon  the 
couch  in  the prixHite  apartment, 

D,  Fer.  This  last  dissimulation  moves  me 
more 
Than  all  the  rest,  but  yet  it  must  not  alter 
What  honour  hath  iiispir*d.    See  how  she  lies. 
And  how,  scarce  brought  to  life  from  her  dismay. 
She  resumes  scorn,  to  have  been  sav'd  by  me ! 
But  multiply  what  injuries  thou  wilt. 
Perfidious  maid,  thou  shalt  not  disappoint 
Fernando  of  the  glory  that  be  aims  at, 
Of  making  thy  proud  heart,  Elvira,  owe 
It's  happiness  to  him. 
—But  I  hear  again 

A  noise  without —  [He  peeps, 

Tis  Don  Zancho, 

And  I  see  Blanca  coming  towards  him. 
This  falls  out  luckily,  that  I  may  hear 
What  passes ;  for  certainly  their  meeting 
Avowedly  thus,  can  be  no  other  subject, 
Bot  what  Don  Julio  has  proposM  to  Blanca. 

[Exity  as  to  hearken, 

Enter  Don  Jcjlio  and  Don  Pedro,  as  in  the 

garden, 

D.  Jul,  That 's  all  the  remedy,  that  in  these 

cases 
The  wisest  can  propose  onto  themselves ; 
His  fortune 's  strait,  'tis  true. 

D.  Fed.  That 's  what  I  least  regard  in  this 

occasion. 
So  honour  be  but  safe :  the  less  they  have. 
The  more  will  be  her  penance  for  her  folly. 
Bot  should  Don  Zancho,  upon  any  umbrage 
From  what  has  pass'd  bet\Veen  them,  prove  so 

insolent 
As  to  reject  the  marriage,  then  I  trust — 

D.  Jul,  O  say  no  more  of  that,  rely  upon  't. 
Should  be  be  guilty  of  that  horrid  outrage, 
This  sword  should'pierce  his  heart,  tho'  th'  only 

friend 
I  have  i*  the  world  should  interpose  his  own ; 
And,  sir,  to  let  you  see  my  frank  proceeding. 
Come  along  with  me,  1  Ml  bring  you  to  a  place 
Where,  jointly  overhearing  all  that  passes 


Twixt  him  and  Blanca,  should  he  play  the  villain, 
His  life  may  pay  for  't,  ere  he  stir  from  thence. 
D,  Fed,  May  Heaven  repay  such  eenerous 
acts  of  friendship.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Don  Zancbo,  and  Tervahdq  appears  as 

behind  the  door, 

D.  Znn,  For  her  so  suddenly,  and  so  avowedly 
To  send  forme  hither,  is  very  strange, 
What  can  it  mean  ? 

Enter  Blanca. 

Blan,  Now  lend  me  temper.  Heaven,  but  for 
a  moment, 
Till  calmly  I  have  drawn  him  to  pronounce 
The  sentence  of  his  own  too  noble  death 
For  such  a  traitor —  [Aside, 

I  think  you  come  not  without  some  surprize, 

[To  him,  with  an  affected  chearfulness, 
Don  Zancho,  at  my  sending  for  you  so : 
But  let 's  sit  down,  for  I  have  much  to  say  t*  ye* 
[She  takes  him  by  the  hand  and  seats  him  in 
one  chair t  and  she  sits  herself  in  the  other 
close  to  him  on  his  right  hand,  andfum* 
bles  in  her  sleeve, 
I  'm  SO  well  plac*d  I  cannot  miss  the  mark. 

[Aside. 
D,  Zan,  Good  madam,  what  's  the  matter? 
for  I  see 
Disorder  in  you ;  put  me  out  of  paio. 

Blan.  That  I  shall  quickly  do — 
Know  then,  Don  Zancho, 
In  the  first  place,  you  must  not  interrupt  me. 
Whatever  you  shall  hear;  I  '11  take  it  ill  else; 
When  I  have  done,  then  speak  your  mind  at 

leisure; 
I  come  not  to  argue,  but  conelude. 

D,  Zan,  Your  will 's  a  law  to  me — 
But  whither  tends  all  this?  [Aside, 

Blan.  I  do  for  once  allow  you  to  remember 
All  that  has  pass'd  between  us; 
The  folly  of  my  love,  the  falshood  of  your*s; 
That  done  and  never  to  be  thought  on  more — 
X).  Zan,  For  Heaven's  sake,  madam — 
Blan.  Break  not  the  rule  was  set — 
Know,  I  instructed  am  in  all  your  story, 
And  am  so  far  grown  mistress  of  myself. 
That  I  who  th'  other  day  could  scarce  o'ercome 
The  sense  of  a  slight  failure  at  Madrid, 
Can  here  at  home  suffer  indignities. 
And  tell  you  calmly,  and  with  unconcern'dness, 
Be  you  £Ivira*s,  and  Elvira  your's } 
I  come  to  do  a  part  you  little  look'd  for 
From  Blanca's  spirit ;  I  must  make  the  marriage; 
All  things  are  ready,  and  her  father  here. 
Now  you  may  speak,  Don  Zancho,  but  the  thing 
Admits  of  no  delay. 

D,  Zan,  But  can  this  be  in  earnest  ?  sure  it 
cannot ; 
What  need  tliese  trials  of  so  firm  a  faith  ? 

[Pausing  a  whUc^ 
Blan,  Leave  trifling,  *tis  no  long^ec  time  tor 
tricks ; 
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It  IS  not  in  tbe  power  of  f^te  to  altjer 

^he  resolutions  uken.       [Don  Zaucuo  pauses* 

*   D.  Fer,  She  lias  put  it  home.  [Aside. 

D.  Zan.    Madam,  you  use  me  hardly ;    this 
demeanour 
Passes  my  skill,  to  judge  from  whence  it  springs. 
You  say  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  fat^ 
To  change  your  resolutions;  but  I  'm  ^u^e 
If  they  be  such,  't  will  less  be  in  its  pow^r 
To  alter  mine ;  but  yet  before  I  die 
You  must  be  left  without  excuse,  by  knowing 
The  truth  of  aJl. 

D,  Fcr,  Here  it  import  indeed  to  be  atten- 
tive. [Aside. 

D«  Zan,   Madam,  'tis  true,  that  absent  at 
Madrid, 
The  custom  of  the  court,  and  vanity, 
Enribark'd  me  lightly  in  a  gallantry 
With  tJie  most  fum'd  of  beauties  then?,  Elvira ; 
Those,  and  no  otlier,  the  tr^^  motives  were, 
To  ajl  my  Qrst  addressee,  t,ill  her  scoroSy 
Wijich  should  have  ^topp*d,  them,  had  engaged 


me  more. 


And  ipade  a  love  in  J<e^t  a  point  of  honour : 
I  bore  all  her  disdains  without  transportment, 
Till,  havinggain'd  her  waiting-woman's  kindness, 
I  learned  from  her,  that  all  Elvira's  slightings. 
She  would  have  thought  had  sprung  from  severe 

maxims. 
And  preciousness  of  Ijup[)pur,  were  tl>'  effects 
Of  deep  engagement,  in  another  love 
With  a  young  gallant,  Don  Fer;iando  Solis, 
With  whom  the  cruel  dame  was  so  far  gone. 
As  to  admit  him  eyery  i|ight 
Into  l^er  chamber. 

D.  t^er.  Blest  gods !  what  do  I  hear  ?  [Aside, , 
D.  Zan,  [jcontiuMifi^^    I,  sc^rpe  believing 

tlie  t^ng  possible. 
Urged  my  intelligencer  to  dp  for  me 
Tt)at  which  hf>r  IfKly.  for  another  did. 
And  to  admit  me  to  her  chaniber,  where. 
By  being  eye-witness  of  her  lady*8  actjops, 
I  might  tn^nsfer  ipy  entire  love  to  herself — 
She  granteoi  my  request,  aiid  late  one  night. 
Somewhat  before  the  g^llai^t^s  usual  hour, 
She  brought  me  a  bc^ct  way  uj[)  intp  her  chaqnfa^ry 
Within  Elvira's;  my  stay  Iff^A  not  been  long, 
When,  haying  found  the  truth  of  what  she  had 

told  me, 
Convertine  rage  into  appearing  kioduess, 
To  my  intgrmer^  and  expi-essing  it 
Uncautiously,  we  made  a  sud(Jen.noi^, 
With  which,  Elvira  a]ann*d^  and  cpnsing  iuj^ 
Followed  by  Don  Fernando,  tha(  fell  out 
Which  you  have  licard  before. 

\l^n  Julio  beckoning  Pof^Pso^^.o  t^er 

him,  passing  over  one  cqrner  oj  th/e 

stage. 
D.  Jul,  By  this  time,  I  suppp9Q,  she  will  have 

ipade 
The  proposition  to  the  full,  and  we 
Shall  cojne  at  the  just  time  to  hear  his  answer. 

[Exeunt  Don  Pedro  an4J)on  Julio. 


jp.  Zan,  [c07Uinuing,'\  I£  since  tbtt  fao«r  I 
have  ever  seen  ' 
Or  thoMjbt  upojn  ber„  till  la^t  night's  ^rprb^ 
May  I  ror  ever  perish;  and  naethinks 
The  use  of  that,  to  ypur  adyautai^e. 
Might  challenge  from  you  a  pjore  just  constmo 
tion. 
Blan*  1  told  you  «t  first,  I  came  not  h«re  to 
hrgiie. 
But  to  conclude — Say,  lyjU  you  quarry  bcrj 

[]^on  Julio  and  Jt)on  ^edro  pctp  out  u 
from  behind  the  hanging, 
D'  Jul!  W'  are  coit<|^,  you  se^,  j^us^  u  we 

could  have  wi4li*d. 
D.  Fed,  His  fate  han^s  on  his  lips, 
p,  Znfi,  You  are  ra^stres^  of  your  wQ^ds  a^ 
actions,  madam, 
Aud  QMiy  ujse  me  as  vou,  please ;  but  tbi^  Inod 
Shall  sooner  pierce.  tni;»  Wf^rt,  thaa<:'er  be  girea 
III  marriage  to  Elvira. 

[IX)/i Pedro  and  Don  Julio  ru^inmitk 
their  swords  and  daggers  dtavn^smi 
Don  Zancho  draus  loo. 
D,  Fed,   Then,  villain,  die !    Heav'n  is  too 
weak  to  save  thee 
By  any  other  means. 

TDon  Fernando  draws,  and  rushing  oat. 
D,  Fer,  But  here  is  one  that  shall — 
Or  fall  by  his  side. 

D.  Ped,  O  heavens!  what  's  this? 
Don  Fernando  Solis  protecting  him  ! 
Nay,  then  the  tvhole  world  conspires  agaiqst  mj 
honour. 
Blan,  For  Heaven's  sf^ke,  gentlemen  ! 

[Blanc A  runs  in  hetmttn, 

Chi,  Now  by  my  grandame's   pantable  *xh 

pretty !  [xVowi  bekini. 

I'll  brush  their  coats,  if  once  it  come  to  ifightio^ 

Fernando  's  of  our  side. 

[Francisca,  and  CnicHON  with  a  long 
broom,  run  ot^t  also  frofm.  bekifuL  tk 
hanging, 
D,  Jul.  What  frenzy  's  this,  Fernando?  wast 

nptvjDm^  [all 

Engaged  me  to  efi'ect  the  marriag!e?>  sure  w*  are 
Bewitched* 

D.  Fer.  Stay,  my,  DoM  J^lio,  stay. 
And  let  pon  Pedro  liaye  patience  Uot  to  h^r  me* 
'Tis  true,  but  you  know  well  op.oii  what  gronods; 
Tlios^  iire  quite chang'd,  by  no,^  .hajtring  overfaeaitl 
All  that  bath  passed;  for  nvy  Elvira,  JqUo^ 
Proves  spotless  in  her  faitb>  a^  in  Iter  beaift^» 
And  i  the  only.  gMtlty,  to  hay^  doMbted : 
What  have  I  then  to  do,  but  bei'e  to  prostrate 
Myself  At  hec  o^ended  fatber's  f^U 
Apd,beg,his,pardQ)i?,tbatobt»in*d,  ^  iiopjore 
His  h^lp  tp  g^in  noke  ber'a,  as  to  a  person 
IiV  wl¥)jn  re^ pwt  for  hipa.  bath  a|w«o^s  heU 
Proportion  with  my  passion  for  bis  cUughter. 

j).  Fe4'  You  know,  Don  Julio,  wben  I  sp^t 
witb  yoM» 
The  tennft  of  estimation  and  respect 
Where^itb  I  meaiionM  t*  ye.tUtf  ^entlemaA; 
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And  therefore,  since  in  his  address  t'  Elvira 
Inhere  wns  no  other  Aiult,  but  making  it 
Unknovrn  to  roe,  and  that  I  see  his  thoughts 
Are  truly  uobie;  honour  thus  engaged, 
That  ought  to  be  forgot,  and  I  to  think 
Myself  most  happy  in  such  a  son-in-iaw. 
But  where  's  Elvira  ? 

D.  Fer,  She  's  there  witl^p,  w^^re  {  d^pe  not 
appear 
Before  her,,  knowing  now  such  gUilt  upon  me. 
If  Blanca  would  employ  her  interest 
And  eloquence,  perhaps  she  might  prevail 
To  get  her  hither,  when  she  shall  buve  told  her 
What  changes  a  few  minutes'  time  hHi^wrflMgbt. 

Blau,  I  never  went  on  a  more  pleasiitg  ^>and. 
[Exeunt  Blanca  aiid  Francisca. 

Fran.  I  am  scruek  duiab  wuh  wonder. 

[As  she  goes  out, 

D.  Fer,  Now  Blanca  is  away,  I  Ml  take  this 
'time 
To  spare  her  blushes,  Julio,  and  tell  you, 
Tliough   I  have  broke  oue  marriage  for  Don 

Zancho, 
You  needs  must  give  me  leave  to  make  another; 
To  whict),  unless  I  'ra  very  much  deceivM, 
¥uu  'II  iind  on  neither  pari  repugnancy,      fgods 

D.  Jul.  I  understand  you;  and  I  thank  the 
They  did  not  make  ni^  understand  the  wroing^ 
Till  they  have  made  it  none,  since  I  observe 
Don  Zancho*s  looks  joining  in  your  desires. 

D.  Zan.  A  heart  so  full  of  love  as  mine  for 
Blanca, 
Does  best  express  itself  when  it  speaks  least. 


Enter  Donna  Blanca,  Donna  Elvira,  and 

Frakcisca. 

[Elvira  casts  kersey  at  herfather^s 
feet. 
Eh,  Now  that  the  justice  of  the  gods,  at  length 
Hath  clear'd  nie  from  suspicions  derogatory 
To  til'  Ikoqofir  ^f  your  blood,  I  hope  a  cloister 
May  expiate  my  fault  as  to  a  father. 

D.  Fed,  Rise,  child ;  the  inclosure  I  condemn 
you  to  [Raising  her. 

Is  Don  Fernando's  arms ;  give  him  your  hand. 
Elv,  Tis  yours,  sir,  to  dispose  of,  I  confess, 
And  if  it  be  your  will,  I  must  submit ; 
But  let  him  know,  who  could  suspect  Elvira, 
She  never  could  be  his,  but  by  obedience. 
JD^  Fsn  I  am.  thuodev-sSruck, 

[Elvira  giving  him  her  hand^ 
Elv,  Be  not  dismay *d,  Fernando, 
Since  I  profess  this  a  mere  act  of  duty; 
.  Another  duty  may  Elvira  move. 
To  re-inflame  on  better  grounds  her  love. 
D,  Jul.  [ironically.]   Blanca,  I  fear  yon  Ml 
hardly  be  persuaded 
To  give  your*s  to  Don  Zancho ;  but  a  brother 
For  oiwja  may  play  the  tyffeut^-<-6ivt  it  him) 
It  roust  b«  so.  ['Fkt^join  Aaiidli. 

i>«  Fer,  I  pow  penounoeold  maaiina :  haviag 
you, 
Elvira,  I  am  sure  the  very  best  proves  true. 
Chi.  Hold  there,  I  beg  you,  sir ;  that  will  ap« 
pear 
By  that  time  yoa  have  married  been  a  year. 
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PROLOGUE. 


A  sport,  only  for  Christmas,  is  the  play 
This  hoar  presents  to  yon ;  to  make  yon  merry 
Is  all  th'  ambition  't  has ;  and  fullest  aim. 
Bent  at  your  smiles,  to  win  itself  a  name : 


And  if  your  edge  be  not  quite  taken  off. 
Wearied  with  sports,  I  hope  't  will  make  joo 
laugh. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 
Enter  Signior  Marti  no  and  Francisco. 

JFVfln.  Martino! 

Afar.  Signior  Francisco  !  jou  're  the  luckiest 
gentleman  to  meet 
Or  see  first  iu  a  morning :  I  never  saw  you  yet, 
But  I  was  sure  of  money  within  less  than.haif  an 
hour. 

Fran.  I  bring  you  the  same  luck  still. 

Mar,  What,  you  do  not? 
I  hope,  sir,  you  are  not  come  for  another  war- 
rant? 

Fran,  Yes,  faith,  for  another  ^arrant. 

Mar,  Why  there 's  my  dream  come  out  then ; 
I  never  dream'd  of  a  buttock,  but  I  was  sure  to 
have  money  fur  a  warrant.  It  is  the  luckiest 
part  of  all  the  body  to  me :  Let  every  man  speak 
as  he  finds.  Now  your  usurer  is  of  opinion,  that 
to  dream  of  the  devil  is  your  wealthier  dream ; 
and  I  think  if  a  man  dream  of  that  part  that 
brings  many  to  the  devil,  'tis  as  good;  and  has 
all  one  smatch  indeed ;  for  if  one  be  the  flesh, 
the  other  's  the  broth :  so  'tis  in  all  his  members, 
and  we  mark  it;  if  gluttony  be  the  meat,  letch- 
ery  is  the  porridj^e;  they  're  both  boiPd  together, 
and  we  clerks  will  have  our  modicum  too,  tho'  it 
conclude  in  the  two-penny  chop :  Why  sir. 
Signior  Francisco. 

Fran,  'Twas  her  voice  sure. 
Or  my  soul  takes  delight  to  think  it  was^ 
And  makes  a  sound  like  her's. 

Mar,  Sir,  I  beseech  you. 

Fran.   It  is  the  prettiest  contrived  building, 
this : 
What  poesy  *s  that,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Mar.  Which,  sir;  that 
Under  the  great  brass  squirt? 

Fran.  Aye,  that,  sir,  that. 
Mar.  From  fire^  from  water,  and  all  things 
amiss. 
Deliver  the  house  of  an  honest  justice. 


Fran,  There  's  like  to  be  a  good  house  kept 
then,  when  fire  and  water  *s  forbidden  to  come 
into  the  kitchen. 

Not  yet  a  sight  of  her  ?  This  hour 's  unfortunate. 
And  what 's  that  yonder,  pr'ythee  ?  O  love's  far 

mine, 
There 's  no  affliction  like  thee.  Aye,  I  hear  you, 

sir. 
.Mar,  You  *re  quicker  ear'd  than  I  then :  you 

hear  me 
Before  I  heard  myself. 

Fran.  A  gift  in  friendship ; 
Some  call  it  an  instinct. 

Mar,  It  may  be, 
Th*  other's  the  sweeter  phrase  though:  Look 

you,  sir. 
Mine  own  wit  this,  and  'tis  as  true  as  turtle; 
A  goose-quill  and  a  clerk,  a  constable  and  a 

Ian  thorn, 
Bring  many  a  bawd  from  coach  to  cart,  and 

many  a  thief  to  One  turn. 
Fran,  That  one  turn  help*d  you  well. 
Mar,  It  has  helped  me  to  money  indeed  for. 
many  a  warrant.  I  am  forty  dollars  the  better 
for  that  one  turn;  and  't  would  come  off  quicker 
'c  were  ne'er  a  whit  the  worse  for  me.  ml  in- 
deed when  tliieves  are  taken,  and  break  Away 
twice  or  thrice  one  after  anuther^  there  's  my 
gains ;  then  go  out  more  warrants  to  fetch  'em 
again :  one  fine  nimble  villain  may  be  worth  a 
man  ten  dollars,  in  and  out  o'  that  fashion  ;  I 
love  such  a  one  with  my  heart.  Aye,  and  will 
help  him  to  'scape  too,  and  I  can ;  hear  you  me 
that:  I  '11  have  liim  in  at  all  times  at  a  month's 
warning :  nay,  say  I  let  him  run  like  a  summer 
nag  all  the  vacation ;  see  yoa  these  bUnks,  I  '11 
send  him  but  one  of  these  bridles,  and  bring  him 
in  at  Michaelmas  with  a  vengeance:  nothing 
kills  my  heart,  but  when  one  of  'em  dies,  sir,, 
then  there's  no  hope  of  more  money :  I  had  ra- 
ther lose  at  all  times  two  of  my  best  kindred 
than  an  excellent  thief;  for  he  's  a  gentleman 
I  'ffl  more  beholden  to. 
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Fran.  You  betray  yoar  mystery  too  much,  sir. 
Yet  110  comfort  ? 
'Tis  but  her  sight  that  I  waste  t)re6ioas  time  for; 
For  more  I  cnnuot  hope  for,  she  's  so  strict ; 
Yet  that  I  cauuot  have. 

Mar,  I  am  ready  novr,  signior. 
Here  are  blank  warrants  of  all  dispositions;  give 
me  but  the  name  and  nature  of  your  nltilefti6to#, 
and  I  Ml  bestow  him  according  to  his  merits. 

Fran.  This  only  is  th'  excuse  that  bears  me 
out, 
And  keeps  off  impudence  and  suspicion 
Prom  my  too  frequent  coming :  wnat  nanwMiew 
Shall  I  think  on,  and  not  to  wrong  the  house  ? 

This  coxcomb  will  be  prating. --One  Attilio, 

His  oflfence  wilful  murder. 

Mar.  Wilful  murder?  Oh  I  love  o*  life  to 
have  such  a  fellow  come  under  my  fingers ;  like 
a  beggar  that 's  long  a  taking  leave  of  a  fat  louse, 
I  'm  loth  to  part  with  him,  I  must  look  upon  him 
onrer  aodr  over  first :  Are  yOii  wiitul  ?  i-  faith 
L/li  be  as  wilfhl  its  you' then. 

[Phxlippa  and  V lOLETTJL  at>  a  zaindoio: 

Pki.  Mmnmol 

3^r.  MistresB. 

Phi,  Make  h.iste,  your  master 's  going. 

Mar.  F'm.butaboota  tviifal  murder^  fbreoOth; 
I  Ml  dispatch  that  presently. 

Phi  Gt)od4>niorruw,  sir;  oh  that? I  durst  soy 
more. 

Fran.  Tis  gone  again;   since  such  are  all' 
lifers  pleasun^S, 
No  sooner  known  but  lost,  he- that  enjoys  'em 
The  length  of  life,  has  but  a  longer  dream; 
Hewaket  to  this  i'  th'  end,  and  sees  all'nothing: 

Phi.  He  cannot  see  me  now ;  J.  '\\  mark  him 
better        \ 
Before  I'  be  too  rash :  Sweetly  compos'd  he  is ;' 
Now  as  he  stands,  he  's  worth  a  w^oman's  love, 
That  loFes  ottly  for  shape,  as  most  of 's  do  : 
But  I  must  have  him  wise,  aS  well  as  proper, 
'  He  comes  not  in  my  books  else,  and 'indeed^ 
I- have- thought  upoof  at  course  to  try  his  wit. 
Violetta! 

Via.  Mistress. 

PhL  Yomfer's  the  gentleman  again. 

Vio.  Oh  skeet  mistress, 
Pray  p^ive;  me  leiwe  to -see  him. 

Phi.  Nay,  take  heed, 
Opcsi'inot  tbe  window,  mr^  yon  lore  me. 

Vioj  No,  I  *ve  the  vidn  of  Utp  wliole  body 
here,  mistress^ 
At  tkisipoor little  slit:  oh  enoogb,  euoligh; 
Inittotb 'tis'a  fine  outside. 

Phi.  r  see  that* 

V4oi  H*  ascarl'd'his  hair  most  jtidkiousfy' 
wiell. 

Phi.  Ayev  there 's  thy  love -wyw,  it  begins  in' 
barbariste:  she  buys  a  goose  with  fentliers,  that' 


loves  a  gentleman  for 's  hair ;  she  may  be  coxeo'd 
to  her  face,  wench.  Away  :  he  takes  his  leave. 
Reach  me  that  letter  hither;  quick,  quid, 
wench. 

Mar.  Nay,  look  upon  %  and  spare  not: 
every  one  cannot  get  that  kind  of  warrant  troa 
me,  signior.  Do  you  see  this  prici  i*  th'  bottom, 
it  betokens  power  and  speed  ;  it  is  a  privy  mart, 
that  runs  between  the  constables  and  my  mastar. 
Those  that  cauHot  read,  when  they  s^e  this, 
know  'tis  for  l^tchery  ur  murder  ;  and  this  beifl$ 
away,  the  warrant  comes  ^eided,  and  insoficieai. 

Fr&m  i  thank  you,  sir. 

Mar.  Look  you ;  all  these  are  nihUs ; 
They  want  the  punction. 

Fran.  Yes,  I  see  they  do,  sir; 
There  's  for  thy  pains;  mine   must  go  sore* 

warded : 
The  better  love,  the  worse  by  fate  regarded. 

[Er'U. 

Afar.  Well,  go  thy  w*ays'  fot  the  sweetest  en*- 
tomer  that  ever  penman  was  hiess'd  wiikal: 
now  will  he  come  roi*  another  to-morn>wa|aia; 
if  he  hold  on  this  course,  he  will  leave  never  i 
knave  i*  th*  town  within  this  tvrdvemontli :  m 
matter,  FshaH-btf  rich  enough  ^y  that  time. 

Phi.  Martino! 

Mar.  Say  YOU,  foi*soot!i? 

Phi.  Wlmr  paper 's  that  the  gtentlemad  let  hSi 
there  ? 
!      Mar.  Paper  ?  'Tis  the  warrant,  I  hope:  if  it 
'be  V  11  hide  it,  and  make  him  pay  for  'tagaia. 
I  No;  pox  ;  'tis  not  so  happy. 
!      Phi.  What  is 't,  sirrah  ? 
I      Mar.  Tis  nothing  but  a  letter,  fbrsootlu 

P^i.  Is^  that  nothing? 

Mar.  Nothing  in  respect  of  a  warrant,  mis- 
tress. 

Phi.  A  letter?  Why,  't  has  been  many  a  man's 
undoing,  sir. 

Mar.  So  has  a  warrant,  an*  you  go  to  tljii» 
mistress. 

Phi.  Read  but  the  superscription,  and  away 
with  't. 
Alas  !  it  may  concern  the  gentleman  nearly. 

Man  Why,  mistress,  this  letter  is  at  hoine  al- 
ready. 

Bhi:  At  home,  how  mean  you,  sir  ? 

Mar.  You' shall  hear,  mistress.  To  the  dc 
iervingest  of  all  her  ses,  and  most  vorthtf  of  h 
best  respect  and  lirotj  Mrs  Philippa  Branding' 

Phi.  Hbw,  sir,  to  me  ? 

Mar,  To  you,  mistress. 

Phi.  Run,  as  thou  lov'st  my  honour,  aod  tbj 
life. 
Call  him  again,  I  'U  not  endure  this  injury: 
But  stay,  stay,  now  I  think  on  't,  'tis  my  credit; 
I  '11  have  your  master's  counsel.  Ah,  base  fei'o^  • 
To  leave  his  loose  lines  thus :  'tis  even  as  mocli 
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Am  m  poor  lioocst  geotlewoouui's  undoing, 
Had  I  not  a  ^ve  wise  man  to  mj  hasband : 
And  thon  a  vigilant  variet  to  admit 
Tboa  car'st  not  whom. 

Mar,  AJas !  'tis  my  office,  mistress. 
You  know  jou  have  a  kirtle  every  year. 
And  'tis  within  two  months  of  the  time  now, 
The  velvet 's  coming  over:   pray  he  milder;  a 
man  that  has  a  place  must  take  money  of  any 
body :  please  vou  to  throw  me  down  but  half  a 
dollar,  and  I  '11  make  you  a  warrant  for  him  now, 
tliat  's  all  I  care  for  him. 

Fhh  Well,  look  you  be  clear  now  from  this 
foul  conspiracy* 
Against  mine  honour;  or  your  master's  love  to 

you, 
That  makes  you  stout,  shall  not  maintain  you 

here; 
It  shall  not :  trust  to 't. —  [Exit. 

Mar,  This  is  strange  to  me  now : 
Dare  she  do  this,  and  but  eight  weeks  to  new- 
year's  tide? 
A  man  that  had  his  blood  as  hot  as  her's  now, 
would  fit  her  with  French  velvet :  I  '11  go  near  it. 

Enter  Brandino  and  Philippa. 

PhL  If  this  be  a  wrong  to  modest  reputation. 
Be  you  the  censurer,  sir,  that  are  the  master 
Both  of  your  fJEune  and  mine. 

Bran,  Signior  Francisco  ? 
1 11  make  him  fly  the  land. 

Mar,  That  wiD  be  hard,  sir ; 
I  think  he  be  not  so  well  feather'd, master; 
IT  as  spent  the  best  part  of  his  patrimony. 

Pki,  Hark  of  his  bold  confederate. 

Bran,  There  thon  'rt  bitter; 
And  I  must  chide  thee  now. 

Phi.  What  should  I  think,  sir  ? 
He  comes  to  your  man  for  warrants. 

Bran,  There  it  goes  then. 
Come  hither  knave :  Comes  he  to  you  for  war- 
rants? 

Mar,  Why,  what  of  that,  sir? 
You  know  I  give  no  warrants  to  make  cuckolds; 
That  comes  by  fortune,  and  by  nature,  sir. 

Bran.  True,  that  comes  by  fortune,  and  by 
nature. 
Wife,  why  dost  thou  wrong  this  man  ? 

Mar,  tie  needs  no  warrant,  master,  that  goes 
about  such  business;  a  cuckold-maker  carries 
always  his  warrant  about  him. 

Bran*  La ;  has  he  answer'd  well  now,  to  the 
full? 
What  canse  hast  thou  to  abuse  him  ? 

Phi,  Hear  me  out,  I  pray :  [tunity 

Through  his  admittance,  he  has  had  an  opoor- 
To  come  into  the  house,  and  court  me  boldly. 

Bran,  Sirrah,  you  're  foul  again,  methinks. 

Mar,  Who  I,  sir  ? 


u 
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Bran,  You  gave  this  man  admittance  into  th' 

house. 
Mar.  That 's  true,  sir ;  you  never  gave  me 
any  order  yet, 
To  write  mv  warrants  i'  th*  street. 

Bran.  Why  sure  thou  tak*st  delight  to  wrong 
this  fellow,  wife :  ha,  cause  I  love  him. 
Phi.  Pray,  see  the  fruits ;  see  what  he  1ms  lef^ 
behind  here : 
Be  angry  where  you  should  be :  there  's  few 

wives 
Would  do  as  I  do. 

Bran,  Nav,  Til  say  that  for  thee, 
I  ne'er  founcf  thee  but  honest. 

Phi.  She  's  a  beast 
That  ever  was  found  otherways. 

Bran,  Read,  Martino ; 
Mine  eyes  are  sore  already,  and  such  a  business 
Would  put  'em  out  quite. 

Mar,   "  Fair  dear,  and  incomparable  mis- 
tress,"—- 
Bran.  Oh !  every  letter  draws  a  tooth,  me- 
thinks. 
Mar,  And  it  leads  mine  to  watering. 
Phi.  *  Here  's  no  villainy  ? 
Mar.  '^  My  love  being  so  violent,  and  the 
opportunity  so  precious  in  your  husband's  ab- 
sence to-night,  who,  as  I  understand,  takes  a 
journey  this  moming-i — " 
Bran,  Oh  plot  of  villainy ! 
Phi,  Am  I  honest,  think  you,  sir? 
Bran.  Exactly  honest,  perfectly  improved. 
On,  on, 
Martino. 
Mar.  **  I  will  make  bold,  dear  mistress, 
thoueh  your  chastity  has  given  roe  many  a 
repulse,  to  wait  the  sweet  blessings  of  this 
long-desired  opportunit)r,  at  the  back  gate, 
between  nine  and  ten  this  night—" 
Bran.   I  feel  this  inns-a-court  man  in  my 

temples. 
Mar,  "  Where  if  your  affection  be  pleas'd  to 
**  receive  me,  you  receive  the  faithfullest  that  ever 

"  vow'd  service  to  woman, Francisco." 

Bran,  I  will  make  Francisco  smart  for  't. 
Phi,  Shew  him  the  letter;  let  him  know  you 
know  him ; 
That  will  torment  him :  all  your  other  courses 
Are  nothing,  sir,  to  that :  that  breaks  his  heart. 
Bran,  The  strines  shall  not  hold  long  then. 

Come,  Martino. 
Phi.  Now  if  Francisco  have  any  wit  at  all. 
He  comes  at  night;  if  not,  he  never  shall. 

[JExetinf. 

SCENE  n. 

Enter  Francisco,  Ricardo,  and  Attilio, 
JRtc.  Nay,  mark,  mark  it,  Francisco:  it  was 
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the  naturallest  curtesie  that  ever  was  ordained ;  I 
a  young  gentleman  heing  spent,  to  have  a  rich 
lYidow  set  him  up  again  :  to  see  liow  fortune  has 
provided  for  ail  mortality's  ruins;  your  college 
for  your  old-standing  scholar;  your  hospital  for 
your  lame  creeping  soldier;  your  bawd  for  your 
mangled  roarer ;  your  open  house  for  your  ueg- 
«ir ;  and  vour  widow  for  yotir  gentleman :  Ua^ 
Francisco! 

Fran.  Aye,  sir,  you  may  be  merry,  you  're 
iu  liope  of  a  rich  widow. 

B,ic,  And  why  should*st  not  thou  be  in  hope 
of  another,  if  tliere  were  any  spirit  in  thee;  thou 
art  as  likely  a  fellow  t\s  any  in  the  company* 
I'll  he  hang'd  now  if  I  do  not  hit  the  true  cause 
of  thy  sadness;  and  confess  truly,  i'  faith ;  thou 
hast  some  laud  unsold  yet,  I  hold  my  life. 

Fran*  Marry,  I  hope  so,  sir. 

Rk,  A  pox  on  'c,  have  I  found  it^  'Slight, 
away  with  it  with  all  speed,  roan.  I  was  never 
merry  at  heart  while  1  had  a  foot:  why,  man, 
fortune  never  minds  us,  till  we  are  left  alone  to 
odrselves :  for  what  need  she  take  care  for  them 
tliat  do  nothing  but  take  care  for  themselves  ? 
Why,  dost  think  if  I  had  kept  my  lands  still,  I 
sliould  ever  have  iook*d  after  a  rich  widow? 
AJas,  I  shcruld  have  married  some  poor  young 
maid,  eot  five-and-tweuty  children,  and  undone 
myselfT 

Fran.  I  protest,  sir,  I  should  not  have  the 
fiice  tho'  to  come  to  a  rich  widow  with  nothing. 

KU,  Why,  art  thou  so  simple  as  thou  mak*st 
thyselff  Dost  think  y'  faith  I  come  to  a  rich 
widow  with  nothing  ?  fher's. 

Fran,  I  mean  with  state  not  answerable  to 

Ric,  Why  there  's  the  fortune,  man,  that  I 
taik'd  ou; 
She  knows  all  tliis,  ancfyet  1  am  welcome  to  her. 

JPran.  Aye,  that 's  strange,  sir. 

Ric.  Nay  more,  to  pierce  thy  hard  heart,  and 
make  thee  sell  thy  land,  if  thou  'st  any  grace : 
she  has,  amongst  others,  two  substantial  suitors ; 
One,  in  good  tinke  be  't  spoke,  I  owe  much 

money  to. 
She  knows  this  too,  and  yet  t  'm  welcome  to  her. 
Nor  dares  the  Unconscionable  rascal  trouble  me ; 
Sh'  as  told  hiitt  thus,  those  that  profess  love  to 

her 
Shall  have  the  liberty  to  come  and  go, 
Or  else  get  him  gone  first ;  she  knows  not  yet 
Where  fortune  may  bestow  her,  she  '»  her  gift. 
Therefore  to  all  will  shew  a  kind  respect. 

JVan.- Why  this  is  like  a  woman:  I  ha^  no 
luck  in  ^t. 

Ric.  And   as  at  a  sheriff's  table,   O   blest 
custom  I 
A  poor  indebted  ^entfemail  may  dine, 
Feed  well,  and  without  fear,  and  depart  so; 
So  to  her  lips  fearless  I  come  and  go. 

Fran.  You  may  well  boast,  y*  are  much  the 
happier  man,  sir. 

Ric.  So  you  would  be,  and  you  would  sell 
your  Itmd,  sir. 


Fran.  I  have  heard  the  circcmiitaiioe  of  yoor 
sweet  fortune : 
Pr'ythee  give  ear  to  my  unlucky  tale  bow. 

Kic,  That  ^s  an  ill  hearing ;    but  come,  for 
once,  sir. 

JVan.  I  never  yet  lovM  but  one  woman. 

Ric.  Right,  I  begun  so  too;  but  I  have  lov^^ 
a  thousand  since.  [wiiie. 

Jron.  t'ray  hear  me,  sir;  bul  this  is  a  mao*f 

Rk.  So  has  five  hundred  of  my  thousand  beeiu 

JVan.  Nay  see,  and  you  '11  regard  roe. 

Ric.  No  ?  you  see  I  do, 
I  bring  you  an  exarople  in  for  every  thing. 

J*ran.  This  man^»  wife—' 

Ric.  So  you  said. 

Fran.  Seems  very  strict. 

Ric.  Ha,  humph ! 

JVan.  Do  you  laugh  at  that  ? 

Ric.  Seems  very  strict,  you  said; 
I  hear  you,  man;  aye  faith,  you  are  so  jeakws 
•      still. 

JVan.  But  wh^  should  that  make  yoo  Uogli? 

Ric.  Because  she  seems  so :  you 're  such  mkh 
ther. — 

JVan.  Nay,  sir,  I  think  she  is. 

Ric.  You  cannot  tell  then. 

JVan.  I  dare  not  ask  the  question,  I  protest. 
For  fear  of  a  repulse,  which  yet  not  havmg, 
My  mind  's  the  quieter,  and  I  live  in  hope  stilL 

Ric.  Ha,  hum  1  This  'tis  to  be  a  landed  man. 
Come,  I  perceive  I  must  show  you  a  little  of  my 
fortune,  and  instruct  yoo :  Not  ask  the  questioa? 

JVan.  Methought  still  she  frown'd,  sir. 

Rk.  Why  that  's  the  cause,  fool^  that  she 
look'd  so  scurvily.  Come,  come,  make  me 
your  woman,  ;fou  *11  ne'er  do  't  else;  I  '11  shew 
you  her  condition  presently.  I  perceive  yoa 
must  be^in  like  a  yoimg  vaulter,  and  get  up  at 
horse  tail,  before  you  get  into  the  saddle:. nave 
YOU  the  boldness  to  utter  your  mind  to  me  now, 
being  but  in  hose  and  (doublet  i  I  think,  if  I 
should  put  on  a  farthingale,  thou  would'st  never 
have  the  heart  to  do  it. 

JVan*  Perhaps  I  should  not  then  for  laogbing 
at  you,  sir. 

Rk.  In  the  mean  time  I  fear  I  sliall  laugh  at 
thee  without  one. 

JVan.  Nay,  you  must  tliiok,  friend,  I  dsre 
speak  to  a  woman. 

Ric.  Yptt  shall  pardon  me  for  that,  friend;  I 
will  not  think  it,  till  I  see  *t. 

Frm.  Why  you  diall  then :  I  rf»H  be  gbd  t. 
learn  too. 
Of  one  so  deep  as  you  are. 

Ric.  So  you  may,  sir.     Now   'tis  my  best 
course  to  look  mildly, 
I  shall  put  him  out  at  first  else. 

JVan.  A  word,  sweet  lady. 

Ric.  With  me,  sir  ^  say  your  pleasure. 

JVan.  O  Ricardo, 
Thou  art  too  good  to  be  a  woman  long. 

Rk.  Do  not  find  fault  with  this,  for  fear  I 
prove 
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Too  scornful;  be  content  when  you  're  well 
us*d. 

Fran,  You  say  well,  sir.— Lady,  I  have  lov*d 
you  long. 

Kie,  Tis  a  good  hearing,  sir.— If  he  be  not 
out  now,  V\\  be  hang'd. 

Fran.  You  play  a  scornful  woman !  I  per- 
ceive, Ricardo,  you  have  not  been  us'd  to  'era  : 
why,  ril  come  in  at  my  pleasure  with  you, 
Alas,  'tis  nothing  for  a  man  to  talk,  when  a  wo- 
man gives  way  to  't :  one  shall  seldom  meet  with 
a  lady  so  kind,  as  thou  play*dst  her. 
-  Bac.  Not  altogether,  perhaps :  he  that  draws 
their  pictures  must  flutter  *em  a  little ;  they  '11 
look  he  tliat  plays  'em  should  do  't  a  great  deal 
then. 

Fran,  Come,  come,  1 11  play  the  woman,  that 
I  'm  us'd  to ;  I  see  you  ne'er  wore  shoe  that 
pinch'd  you  yet,  all  your  things  come  on  easy. 

Ric,  §ay  you  so,  sir  ? 
I  'II  try  your  ladyship  'faith. — Lady,  well  met. 

Fran.  I  do  not  think  so,  sir. 

*  Kic.  A  scornful  '  gom  !  And  at  the  first  dash 
too :  my  widow  never  gave  me  such  an  answer. 
I  '11  to  you  again,  sir.  fairest  of  creatures,  I  do 
love  thee  innnitety. 

Fran.  There's  no  body  bids  you,  sir. 

Ric.  Pox  on  thee,  thou  art  the  beastliest 
crossest  baggage  that  ever  man  met  withal; 
but  I  'II  see  tliee  hang'd,  sweet  lady,  ere  I  be 
daunted  with  this.  Why,  thou  'rt  too  aukward, 
sirrah. 

Fran.  Hang  thee,  base  fellow. 

Ric,  Now,  by  this  light,  he  thinks  he  does  't 
indeed.  Nay,  then,  have  at  your  plumb-tree ; 
faith,  I  '11  not  be  foil'd. — Though  you  seem  to  be 
careless,  madam,  as  you  have  enough  where- 
withal to  be,  yet  I  do,  must,  and  will  love  you. 

Fran,  Sir,  if  you  begin  to  be  rude,  I  '11  call 
my  woman. 

ilic.  What  a  pestilent  quean's  this !  I  shall 
bave  much  ado  with  her,  I  see  that.  Tell  me, 
as  you  're  a  woman,  lady,  what  serve  kisses  for, 
but  to  stop  nil  your  mouths  } 

Fran.  Hold,  hold,  Kicardo. 

Htc.  Disgrace  me,  widow. 

Fran,  Art  mad,  I  'm  Francisco. 

At,  Siguior  Ricardo,  up,  up. 

Bit.  Who  is  't,  Francisco  } 

Fran.  Francisco,  quotha?  What,  are  you  mad, 
sir? 

•  Rk.  A  hots  on  thee,  thou  dost  not  know 
what  injury  thou  hast  done  me;  I  was  i'  th' 
fairest  dream.  This  is  your  way  now,  and  you 
can  follow  it. 

Fran,  Tis  a  strange  way,  methinks. 


Ric.  Learn  you  to  play  a  woman  not  so  scorn- 
fully then. 
For  I  am  like  the  actor  that  ]fou  spoke  on, 
I  must  have  the  part  that  overcomes  the  lady, 
I  never  like  the  play  else. — -Now  your  friendship. 
But  to  assist  a  subtle  trick  I  ha'  thought  on, 
And  the  rich  widow  's  mine  within  these  three 
houi-s. 

^I'nn  \  ^^  ^^^^^  ^^  proud  of  that,  sir. 

Ric.  List  to  me  then. 
I  '11  place  you  two — I  can  do  't  handsomely, 
I  know  the  house  so  well — to  hear  the  conference 
Twixt  her  and  I :  she  's  a  most  affable  one; 
Her  words  will  give  advantage,  and  1*11  urge  'em 
To  the  kind  proofs,  to  catch  her  in  a  contract, 
Then  shall  you  both  step  in  as  witnesses, 
And  take  her  in  the  snare, 

Friin.  But  do  you  love  her? 
And  then  't  will  prosper. 

Ric.  By  this  hand  I  do. 
Not  for  her  wealth,  but  for  her  person  too. 

Fran.  It  shall  be  done,  then. 

Ric,  But  stay,  stay,  Francisco ; 
Where  shall  we  meet  with  thee  some  two  hours 
hence,  now  ? 

Fran.  Why,  hark  you,  sir. 

Ric.  Enough,  command  my  life. 
Get  me  the  widow,  Til  get  thee  the  wife. 

[Exetifi^  Ricardo  and  Attilio,. 

Fran,  Oh  that 's  now  with  me  past  hope ;  yet 
I  must  love  her. 
I  would  I  could  not  do  't. 

Enter  Bbandino  an(^  Martiko* 

Mar,  Yonder  's  the  villain,  master. 

Bran,  Francisco?  I  am  happy. 

Mar,  Let 's  both  draw,  master,  for  there  's 
nobody  with  him ;  stay,  stay,  master. 
Do  not  you  draw  till  I  be  ready  too. 
Let 's  draw  just  both  together,  and  keep  ev'n. 

Bran.  What  and  we  kiird  him  now,  before  he 
saw  us? 

Mar.  No,  then  he  will  hardly  see  to  read  the 
letter. 

Bran.  That 's  true ;  good  counsel,  marry. 

Mar.  Marry  thus  much,  sir;  you  may  kill 
him  lawfully,  all  the  while  he  's  a  reading  on  't, 
as  an  Anab&ptist  may  lie  with  a  brother's  wife, 
all  the  white  he  's  asleep. 

Bran,  He  turns;  he  looks:  Come  on,  sir,  you, 
Francisco ; 
I  lov'd  your  father  well,  but  you  're  a  villain  : 
He  lov'd  me  well  too :  But  you  love  ray  wife,  sir ; 
After  whom  take  yon  that?  I  will  uot  say 
Your  mother  play*d  false, 


>  Gom  /— Junius,  in  his  Etymologicon,  says,  that  gwn  or  gn^^  signifies  «  «m»— Bicardo  tbereibra 
means,  that  Francisco,  io  his  assumed  character  of  a  woman,  acts  not  with  the  softness  and  delicacy 
of  a  female,  bat  with  t5f  scorn  and  bangbtiQess  of  a  male. 
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Fran,  No,  sir,  you  were  not  best. 

Bran,  But  I  will  say,  in  spiteof  thee,  my  wife 's 

honest. 
Mar,  And  I,  my  mistress. 
Tran,  You  may,  I'll  give  yon  leave. 
Bran,  Leave,  or  leave  not,  there  she  defies 
you,  .sir; 
^eep  your  adulterous  sheet  to  wind  you  in, 
Or  cover  your  forbidden  parts  at  least, 
For  fear  you  want  one ;  many  a  letcher  may, 
That  sins  in  cam  brick  now. 

Mar,  And  in  lawn  too,  roaster. 
Bran,  Nay,  read,  and  tremble,  sir. 
Mar,  Now  shall  I  do  *t,  master  ?  I  see  a  piece 
of  an  open  seam  in  his  shirt,  shall  I  run  him  in 
there  ?  for  my  sword  has  ne*er  a  point. 
Bran.  No,  let  him  foam  a  while. 
Mar,  If  your  sword  be  no  better  than  mine, 
we  shall  not  kill  him  by  day-light;  we  had  need 
have  a  lanthorn. 

Bran,  Talk  not  of  lanthoms,  he  's  a  sturdy 
letcher ; 
He  would  make  the  horns  fly  about  my  ears. 

Fran,  I  apprehend  thee :  Admirable  woman ! 
Which  to  love  best  I  know  not,  thy  wit  or  beauty* 
Bran,  Now,  sir,  have  you  well  view'd  your 
baetard  there, 
Got  of  your  lustful  brain  ?  'Give  you  joy  on  't. 
Fran.  I  thank  you,  sir;  altho'  you  speak  in 
jest, 
I  must  confess,  I  sent  your  wife  this  letter. 
And  often  courted,  tempted,  and  ufg*d  her. 

Bran,  Did  you  so,  sir? 
Then  first,  before  I  kill  thee,  I  forewarn  thee  my 
house. 
Mar,  And  I,  before  I  kill  thee,  forewarn  thee 
my  office;  die  to-morrow ;  next  thou  never  get'st 
warrant  of  me  more,  for  love  or  money. 

Fran,  Remember  but  again,  from  whence  I 
came,  sir, 
And  then  I  know  you  cannot  think  amiss  of  me. 
Bran,  How  's  this  ? 

Mar.  Pray,  hear  him ;  it  may  grow  to  a  piece : 
For,  master,  though  we  have  carried  the  busi- 
ness nobly,  we  are  not  altogether  so  valiant  as 
we  should  be. 

Bran,  Peace,  thou  say'st  true  in  that :  what 

is  *t  you  *d  say,  sir  ? 
Fran,  Was  not  my  father  (quietaess  be  with 
him) 
And  you  sworn  brothers? 

Bran,  Why,  right ;  that  is  it  urges  me. 


JFVafi.  And  ccrnM  you  have  m  Ihoogiit  that  i 
could  wrong  you. 
As  fiur  as  the  deed  go«s  ? 

Bran,  You  took  the  course,  air. 

Fran,  To  make  you  happy,  if  jov  nAtScj 

weigh  d  It. 
Mar,  Troth  I  '11  put  up  at  aU  adventam, 
master ; 
It  comes  off  very  fair  yet. 

Fran.  You  in  years 
Married  a  young  maid :  What  does  the  world 
judge,  think  you  ? 
Mar,  By  'r  lady,  master,  knavishly  eooii^  I 
warrant  you ; 
I  should  do  so  myself. 

Fran,  Now  to  damp  slander. 
And  all  her  envious  and  suspicioaa  brood, 
I  made  this  friendly  trial  of  her  conscancy. 
Being  son  to  him  you  lov*d ;    that  now  coo- 

firm'd, 
I  might  advance  my  sword  a^nst  the  worid 
In  her  most  fair  defence,  which  joys  niy  spirit 
Mar,  Oh,  master,  let  me  weep,  while  you  em- 
brace him. 
Bran.  Francisco,  is  thy  father's  soul  in  thee? 
Lives  he  here  still  ?  What,  will  he  shew  himself 
In  his  male  seed  to  me?  Give  me  thy  liand, 
Methinks  it  feels  now  like  thy  fiuber's  to  me: 
Pr'vthee  forgive  me. 

Mar.  And  me  too,  pr'ythee. 

Bran,  Come  to  mv  house,  thy  fiitber  oeter 

miss  d  It. 
Mar.  Fetch  now  as  many  warraoti  as  yoQ 
please,  sir. 
And  welcome  too. 

Fran.  To  see  how  soon  man's  goodnett 
May  be  abused. 

Bran,  But  now  I  know  thy  intent. 
Welcome  to  all  that  I  have. 

Fran,  Sir,  I  take  it : 
A  gift  so  given,  hang  him  that  would  fbnakeit 

Bran,  Martino,  I  appland  my  fortune,  and  d^ 

counsel. 
Mar,  You  never  have  ill  fortune  wbenyos 
follow  it. 
Here  were  things  carry'd  now  in  the  true  natort 

of  a  quiet  duello; 
A  great  strife  ended,  without  the  rough  soldier, 

or  the— 
And  now  you  may  take  your  journey. 
Bran.  Thou  art  my  glee,  Martino.    [JEmvs^.  ! 


ACT  n. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Valeria  and  a  Servant, 

Val,  Servellio. 

Serv,  Mistress. 

VaL  If  that  fellow  come  again. 


Answer  him  without  me :  1 11  not  speak  with 
him. 
Serv.  He  in  the  nutmeg-colour'd  band,  §»> 

sooth? 
Val,  Aye,  tlmt  spic*d  coxcomb,  sir:  Ncfcr 
may  I  marry  again 
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lit  wonhipfol  idolatroos  face 

aost  fearfully  painted;  so  hope  comfort 

me, 

perceive  it  peel  in  many  places, 
ler  's  eye  lay  a  betraying  tbulness. 
Is  sweep  dust  o'  cb'  house  all  to  one 

comer ; 

1  me  enough  there,  prodisous  pride, 
mot  but  fall  scommlly.    I  'm  a  woman, 
raise  Heaven,  I  never  had  the  ambition 
>out  to  mend  a  better  workman : 

shames  herself  i'  th'  end  that  does  it. 
likes  me  not  now,  as  heaven  made  me, 
ver  hazard  bell  to  do  him  a  pleasure ; 
ev*ry  night  like  a  woodcock  m  paste 
ie  some  gaudy  goose  t*  th'  monnng. 
nan  likes  chat  best,  that  is  itself, 
t  which  only  seems,  tho'  it  look  fairer. 

send  me  one  that  loves  me,  and  I  'm 

happy* 
n  I  'If  make  great  trial  ere  I  have  him. 

I  speak  aU  men    fair,   and  promise 

sweetly, 
that  of  my  suitors,  *tis  their  own, 
re  injustice  't  were  to  keep  it  from  'em. 

•    Enter  Riciaoo. 

And  so  as  I  said,  sweet  widow. 

Do  you  begin  where  you  left,  sir  ? 

I  always  desire,  when  I  come  to  a  widow, 

I  i'  th'  middle  of  a  sentence ;  for  I  pre- 

le  has  a  bad  memory  of  a  woman,  that 

remember  what  goes  before. 

Stay,  stay,  sir;   let  me  look  upon  you 

well; 
:  you  painted  too  ? 
How,  painted,  widow  ? 
Not  painted  widow,  I  do  not  use  it, 

trust  me,  sir. 
That  makes  roe  love  thee. 
I  mean  painted  gentleman, 
>u  please  to  give  him  a  greater  sdle,  sir ; 
ne  not,  sir,  it 's  a  dangerous  age  I  tell  vou, 
mple-dealing  women  had  need  look  about 

'em. 
But  is  there  such  a  fellow  in  the  world, 

widow, 
i  are  pleasM  to  talk  on  ? 
Nay,  here  lately,  sir. 
Here-?  a  pos,  I  think  I  smell  him,  'tis 
ion  sure,  ha :  ^  oil  of  ben.    Do  but  shew 
!,  widow,  and  let  me  never  hope  ibr  coro- 
I  do  not  immediately  geld  him,  and  grind 
i  upon  one  o'  th'  stones. 
Suffices  yon  have  expressed  me  your  love 


and  valour,  and  ma&ly  hate  against  that  nnmanly 
pride:  bu^  sir,  I  '11  save  you  that  labour;  he 
never  comes  within  my  door  again. 

HiC  I  '11  love  your  door  the  better  while  I 
know  't,  widow ;  a  pair  of  such  brothers  were 
'  fitter  for  posts  without  door,  indeed,  to  make  m 
shew  at  a  new-chosen  magistrate's  gate,  than  to 
be  us*d  in  a  woman's  chamber.  No,  sweet  wi- 
dow, having  me,  you  've  the  truth  of  a  man ;  all 
that  you  see  of  me  is  full  of  mine  own,  and  wliat 
you  see,  or  not  see,  shall  be  yonr's :  I  ever  hated 
to  be  beholden  to  art,  or  to  borrow  any  thing  but 
monev.  [FaAif Cisco  and  Attilio  stand  unseen, 

Val,  True;  and  that  you  never  use  to  pay 
again. 

Rie,  W&t  matter  is 't?  If  yon  be  pleat'd  to 
do't 
For  me,  I  hold  it  as  good. 

Val,  Oh,  soft  YOU,  sir,  I  pray. 

Ric.  Why,  i'  faith,  you  may  an'  yon  will. 

Val.  I  know  that,  sir. 

Rk.  Troth,  and  I  would  have  my  will  then, 
if  I  were  as  you  ; 
There 's  few  women  else  but  have* 

Val.  But  since  I  cannot  have  it  in  all,  signiory 
I  care  not  to  have  it  io  any  thing. 

Rie,  Why,  you  may  have  it  in  all,  an'  you 
will,  widow. 

Val.  Pish ;  I  would  have  one  that  loves  roe 
for  royself,  sir,  not  for  roy  wealth ;  and  thflt  I 
cannot  have. 

Rie.  What  say  you  to  him  that  does  the  thing 
you  wish  for?  • 

Val.  Why,  here  's  my  hand,  I  '11  marry  none 
but  him  then. 

Rie,  Your  hand  and  faith« 

Val.  My  hand  and  faith. 

Rie.  Tis  I,  then. 

Val,  I  shall  be  glad  on  't,  tmst  me ;  'shcew 
my  heart  else. 

Hie.  A  match. 

Enter  Feavcisco  and  Attilio. 

Fran,  Give  yon  joy,  sweet  widow. 
At.  Joy  to  you  both. 
VaL  How? 

Rie.  Nay,  there  's  no  starting  now ;  I  have 
yon  fast,  widow. 
You  're  witness,  gentlemen. 

AtT'  I  We  'jj  be  depos'd  on  it. 

Val,  Am  I  betray'd  to  this,  then  ?  Then  I  see 
'Tis  for  my  wealth;   a  woman's  wealth  's  her 
traitor. 


I  ^  ben* — ^  Been  or  Men,  in  pharmacy,  denotes  a  medicinal  root,  celebrated,  espceially 
the  Arabs,  for  its  aromatic,  canliac,  and  alexiterial  virtues."    Chambers's  Didwnani.    The 
rriter  says,  there  are  two  kinds  of  Bcm,  white  and  red,  and  that  they  arc  both  broupit  from 
vaot,  and  have  the  same  virtues,  being  substituted  for  each  other. 
tterM  fotie,  &c.— See  Note  44  to  The  Honed  Wkore^  VoL  I.  p.  537. 
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Rie.  *Tis  for  love  chiefly,  I  protest,  sweet  wi- 
dow ; 
I  count  wealth  but  a  fiddle  to  make  us  merry. 
VaL  Hence ! 
Ric,  Why,  thou  *rt  mine. 
VaL  I  do  renOhDce  it  utterly. 
Jtic.  Have  I  not  hand  and  faith? 
Val,  Sir,  take  your  course. 
Ric,  With  all  my  heart;  ten  courses  an*  you 

willy  widow. 
Val,  Sir,  sir,  I  'm  not  so  gamesome  as  you 
think  me; 
1 11  stand  you  out  by  law. 

Jtic.  By  law  !  O  cruel,  merciless  woman. 
To  talk  of  law,  and  know  I  have  no  money. 

VaL  I  will  consume  myself  to  the  last  ^  stamp, 
Before  thou  gett'st  me. 

Ric.  'Life,  I  *11  be  as  wilful,  then,  too :  I  '11 
rob  all  the  carriers  in  Christendom,  but  I  *11  ha?e 
thee,  and  find  my  lawyers  money : 
I  scorn  to  get  thee  underybrffui  pauperis  ; 
I  have  too  proud  a  heart,  and  love  thee  better. 
VaL  As  for  you,  gentlemen,  I  '11  take  course 
against  you ; 
you  came  mto  my  house  without  my  leave ; 
Your  practices  are  conning  and  deceitful ; 
I  know  you  not,  and  I  hope  law  will  right  me. 
Ric,  It  is  sufficient  that  your  husband  knows 
'em, 
^Th  not  your  business  to  know- every  man, 
An  honest  wife  contents  herself  with  one. 
VaL  You  know  what  you  shall  trust  to,  pray 
depart,  sir. 
And  take  your  rude  confederates  along  with  you, 
Or  I  will  send  for  those  shall  force  your  absence; 
I  'm  glad  I  found  your  purpose  out  so  soon. 
.  How  quickly  may  poor  women  be  undone ! 

Ric.  Lose  thee !  by  this  hand  I  '11  ^ee  fifleen 
counsellors  first,  tho   I  undo  a  hunqred  poor 
men  for  *em ;  and  I  '11  make  *em  yaul  one  ano- 
ther deaf,  but  I  *11  have  tliee. 
VaL  Me ! 
Ric.  Thee. 

VaL  Aye,  firet  tliy  heart  out.  [Exit  Ricardo. 
Fran,  Were  I  he  now, 
I  'd  see  thee  starve  for  man  before  I  had  thee. 
VaL  Pray  counsel  him  to  that,  sir,  and  I  '11 

pay  you  well. 
Fran.  Pay  me  I  pay  your  next  husband. 
VaL  Do  not  scorn 't,  gallant;  a  worse  woman 
than  I 
Has  paid  a  better  man  than  you. 

[Exeunt  Attilio  and  Francisco. 

Enter  two  old  Suit(fr$. 

Ut  Suit,  Why,  how  now,  sweet  widow  ? 
VaL  Ob,  kind  gentlemen, 
I  'm  so  abused  here. 
Jmbo,  Abtts'd! 


VaL  What  will  you  do,  sirs  ?    Pot  up  jour 
weapons. 

id  Suit.  Nay,  they  're  not  so  easily  drawn, 
that  I  must  tell  you ;  mine  has  not  been  out 
these  three  years;  marry,  in  your  cause,  widow, 
't  would  not  be  long  a  drawing.  Abus*d!  bj 
whom,  widow? 

VaL  Nay,  by  a  beggar. 

Qd  Suit,  A  beggar!  I  '11  have  him  whipt 
then,  and  sent  to  the  house  of  correction. 

VaL  Ricardo,  sir. 

2d  Suit,  Ricardo !  Nny,  by  the  mass  he 's  t 
gentleman  beggar;  he  Ml  be  hang'd  before  be  be 
whipt.  Why,  you  '11  give  me  leave  to  clap  him 
up,  I  hope  ? 

Val.  Tis  too  good  for  him ;  that 's  the  thio( 
he  wou*d  have. 
He  would  be  clapt  up  whether  I  would  or  oo, 

methinks ; 
PIac*d  two  of  his  companions  privately, 
Unknown  to  me,  on  purpose  to  entrap  me 
In  my  kind  answers,  and  at  last  stole  from  me. 
That  which  I  fear  will  put  me  to  some  trouble, 
A  kind  of  verbal  curtesy,  which  his  witnesses 
And  he,  forsooth,  call  by  the  name  of  contract 

iit  Suit.  O  politic  villain  ! 

VaL  But  I  *m  resolv'd,  gentlemen. 
If  the  whole  power  of  my  estate  can  cast  him, 
He  never  shall  obtain  me. 

Qd  Suit.  Hold  you  there,  widow. 
Well  fare  your  heart  for  that,  i*  faith. 

'  1st  Suit.  Stay,  stay,  stay ; 
You  broke  no  gold  between  you  ? 

Val,  We  broke  nothing,  sir. 

Ut  Suit,  Nor  drunk  to  one  another  ? 

VaL  Not  a  drop,  sir. 

Ut  Suit.  You  're  sure  of  this  you  speak? 

VaL  Most  certain,  sir. 

Ut  Suit,  Be  of  good  comfort,  wench.     1 11 
undertake,  then, 
At  mine  own  charge  to  overthrow  him  for  thee. 

Val,  O  do  but  that,  sir,  and  you  bind  me  to 
vou; 
Here  shall  I  try  your  goodness.     I  'm  but  a 

woman, 
And,  alas,  ignorant  in  law  businesses: 
I  '11  bear  the  chai);e  most  willingly. 

Ut  Suit.  Not  a  penny : 
Thy  love  will  reward  me. 

VaL  And  where  love  must  he. 
It  is  all  but  one  pui-se,  now  I  think  on  't. 

Ut  Suit,  All  comes  to  one,  aweet  widow. 

2d  Suit.  Are  you  so  forward  ? 

Ut  Suit.    1   know   his  mates,  Attilio  and 
Francisco ; 
I  '11  get  out  process,  and  attach  'em  all : 
We  'II  begin  first  with  them. 

Ka/.  I  like  that  strangely.  [ber: 

Ut  Suit.  I  have  a  daughter  run  away,  I  Uiiok 


^  Stamps,  e.  halfpenny* 
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.  scourge  to  all  youth  for  her  sake : 

'em  has  got  her  up. 

four  daughter !  What,  sir,  Martia  ? 

\it.  Aye,  a  shake  wed  her : 

tiave  married  her  to  a  wealthy  gentleman, 

'  than  myself;  she  was  like  to  be  slirewd- 

ly  hurt,  widow. 
[t  was  too  happy  for  her. 
lit,  I  'm  of  thy  mind. 
f  sweet  widow,  I  Ml  about  this  strait ; 
e  'em  all  three  put  into  one  writ, 
save  charges. 
EIow  I  love  your  providence ! 

[Exit  Ut  Suitor, 
it.  Is  my  nose  bor*d  i    I  'U  cross  you 

both  for  this, 
h  it  cost  me  as  much  o^  th*  other  side ; 
nough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour, 
et  out  of  her  what  may  undo  her  too. 
u,  sweet  widow,  you  must  now  take  heed 
of  a  sore  ground,  he  '11  overthrow  you 

else. 
Marrv  fair,  hope  forbid. 
it.  That  will  he :  marry  let  me  see,  let 
:  pray  how  far  past  it  between  you  and 
.? 

Farther,  sir, 

would  now  it  had,  but  I  hope  well  yet. 
lit.  Pray  let  me  hear  \ :  I  've  a  shrewd 

gtiess  o*  th'  law. 
faith,  sir,  1  rashly  gave  my  hand  and 

faith 
ry  none  but  him. 
iii.  Indeed! 
Aye,  trust  me,  sir. 
lit,  i  *m  very  glad  on  't ;  t  'm  another 

witness, 
shall  have  you  now. 
What  said  you,  sir  ? 

lit.  He  shall  not  want  money  in  an  ho- 
nest cause,  widow ; 
[  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
Are  all  the  world  betrayers  ? 
\iit.  Pish,  pish,  widow, 
re  borne  me  in  hand  this  three  months, 

and  now  fobb*d  me : 
loWn  the  time  when  t  coiild  please  a 

woman, 
;  be  laugird  at  now ;  when  I  'm  crost, 

t  *m  a  tyger ; 
enough^  and  I  will  have  my  humoun 
This  only  shews  your  malice  to  me,  sir ; 
3rld  knows  you  ha'  small  reason  to  help 

him, 
h  is  your  debt  already. 
tit.  Tlierefore  I  do  't, 
no  way  but  that  to  help  myself; 
I  lose  you,  I  will  not  lose  all,  widow ; 
Tying  you,  as  I  will  follow  't  for  him, 


I  '11  make  you  pay  hb  debts>  or  lie  without 

bim^ 
Vat.  I  look'd  for  this  from  you.  [Exit* 

id  Suit,  1  ha'  not  deceiv*d  you  then : 
Fret,  vex,  and  chafe,  I  'm  obstinate  where  I  take. 
I  'II  seek  him  out,  and  chear  him  up  against  her; 
I  ha'  no  charge  at  all,  no  child  of  mine  own, 
But  two  I  got  once  of  a  scowermg  woman, 
And  they  're  both  well  provided  for,  they  're  i* 

th'  hospital : 
I  have  ten  thousand  pound  to  bury  roe,  and  I 
will  have  my  humour^  [Exit* 

SCfiNE  II. 
Enter  Francisco. 

Fran,  A  man  must  have  a  time  to  serve  his 

pleasure. 
As  well  as  his  dear  friend.    I  'm  forc'd  to  steal 

from  'em, 
To  get  this  night  of  sport  for  mine  own  use. 
What  sa^s  her  amiable  witty  letter  here  ? 
Twixt  nine  and  ten — now  'tis  'twixt  six  and 

seven. 
As  fit  as  can  be;  he  that  follows  lechery 
Leaves  all  at  six  and  seven,  and  so  do  I  me- 

thinks : 
Sun  sets  at  eight,  it 's  'hove  an  hour  high  yet{ 
Some  fifteen  mile  have  I  before  I  reach  her, 
But  I  've  an  excellent  horse ;  and  a  good  gallop 
Helps  roan  as  rouch  as  a  provoking  ^nquet. 

Enter  1st  Suitor,  with  Officers. 

Ut  Suit,  Here  's  one  of  *em,  begin  with  him 

first,  officers. 
Of.  By  virtue  of  this  writ  we  attach  your  body, 

sir. 
Fran.  My  body?  'life,  for  what? 
Ut  Suitk  Hold  him  fast,  officers. 
Of.  The  least  of  us  can  do 't,  now  his  sword  *s 
ofi*,  sir; 
We  have  a  trick  of  hanging  upon  gentlemen, 
We  never  lose  a  roan. 

Fran.  O  treacherous  fortune ! 
Why  what 's  the  cause? 

Ut  Suit.  The  widow's  business,  sir ; 
I  hope  you  know  roe  ? 

Fran,  For  a  busy  coxcorob. 
This  fifteen  year,  I  take  it. 

Ut  Suit.  Oh  y  're  mad,  sir; 
Simple  though  you  make  me,  I  stand  for  the 
widow. 
Fran.  She 's  simply  stood  for  then.    What  *a 
this  to  roe,  sir. 
Or  she,  or  you,  or  any  of  these  fleslvhooks  ? 
Ut  Suit.'  Y*  are  like  to  find  good  bail  before 
you  leave  us. 
Or  lie  till  the  suit 's  try'd. 


7  r  hate  borne  me  in  hand,  &c.— See  Note  20  to  Ram  Alleys  YoU  tt»  v'W^* 
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JFVvfi.  O  my  lore  's  misery ! 
tit  Suit.  I  'm  put  in  tnist  to  follow  't,  and 
1  '11  do 't  with  all  severity;  build  upon  that,  sir. 

Enter  Ricarik)  and  Attilio. 

Prafi.  How  I  could  curse  myself! 

J6c.  Look,  here 's  Francisco^ 
Will  you  believe  me,  now  you  see  his  qualities  ? 

At.  Tis  strange  to  me. 

Ric,  I  tell  you  *tis  his  fitthion, 
He  never  stole  away  in  's  life  from  me. 
But  still  I  found  him  in  such  scurvy  company. 
A  pox  on  thee.  Francisco,  wilt  never  leave  thy 

old 
Tricks ;  are  these  lousy  companions  for  thee  ? 

Fran,  Pish,  pish,  pish. 

lit  Suit,  Here  they  be  all  three  now :  'pre- 
bend 'em,  officers. 

Rie.  What's  this? 

Fran,  I  gave  you  warning  enough  to  make 
away, 
I  'm  in  for  the  widow's  business,  so  are  you  now. 

Kic.  What,  all  three  in  a  noose  ?  this  b  like  m 
widow's  business  indeed. 

Ut  Suit.  Sh'  as  catch'd  you,  gentTemen,  as 
you  catch'd  her;  .    ^     ^ 

The  widow  means  now  to  begiu  with  ^u,  sir. 

Hie.  I  thank  her  heartily,  sh'  as  taught  me 
wit:  for  had  I  been  any  but  an  ass,  I  should  ha' 
begun  with  her  indeed.  Bv  this  li^ht,  the  widow 
's  a  notable  housewife,  she  bestirs  herself.  I 
bave  a  greater  mind  to  her  now  than  e'er  I  had  : 
I  cannot  go  to  prison  for  one  I  love  better,  I 
protest,  that  *s  one  good  comfort.  And  what  are 
you,  I  pray  sir,  for  a  coxcomb  ? 

lit  ouit.   It  seems  you  know  me,  by  your 
anger,  sir. 

Ric,  I  've  a  near  euess  at  you,  sir. 

lit  Suit,  Guess  what  you  please,  sir, 
I  *m  he  ordained  to  trounce  you ;  and  indeed 
I  am  the  roan  roust  carry  her. 

Ric.  Aye,  to  me; 
But  I  *ll  swear  she  's  a  beast,  and  she  carry  thee. 

Itt  Suit,   Come,    where    's   your  bail,    sir? 
quickly,  or  away. 

Rie.  Sir,  I  'm  held  wrongfully,  my  bail  's 
taken  already. 

lit  Suit,  Where  is  it,  sir,  where  ? 

Enter  9d  Suitor. 

Ric.  Here  they  be  both :  pox  on  you,  they 
were  taken  before  I  'd  need  of  them.  And  you 
be  honest  officers,  let  's  bail  one  Another ;  for 
by  tliis  hand,  I  do  not  know  who  will  else — *Od's 
light,  is  he  come  too  ?  I  'm  in  for  midnight  then, 
I  shall  never  find  the  way  out  again  :  my  debts, 
my  debts :  I  'm  like  to  die  i'  th'  hole  now. 


Ut  Suit,  We  have  him  fast,  old  signiory  and 
his  consorts. 
Now  you  may  laj  action  on  action  on  him. 
2d  Suit,  That  may  I,  sir,  i'  faitb. 
Ut  Suit.  And  I  '11  not  spare  him,  sir. 
fid  Suit.  Know  you  me,  officers  ? 
Of.  Your  bounteous  worship,  air. 
Kic.  I  know  the  rascal  so  well,  I  dare  flo( 

look  upon  him. 
Stf  Suit.  Upon  my  worth,  delirer  me  that  gen* 

tleman. 
JVon.  Which  gentleman  ? 
9d  Suit.  Not  you,  sir,  f  re  too  basty; 
No,  nor  you  neither,  sir :  pray  stay  your  tine. 
.Ric.  There 's  all  but  I  now,  mod  I  dare  aot 

think  he  means  me. 
9d  Suit.  Deliver  me  Bicardo. 
Ric,  O  sure  he  lyes. 
Or  else  I  do  not  hear  well. 
Of.  Signior  Ricardo. 
Itic.  Well,  what 's  the  matter  f 
Of.  You  may  ^,  who  letts  you  ?  ItbhiswfN*- 
ship's  pleasure,  sir,  to  bail  yon. 
nic.  Bail  me  ? 

Sd  Suii,  Aye  will  I,  sir.    Look  in  my  fiKe, 

man. 

Thou  'st  a  good  cause,  thou  It  pay  me  wbei 

thou  'rt  able  ? 

Ric.  Aye,  every  penny,  as  I  am  a  geotlcman. 

Sd  iStrtf .  No  matter  if  thou  dost  not,  then  IH 

make  thee. 

And  that 's  as  good  at  all  times, 

Ut  Suit.  But  I  pray,  sir, 
*  You  go  against  the  hair  there. 

9d  Suit.  Against  the  widow,  jou  mean,  sir: 
Why  'tis  my  purpose  truly,  and  against  yoa  too. 
I  saw  your  politick  combinadoQ, 
I  was  thrust  out  between  you.    Here  stands  one 
Shall  do  as  much  for  you ;  and  be  stands  lif^- 

est. 
His  cause  is  strong  and  fair,  nor  shall  he  wtnt 
Money,  or  means,  or  friends,  but  he  shall  hire 

her: 
I  've  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
Ut  Suit,  Hang  thee;  I  have  a  purse  as  good 

as  thine. 
Ric.  I  think  they  're  much  alike,  tfaey  're  ridi 
knaves  both.  [Aiide. 

'Heart,  an'  I  take  you  railing  at  mj  patron,  fir^ 
I  'II  cramp  your  joints. 

id  Suit,  Let  him  alone,  sweet  bonev, 
I  thank  thee  for  thy  love,  though. 
Rie.  This  is  wonderful. 
Fran,  Oh  Ricardo, 
Tis  seven  struck  in  my  pocket :  I  lose  timeaov. 
Ric.  What  sa^'st,  Francisco  ? 
Fran,  I  ha'  mighty  business. 
That  I  ne'er  thought  on :  get  me  baiTd,  I  '^ 
spoird  else. 


•  Faa^  againet  the  hair  fAerf.—See  Note  4«  to  AUxtmder  ani  Camfotpe^  VoL  L  p.  15|. 


JoNSOVp  &C.] 


THE  WIDOW. 


480 


Ric,  Why  you  know^  'tis  such  a  strange  mi- 
raculous courtesy, 
I  dare  not  be  too  forward  to  ask  more  of  him, 
For  fear  be  repent  this  and  turn  me  in  again. 
Fran.  Do  somewhat,  and  you  love  me. 
Ric.  I  'il  make  trial,  i'  faith. 
May  't  please  you,  sir : — *iife,  if  I  should  spoil 
all  now  ? 
ad  Suit.  What  say*st  Ricardo  ? 
Ric.  Only  a  thing  by  tl/  way,  sir ; 
Use  your  own  pleasure. 

ad  Suit.  That  I  like  well  from  thee. 
Ric.  T  were  good,  and  those  two  gentlemen 
were  bail'd  too, 
They  Ve  both  my  witnesses* 

2d  Suit.  They  Ve  well,  they  're  well : 
And  they  were  bail'd,  we  know  not  where  to 

find  'em. 
het  'em  go  lo  prison,  they  'II  be  forthcoming  the 

better ; 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
Ric.  I  knew  there  was  no  more  good  to  be 
done  upon  liiro, 
rris  well  I  Ve  this,  Heaven  knows  I  never  look'd 
for 't. 
Fran,  What  plaguy  luck  had  I  to  be  ensnnr'd 

thus? 
€(f.  Of  patience. 

Enter  Brandino  and  Martiko. 

Fran.  Pox  on  your  comfortable  ignorance. 
Bran,  Martino,  we  ride  slow. 
Mar.  But  we  ride  sure,  sir; 
Your  hastv  riders  often  come  short  home,  master. 
Bran.   Bless  this  fair  company. 
Fran.  Here  he  's  again  too, 
J  am  both  asham'd  and  cross*d. 

Bran.  See*st  thou  who  *s  yonder,  Martino  ? 
Mar,  We  ride  slow,  I  '11  be  sworn  now,  mas- 
ter. 
Bran.  How  now,  Francisco,  art  thou  got  be- 
fore roe  ? 
JPran.  Yes,  thank  my  fortune,  I  am  got  be* 

fore  you. 
Bran.  What  now  ?  in  hold  ? 
Ric.  Aye,  o'  my  troth,  poor  gentleman ;  . 
Your  worship,  sir,  may  do  a  good  deed  to  bail 
him. 
Bran.  Why  do  not  you  do  't  then  ? 
Mar.  La  you  sir  now,  my  master  has  that 
honesty. 
He  's  loth  to  take  a  good  deed  from  you,  sir. 
Ric.  I  '11  t^ll  you  why  I  cannot,  else  I  would, 

sir. 
Fran.  Luck,  I  beseech  thee ! 
If  be  should  be  wrought  to  bail  me  now,  to  go  to 
His  wife,  't  were  happiness  beyond  expression. 
Bran.  A  matter  but  of  controversy  ? 
Ric.  That 's  all,  trust  me,  sir. 
Bran.  Francisca  shall  ne'er  lie  for 't;  be  's 
my  friend, 
And  I  will  bail  him. 

VOL.  Ill, 


Mar.  He  's  your  secret  friend,  master ; 
Think  upon  that. 

Bran.  Give  him  his  liberty,  officers ; 
Upon  my  peril,  he  shall  be  forth-coming. 
Fran,  How  I  am  bound  to  you  ! 
iMt  Suit.  Know  you  whom  you  cross,  sir  ? 
TJs  at  your  sister's  suit;  be  well  advised,  sir. 
Bran.    How,  at  my  sister's  suit?  take  him 

again  then. 
JPran.  Why,  sir,  do  you  refuse  me  ? 
Bran.  I  '11  uot  liear  thee. 
Ric,  This  is  unkindly  done,  sir. 
1$t  Suit,  Tis  wisely  done,  sir. 
ad  Suit.  Well  shot,  foul  malice. 
Ut  Suit^  Flattery  stinks  worse,  sir. 
Ric,  You  '11  never  leave  till  I  make  you  stink 

as  bad,  sir. 
Fran.  Oh  Martino,  have  I  this  for  my  late 

kindness  ? 
Mar,  Alas,  poor  gentleman,  do'st  complain 
to  me? 
Thou  shalt  not  fare  the  worse  for  't :  Hark  you* 

master. 
Your  sister's  suit,  said  you  ? 
Bran.  Aye,  sir,  my  wife's  sister. 
Mar.  And   shall   that  daunt  you,  master? 
think  again.  [suit. 

Why,  wer't  your  mother's  suit ;  your  mother's 
Mark  what  I  say,  the  dearest  suit  of  all  suits. 
You  're  bound  in  conscience,  sir,  to  bail  this 
gentleman. 
Bran,  Yea,  am  I  so  ?  how  provest  thou  that, 

Martino  ? 
Mar.  Have  you  forgot  so  soon,  what  he  did 
lately  ? 
Has  he  not  try'd  your  wife  to  your  hand,  roaster, 
To  cut  the  throat  of  slander  and  suspicion  ? 
And  can  you  do  too  much  for  such  a  man? 
Shall  it  be  said,  I  serve  an  ungrateful  master  ? 

Bran.  Never,  Martino ;  I  will  bail  him  now, 
An*  't  were  at  ray  wife's  suit. 
Fran.  Tis  like  to  be  so. 
Mar.  And  I  his  friend,  to  follow  your  exam- 
ple, master. 
Fran.  Precious  Martino  ! 
l$t  Suit.  Y'  'ave  done  wondrous  well,  sir; 
Your  sister  shall  give  you  thanks. 
Ric.  This  makes  him  mad,  sir. 
2d  Suit.  We  'II  follow  'i  now  to  th'  proof. 
1st  Suit.  Follow  your  humour  out. 
The  widow  shall  find  friends. 

ad  Suit.  And  so  shalf  he,  sir. 
Money  and  means. 

Ric.  Hear  you  me  that,  old  huddle  ? 
ad  Suit.  Mind  him  not,  follow  me,  and  1 11 
supply  thee; 
Thou  shalt  give  all  thy  lawyers  double  fees: 
I  've  buried  money  enough  to  bury  me, 
And  I  will  have  my  humour.  [Fait. 

Bran,  Fare  thee  well  once  again,  my  dear 
Francisco ; 
I  pr'ythee  use  my  house. 
Fran.  It  is  my  purpose,  sir. 

^0, 
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Bran.  Nay,  vou  must  do  't  then ;  tho*  I  'm 
old,  I  'in  free.  [Exit. 

Mar.  And,  when  you  want  a  warrant,  come 
to  lue.  [Exit. 

Fran.  Tlmt  will  be  shortly  now,  within  these 
few  hours. 


This  fell  out  strangely  bappy.    Now  to  horse, 
I  shall  be  nif;hted ;  but  an  hour  or  two 
Never  breaks  square  in  love;    he  comes  in 

time 
That  comes  at  all :  absence  is  all  loTe*s  crime. 

[EsU. 


ACT  III, 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Occulto,  Silvio,  and  two  or  three 
other  Thieves. 

Oc,  Come,  come,  let  's  watch  th*  event  on 

yonder  hill ; 
If  he  need  help,  we  can  relieve  him  suddenly. 
Sil.  Aye,  and  with  safety  too,  the  hill  being 

watch'd,  sir. 
Oc.  Have  you  the  blue-coats  and  the  beards? 
Sil.  They  're  here,  sir. 
Oc.  Come,  come  away  then,  a  fine  '  cock 

shoot  evening,  [Exeunt, 

flnter  Latrocinio,  the  chief  Thief,  and 

Aj^saldo. 

Latrocinio  sings. 

Kuck  before,  and  kuck  behind,  SfC. 

Ans,  Troth  you  're  the  merriest,  and  deligh^ 
fullest  company,  sir. 
That  ever  traveller  was  blest  withal ; 
I  praise  my  fortune  that  I  overtook  you,  sir. 
Lat.  Pish,  I  Ve  hundred  of  'em. 
^ns.  And,  believe  me,  sir, 
I  'm  infinitely  taken  with  such  things. 

Lat.  I  see  there  's  music  in  you ;  you  kept 
time,  methought, 
pretty  handsomely,  with  your  little  hand  there* 
Ans.  It  only  shews  desire,  but  troth  no  skill, 

sir. 
Lat,  Well,  while  our  horses  walk  down  yon- 
der hill, 
I  '11  have  another  for  you. 
Ans,  It  rids  way  pleasantly. 
Lat.  Let  roe  see  now : — one  confounds  an- 
other, sir; 
You  've  heard  this  certainly.  Come,  my  dainty 
doxies — 
Ans.  Oh,  that 's  all  the  country  over,  sir; 
f  here  's  scarce  a  gentlewoman  but  has  that 
prick'd. 
^t.  Well,  here  comes  one  I  'm  sqre  you 
never  heard,  then* 


SONG. 

I  keep  my  horse,  I  keep  my  whore, 
I  take  no  renti,  yet  am  not  poor  ; 
I  traverse  all  the  land  about. 
And  yet  was  bom  to  never  afoot : 
With  partridge  plump,  with  woodcock  jfar, 
I  do  at  midnight  often  dine  ; 
And  if  my  whore  be  not  in  case. 
My  hostess's  daughter  has  her  place  ; 
The  maids  sit  up,  and  watch  their  turns. 
If  I  stay  long,  the  tapster  mourns; 
The  cookmaid  has  no  mind  to  sin, 
Tho^  tempted  by  the  chamberlain  ; 
But  when  I  knock,  oh  how  they  bustle  ! 
The  hostler  yawns,  the  geldings  just  le. 
If  maid  but  sleep,  oh  how  they  curse  her  I 
And  all  this  comes  of.  Deliver  yourpurse,W'. 

Ans,  How,  sir  ? 

Lat.    Few  words:    Quickly,  come,  deliver 

your  purse,  sir. 
Ans.  You  're  not  that  kind  of  gentSemaii,  I 
hope,  sir, 
To  sing  me  out  of  my  money  ? 

jMt,  Tis  most  fit 
Art  should  be  rewarded:  you  must  pay  your 

nausic,  sir, 
Where'er  you  come. 
Ans.  But  not  at  your  own  carving. 
Lat.  Nor  am  I  common  in  it :  Come,  comei 

your  purse,  sir. 
Ans.  Say  it  should  prove  the  undoing  oft 

gentleman  ? 
Lat,  Why,  sir,  do  you  look  ibr  more  con- 
science in  usurers  P  young  gentleman,  yoo  Ve 
small  reason  for  that,  i'  faith. 

Ans.  There  'tis,  and  all  I  have  ;  and,  so  tntli 
comfort  me. 
All  I  know  where  to  have* 

Lat.  Sir,  that 's  not  written 
In  my  belief  yet;  search,  'tis  a  fine  eveniof:, 
Your  hofse  can  take  no  harm:  I  must  bive 
more,  sir. 


9  C«cXe«fcoo^— Cock  shoot  is  twilight    See  the  Notes  ofMrSteevens  and  Mr  Toilet  to  £tarlUcM 
the  Third,  A*5*8.3. 
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Ahs,  Ma?  my  hopes  perish,  if  yon  have  not 
all,  sir, 
And  more  I  know  than  your  compassionate 

charity 
Would  keep  from  me,  if  you  hat  felt  my  wants. 
Lat,  Search,  and  that  speedily:  if  I  take  you 
in  hand, 
You  11  find  me  rough;  methinks  men  should  be 

rul'd, 
When  they  're  so  kindly  spoke  to ;  fie  upon  't. 
Ant.  GcMod  fortune  and  my  wit  assist  me  then ! 
A  thing  I  took  in  haste,  and  never  thought  on  *t. 
Look,  sir>  I  Ve  search'd ;  here  's  all  that  I  can 

find. 
And  you  're  so  covetous,  you  will  have  all,  you  say, 
And  I  'm  content  you  shall,  being  kindly  spoke  to. 
Lot.  A  pox  o'  that  young  devil  of  a  handful 
long ; 
That  has  afraid  many  a  '°  tall  thief  from  a  rich 
"  purchase. 
Ans.  This,  and  my  money,  sir,  keep  company; 
Where  one  goes,  the  otlier  must ;  assure  your 

soul 
They  vow'd  never  to  part. 

Lat,  Hold,  I  beseech  you,  sir. 

Ans,  You  rob  a  prisoner's  box,  if  you  rob  me, 

sir. 
Lai,  There  *tis  again. 

Ans,  I  knew  *t  would  never  prosper  with  you; 
Fie,  rob  a  younger  brother !  on,  take  heed,  sir ; 
nris  against  nature  that  :  perhaps  your  father 
Was  one,  sir,  or  your  uncle,  it  should  seem  so 
By   the  small  means  was  left  you,  and  less 

manners. 
Go,  keep  you  still  before  me ;  and,  do  you  hear 

me, 
To  pass  away  the  time  to  the  next  town^ 
I  charge  you,  sir,  sing  all  your  songs  for  nothing. 
Lat,  Oh  horrible  punishment ! — A  Song, 

Enter  Stratio. 

Stra,  Honest  gentleman. 

Ans,  How  now,  what  art  thou  ? 

Stra,  Stand  you  in  need  of  help  ? 
I  made  all  haste  I  could,  my  master  chargM  me, 
A  knight  of  worship;  he  saw  you  first  assaulted 
From  top  of  yonder  hill. 

Ans,  Thanks,  honest  friend. 

Lat,  I  taste  this  trick  already.  [Exit, 

Stra,  Look,  he  's  gone,  sir  ; 
Shall  he  be  stopp'd  ?    What  is  he  ? 

Ans,  Let  him  go,  sir; 
He  can  rejoice  in  nothing ;  that 's  the  comfort. 

Stra,  You  have  your  purse  still  then  ? 

Ans.  Aye,  thanks  fair  fortune, 
And  this  grim  handful. 

Stra.  We  were  all  so  'fraid  of  you  s 
How  my  good  lady  cry*d,  O  help  the  gentleman ! 


Tis  a  good  woman  that:  but  you  Ve  too  mild. 


sir. 


You  should  ha'  mark*d  him  for  a  villain,  'faith. 
Before  h'  ad  gone,  having  so  sound  a  means  too. 

Ans,  Why,  there  's  3ie  jest,  man;  he  had 
once  my  purse. 

Stra,  Oh  villain,  would  you  let  him  ^scape 
unmossacred  ? 

Ans,  Nay,  hear  me,  sir,  I  made  him  yield  it 
straight  again, 
And,  so  liope  bless  me,  with  an  uncharged  pistol. 

Stra,  Troth  I  should  laugh  at  that. 

Ans,  It  was  discharg'd,  sir, 
before  I  meddled  with  it. 

Stra,  I  *m  glad  to  hear  it. 

Ans,  Why  bow  now,  what 's  your  will  t 

Stra,  Ho,  Latrocinio,  Occulto,  Silvio! 

JEn/^rLATROciNio,  and  the  rest ;  Occulto, 
Silvio,  Fiducio. 

Lat,  What,  are  you  caught,  sir } 
Stra,  The  pistol  cannot  speak. 
Lat,  He  was  too  young, 
I  ever  thought  he  could  not ;  yet  t  fearM  him. 
Ans,  You  've  found  out  ways  too  merciless  to 
betray 
Under  the  veil  of  friendship,  and  of  charity. 
Lat,  Away,  sirs,  bear  him  in  to  the  next  copse,. 

and  strip  him. 
Stra,  Brandino*s  copse,  thejusdce? 
Lat,  Best  of  all,  sir,  a  man  of  law ; 
A  spider  lies  unsuspected  in  the  corner  of  a 
buckram-bag,  man. 
Ans,  What  seek  you,  sirs?  Take  all,  and  us^ 

no  cruelty. 
Lat,  You  shall  have  songs  enongh. 

SONG. 

Bow  round  the  world  goes,  and  every  thing 

that  *s  In  it. 
The  tides  of  gold  and  silver  ebb  and  flow  in  a 

minute : 
From  the  usurer  to  his  sons,  there  a  current 

swiftly  runs ; 
From  the  sons  to  queans  in  chief,  from  the  gal- 

lant  to  the  thief; 
From  the  tide f  unto  his  host,  from  the  host  to 

husbandmen  ; 
From  the  country  to  the  court,  and  so  it  comet 

to  us  again. 
How  round  the  world  goes,  and  every  thing 

that 's  in  it. 
The  tides  of  gold  and  silver  ebb  and  flow  in  a 

minute.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Philippa  and  Violetta  abooe  at  the 

window. 

Phi,  What  time  of  night  is  *t? 


'o  TVOI  thsrf,-See  Note  iQtoTke  Pimur  qf  fVakefield,  Vol.  I.  p.  454. 

■■  Pwr€hMe.-^w  Note  3$  to  The  Second  Part  qf  The  Honest  Whore,  Vol.  I.  p.  Ml. 
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Vio.  Time  of  nijrht,  do  you  call 't? 
It  'a  so  late,  'tis  almost  early,  mistress. 

Fhi,  Fie  on  him,  there  's  no  looking  for  bim 
then; 
Why  sure  this  gentleman  apprehends  me  not. 

Vio,  'Tis  happy  then  you  're  rid  of  such  a  fool, 
mistress. 

Fhi,  Nay,  sure,  wench,  if  he  find  me  not  in 
this. 
Which  were  a  beaten  path  to  any  wise  man, 
I  '11  never  trust  him  with  my  reputation  ; 
Therefore  I  made  this  trial  of  his  wit ; 
If  he  cannot  conceive  what 's  good  for  himself, 
He  will  worse  understand  what 's  good  for  me. 

Vio,  But  suppose,  mistress,  as  it  may  be  likely, 
He  never  saw  your  letter  ? 

Fhi,  How  thou  plyest  me 
With  suppositions  f  Why,  I  tell  thee,  wench, 
rris  equally  as  impossible  foi  my  husband 
To  keep  it  from  him,  as  to  be  young  again ; 
Or  as  his  first  wife  knew  him,  which  he  brags  on, 
For  bearing  children  by  him. 

Vio.  There  's  no  remedy  then ; 
I  must  conclude  Francisco  is  an  ass. 

Fhi,  I  wonld  my  letter,  wench,  were  here 
again, 
I  'd  know  him  wiser  ere  I  sent  him  one; 
And  travel  some  five  year  first. 

Vio,  So  he  had  need,  methinks. 
To  understand  the  words ;  methinks  the  words 
Themselves  should  make  him  do  \  had  be  but 

the  perseverance 
Of  a  cock-sparrow,  that  will  come  at  '*  Philip, 
And  cannot  write  nor  read,  poor  fool;   this 

coxcomb 
He  can  do  both,  and  youi  name  '•  hut  Philippa, 
And  yet  to  see,  if  he  can  come  when  's  call'd. 

Fhi,  He  never  shall  be  call'd  again  for  me, 
sifrah. 
Well,  as  hard  as  the  world  goes,  we  '11  have  a 

song,  wench; 
We  11  not  sit  up  for  nothing. 

Via,  That 's  poor  comfort,  iho*. 

Fhi,  Better  than  any  's  brought,  for  aught  I 
see,  yet. 
So  set  to  your  lute. 

SONG. 

1.  If  in  thit  question  I  propound  to  thee, 
fie  ant/,  any  choice, 
Let  me  have  thy  voice, 

9.  You  shall  most  free, 

1.  Which  hadst  thou  rather  he, 
If  thou  might  choose  thy  life^ 

A  fool '«,  afooVs  mistress. 
Or  an  old  man*s  wife  f 


2.  The  choice  is  hard^  Ik^um  not  which  is  hestf 
One  ill  you  're  bound  to,  and  I  think 

that  's  Uast, 

1.  But  being  not  bound,  my  dearest  sweet, 
I  could  shake  off  the  other, 

3.  Then  as  you  lose  your  sport  by  one. 

You  lose  your  name  by  t*  other, 

1.  You  counsel  well,  but  lave  refuses 
What  good  counsel  often  chooses, 

[ExeiiBt* 

Enter  Ansaldo  in  his  shirt, 

Ans,  I  ha'  got  myself  unboond  jet :  nierdlai 
villains ! 
I  never  felt  such  hardness  since  life  dwelt  in  me; 
'Tis  for  my  sius.    That  light  in  yonder  window, 
That  was  my  only  comfort  in  the  woods. 
Which  ofl'  tne  trembling  ofa  leaf  would  lose  ne, 
Has  brought  me  thus  fiu* ;  yet  I  cannot  hope 
For  succour  in  this  plight,  the  world 's  so  pitilet^ 
And  every  one  will  fear  or  doubt  me  now: 
To  knock  will  be  too  bold ;  1 11  to  the  gate, 
And  listen  if  I  can  hear  any  stirring. 

Enter  Francisco. 

Fran.  Was  ever  man  so  crost'd  ?  No,  'tis  bat 

sweat,  sure. 
Or  the  dew  dropping  firom  the  leaves  above  me; 
I  thought 't  had  bl«l  again.    These  weochia| 

businesses 
Are  strange  unlucky  things,  and  fiital  fiM>lerict; 
No  mar'l  so  many  gallants  die  ere  thirty ; 
Tis  able  to  vex  out  a  man's  heart  in  five  year, 
The  crosses  that  belong  to 't :  First  arrested. 
That  set  me  back  two  mangey  hours  at  least; 
Yet  that 's  a  thing  my  heat  could  have  forgotten, 
Because  arresting,  in  what  kind  soever. 
Is  a  most  gentleman-like  affliction : 
But  here,"  within  a  mile  o'  th'  town,  forsooth, 
And  two  mile  off  this  place,  when  a  man's  oatk 
Might  ha'  been  taken  for  bis  own  security. 
And  his  thoughts  brisk,  and  set  upon  the  business^ 
To  light  upon  a  roguy  flight  of  thieves ! 
Pox  on  'em,  here  's  the  length  of  one  of  their 

whistles. 
But  one  of  my  dear  rascals  I  pursued  so. 
The  gaol  has  him,  and  be  shall   bring  out  't 

fellows. 

Had  ever  yoiing  man's  love  such  crooked  fortune? 

I  'm  glad  I  'm  so  near  yet ;  the  surgeon  bad  me  to 

Have  a  great  care;  I  shall  never  tbmkof  that  nov. 

Ans,  One  of  the  thieves  come  back  again? 

1 11  staild  close ; 
He  dares  not  wrong  me  now,  so  near  the  boose, 
And  call  in  vain  'tis,  till  I  see  him  offer 't. 


■ft 


P*t/ip.--A  sparrow  is  called  PkUip,    See  the  Notes  of  Dr  Johnsoo,  Mr  Steetent,  aid  Sir  W« 
Hawkms,  to  King  John,  A.  1.  8.  1. 


N,  &C.3 


THE  WIDOW. 


493 


.  'Life,  what  should  that  be?  a  prodi- 
gious thing 

ust  as  I  should  enter,  in  that  shape  too 

always  appears  terrible. 

ST  it  be,  it  is  made  strong  against  me 

ill  purpose :  for  'tis  man's  own  sins 

t  on  armour  upon  all  his  evils, 

e  them  strength  to  strike  him.  Were  it 
less 

hat  it  is,  my  guilt  would  make  it  serve ; 

xl  man's  own  shadow  has  distracted  him. 

lis  a  business  now  to  save  an  honour, 

0  spoil  one,  I  would  pass  this  then 

II  hell 's  horrors  i'  thee :  now  I  dare  not. 
ay  't  not  be  the  spirit  of  my  father, 
r'd  this  man  so  well,  whom  I  make  haste 
abuse  ?  and  I  have  been  cross'd  about  it 
arfuUy  hitherto,  if  I  think  well  on  ^t ; 
death  but  lately  too,  nay  most  miracu- 
lously, [for, 
lat  does  fond  man  venture  all  these  ills 
ly  so  sweetly  rest  in  honest  peace? 
t  which  being  obtain'd,  is  as  he  was 
)wn  sense,  but  remov'd  nearer  still 
:h  eternal.     What  delight  has  man 
this  present,  for  his  pleasant  sin 
■rday's  committing  ?  Alas,  'tis  vanished, 
thing  but  the  sting  remains  within  him. 
id  man  bail'd  me  too ;   I  will  not  do  't 

now 
ere  but  only  that.    How  blest  were  man, 
le  but  have  his  end  appear  still  to  him, 
might  read  his  actions  i'  th'  event  \ 

1  make  him  write  true,  though  he  never 

meant, 
check  soe'er  thou  art,  father*s,  or  friend's, 
ay's,  I  thank  thee ;  peace  requite  thee, 
nd  the  lighter  mistress,  both  farewel ; 
)s  his  promise  best  that  breaks  with  hell. 

[EjtU, 
He  's  gone  to  call  the  rest,  and  makes 

all  speed ; 
jck,  whate'er  befalls,  to  please  my  fears, 
compassion  can  be  less  than  theirs. 
[a6<n^.]   He  's  come,  he  's  come:  Oh, 

are  you  come  at  last,  sir  ? 
ttle  noise;  away,  he  '11  knock  again  else. 
I  should  have  been  at  Istria  by  day-break 

too, 

Valeria's  bouse,  the  wealthy  widow's, 
raits  one  purposely  to  do  me  good, 
ill  become  of  me  ? 

Enter  Violetta. 

Oh,  you  're  a  sweet  gallant!  this  your 

hour  ? 
*  your  hand ;  come,  come,  sir,  follow  me, 
ig  ;y'ou  to  light  presently :  softly,  softly, 

sir.  lExeunt, 

Enter  PniLTPPA  below. 

I  should  ha'  given  him  up  to  all  my 
thoughts 


The  dullest  young  man,  if  he  had  not  found  it; 
So  short  of  apprehension,  and  so  worthless. 
He  were  not  tit  for  woman's  fellowship. 
I  've  been  at  cost  too  for  a  banquet  for  him  ; 
Why,  't  would  ha'  kill'd  my  heart,  and  most' es- 
pecially 
To  think  that  man  should  ha'  no  more  conceit  * 
I  should  ha'  thought  the  worse  on  's  wit  for  ever, 
*  And  blam'd  mine  own  for  too  much  forwardness* 

Enter  Violetta. 

Vio,  Oh  mistress,  mistress ! 

FhL  How  now,  what 's  the  news? 

Vioi  Oh,  I  was  out  of  my  wits  for  a  minute 

and  a  half. 
FkL  Hah? 

Vio.  They  are  scarce  settled  yet,  mistress. 
Phi.  What 's  the  matter  ? 
Vio.  Do  you  ask  me  that  question  seriously  ? 
Did  you  not  hear  me  squeak  ? 

phi.  How  ?  sure  thou  'rt  out  of  thy  wits  in- 
deed. 
Vio.  Oh,  I  'm  well  now, 
To  what  I  was,  mistress. 

Phi,  Why,  where  's  the  gentleman  ? 
Vio.   The  gentleman's  forth-coming,  and  a 
lovely  one, 
But  not  Francisco. 

Phi.  What  say'st !  not  Francisco  ? 
V    Vio,  Pish,  he  's  a  coxcomb,  think  not  on  him, 
mistress. 
Phi.  What 'sail  this? 

Vio.  I  've  often  heard  you  say,  you  'd  rather 
have 
A  wise  man  in  his  shirt,  than  a  fool  feather'd ; 
And  now  fortune  has  sent  you  one,  a  sweet 

young  gentleman, 
Robb'd  even  to  nothing,  but  what  first  he  brought 

with  him : 
The  slaves  had  stript  him  to  the  very  shirt,  mis- 
tress, 
I  think  it  was  a  shirt,  I  know  not  well. 
For  gallants  wear  both  now-a-days. 
Phi.  This  is  strange. 

Vio,  But  for  a  face,  a  hand,  and  as  much  skin 
As  I  durst  look  upon,  he  's  a  most  sweet  one ; 
Francisco  is  a  child  of  £pjpt  to  him: 
I  could  not  but  in  pity  to  the  poor  gentleman. 
Fetch  him  down  one  of  my  old  master's  suits. 
Phi.  Twas  charitably  done. 
Vio.  You  'd  say,  mistress,  if  you  had  seen  him 
as  I  did. 
Sweet  youth,  I  '11  be  sworn,  mistress,  he's  the 

loveliest 
Proper'st  young  gentleman,  and  so  you  *11  say 

yourself. 
If  my  master's  cloaths  do  not  spoil  him,  that 's 

all  the  fear  now ; 
I  would  't  had  been  your  luck  to  have  seen  him 
Without  'em,  but  for  scaring  of  you. 
Phi,  Go,  pry'thee  fetch  him  in,  whom  thou 
coramend'sc  so.  [Ezii  V Vi\.^:v\w, 
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Since  fortune  sends  bim,  surely  we  '11  make 

much  of  him ; 
And  better  he  deserves  our  love  and  welcome, 
Than  the  respectless  fellow  't  was  prepared  for; 
Yet  if  he  please  mine  eye  never  so  happily, 
I  will  have  trial  of  his  wit,  and  faitb. 
Before  I  make  him  partner  with  my  honour. 
HTwas  just  Francisco's  case,  and  he  deceived  me; 
I  '11  take  more  heed  o*  th'  next  for  't;  perhaps 

now. 
To  furnish  his  distress,  he  will  appear 
Full  of  fair  promising  courtship ;  but  I  '11  prove 

him  then 
For  a  neit  meeting,  when  he  needs  me  not. 
And  see  what  he  performs  then  when  the  storm 
Of  his  so  rude  misfortune  is  blown  over, 
And  he  himself  again :  A  distrest  man's  flatteries 
Are  like  vows  made  in  drink,  or  bonds  in  prison; 
There  's  poor  assurance  in  *em :  when  he  s  from 

me, 
And  in  's  own  powV,  then  I  shall  see  his  love. 

Enter  Ansaldo  and  Violetta. 

^ass,  here  he  comes. 

Jns.  Never  was  star-cross'd  gentleman 
More  happy  in  a  courteous  virgin's  love. 
Than  I  in  your's. 

Vio,  I  am  sorry  they  *re  no  better  for  you, 
I  wish*d  them  handsomer,  and  more  in  fashion. 
But  truly,  sir,  our  house  affords  it  not : 
There  is  a  suit  of  our  clerk's  bancs  i'  th'  garret; 
But  that 's  far  worse  than  this,  ifl  may  judge 
With  modesty  of  men's  matters. 

Ant,  I  deserve  not 
This,  dear,  kind  gentlewoman.    Is  yond'  your 
mbtressF 

Phi  Why  trust  me,  here 's  my  husband  young 
again ; 
It  is  no  sin  to  welcome  you,  sweet  gentleman. 

Ant,  I  am  so  much  indebted,  courteous  lady, 
To  the  unmatch'd  charity  of  your  house, 
My  thanks  are  such  poor  things,  they  would  but 
shame  me. 

Phi,  Beshrew  thy  heart  for  bringing  o'  him  : 
I  fear  me 
I  have  found  wit  enough  already  in  him. 
If  I  could  truly  but  resolve  myself, 
My  husband  was  thus  handsome  at  nineteen, 
rrroth  I  should  think  the  better  of  him  at  four- 
score now. 

Vio,  Nay,  mistress,  what  would  he  be  were  he 
in  fashion  ? 
A  hempen  curse  on  those  that  put  him  out  on't. 
That  now  appears  so  handsome  and  so  comely  In 

cloaihs 
Able  to  make  a  man  an  unbeliever, 
And  good  for  nothing  but  for  shift,  or  so, 
If  a  man  chance  to  fall  i*  th'  ditch  with  better? 
This  is  the  best  that  ever  I  mark'd  in  'em  ; 
A  man  may  make  him  ready  in  such  cloaths 
Without  a  candle. 

phi.  Aye,  for  shame  of  himself,  wench. 


Vio*  My  master  does  it  oft  in  winter  moroiogs, 
And  never  sees  himself  till  he  be  ready. 

Phi,  No,  nor  then  neither,  as  he  sboold  de^ 
wench. 
I  am  sorry,  gentle  sir,  we  cannot  tliew  yon 
A  courtesy,  m  all  points  answerable 
To  your  undoubted  worth.    Your  name,  I  oaiv, 
sir. 

Ant,  Ansaldo,  lady. 

Phi,  Tis  a  noble  name,  sir. 

Ans,  The  most  unfortunate  now. 

Vio,  So  do  I  think,  truly. 
As  long  as  that  suit 's  on. 

Phi,  The  most  unfitting, 
And  unprovided'st,  sir,  of  all  our  courteues, 
I  do  presume,  is  that  yon  Ve  past  already ; 
Your  pardon  but  for  that,  and  we  're  encoungfi. 

Ant,  My  faithful  service,  lady. 

Phi,  Please  you,  sir. 
To  taste  the  next,  a  poor  slight  banquet;  for 

sure  I  think  you  were 
Unluckily  prevented  of  your  supper,  sir. 

Ant.  My  fortune  makes  me  more  than  amemfa^ 
lady. 
In  your  sweet  kindness,  which  so  nobly  shewn  me^ 
It  makes  me  bold  to  speak  my  occasions  to  yoo; 
I  am  this  morning,  that  with  clearness  now 
So  chearfully  hastens  me,  to  meet  a  friend 
Upon  my  state's  establishing,  and  the  place 
Ten  miles  from  hence :  Oh,  I  *ni  forc'd  unwil- 
lingly 
To  crave  your  leave  for 't ;  which  done,  I  retoni 
In  service  plentiful. 

Phi,  Is'tso  important? 

Ant,  If  I  should  fail,  as  much  as  my  undoiDf. 

Phi,  I  think  too  weU  of  you,  to  undo  yoo,iff^ 
Upon  this  small  acquaintance. 

Ant,  My  great  happiness. 

Phi,  But  when  should  I  be  sure  of  you  hat 
again,  sir  ? 

Ant,  As  fast  as  speed  can  possibly  return  ne. 

Phi,  You  will  not  fail  ? 

Afit.  May  never  wish  go  well  with  me  then. 

Phi,  There  's  to  bear  charges,  sir. 

Ant.  Courtesy  dwells  in  you. 
I  brought  my  horse  up  with  me  from  the  woods. 
That  *s  all  the  good  they  left  me,  'gainst  their 

wills  too. 
May  your  kind  breast  never  want  comfort,  lady, 
But  still  supply'd,  as  liberally  as  you  give ! 

Phi.  Farewel,  sir,  and  be  faithful. 

Ant,  Time  shall  prove  me.      [Exit  Ansaldo. 

Phi,  In  my  opinion  now,  this  young  man  'i 
likeliest 
To  keep  his  word ;  he  's  modest,  wise,  and  coor- 

teous; 
He  has  the  language  of  an  honest  soul  in  him: 
A  woman  's  reputation  may  lie  safe  there, 
I  'm  much  deceiv'd  else ;  h*  as  a  faithful  eye^ 
If  it  be  well  observ*d. 

Vio.  Good  speed  be  with  lliee,  sir. 
Ue  puts  him  to  't  i'  faith. 

Phi,  Violetta! 
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Vio,  Mistress. 

Phi.  Alas,  what  have  we  done,  wench } 
Vio,  What 's  the  matter,  mistress  ? 
Phi,  Run,  run,  call  him  again ;  he  must  stay, 
tell  hira,  [else ; 

Though  it  be  upon  's  undoing,  we  're  undone 
Your  master*s  cloaths,  tliey  're  known  the  coun- 
try over. 
Vio,  Now  by  this  light  that 's  true,  and  well 
remembered,  [now. 

But  there 's  qo  calling  of  him ;  he  's  out  of  sight 


Phi.  Oh,  what  will  people  think  ? 

Vio,  What  can  they  think,  mistress? 
The  gentleman  has  the  worst  on  't :  were  I  be 

now, 
I  *d  make  this  ten  mile  forty  mile  about 
Before  I  'd  ride  through  any  market  town  with  Vm. 

Phi,  Will  he  be  careful,  think'st  ? 

Vio.  My  life  for  your^s,  mistress. 

Phi.  I  shall  long  mightily  to  see  him  again. 

Vio.  And  so  shall  I,  I  shall  never  laugh  till 
then.  lExeunU 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Ricardo  and  2d  Suitor  at  one  door,  and 
Valeria  and  Ut  Suitor  at  another  door. 

Rie.  It  goes  well  hitherto,  my  sweet  protector. 

2d  Suit.  Aye,  and  shall  still  to  th'  end,  my 

honey : 

Wherefore  have  I  enough,  but  to  have 't  go  well, 

sir? 

lit  Suit,  My  whole  *state  on  \  thou  over- 

throw'st  him,  widow. 
Val.  I  hope  well  still,  sir. 
lit  Suit.  Hope?  be  certain,  wench: 
I  jnake  no  question  now,  but  thou  art  mine, 
As  sure  as  if  I  had  thee  in  thy  night-geer. 
Val.  By  'r  lady,  that  I  doubt,  sir. 
1st  Suit.  Oh  'tis  clear,  wench. 
By  one  thing  that  I  niark'd. 

Val.  What 's  that,  good  sweet  sir? 
Itt  Suit.  A  thing  that  never  faifd  me. 
Val.  Good  sir,  what  ? 

tit  Suit.  I  heard  our  counsellor  speak  a  word 
of  comfort, 
Invito  voluntate,  ha,  that 's  he,  wench, 
The  word  of  words,  the  precious  chief,  i'  faith. 
Val.  Invita  voluntate,  what  's  the  meaning, 

sir? 
1st  Suit.  Nay  there  I  leave  you,  but  assure 
you  thus  much, 
T  never  heard  him  speak  that  word  i'  my  life. 
But  the  cause  went  on 's  side,  that  I  mark*d  ever. 
2d  Suit.  Do,  do,  and  spare  not :  thou  would*st 

talk  with  her. 
lUc.  Yes,  with  your  leave  and  liking. 
2d  Suit.  Do,  my  adoption. 
My  clK>sen  child,  and  thou  hold'st  so  obedient, 
Sore  thou  wilt  live,  and  cozen  all  my  kindred. 
Ric.  A  child's  part  in  your  love,  that  's  my 

ambition,  sir. 
2d  Suit.  Go,  and  deserve  it  then :  please  me 
well  now ; 
I  love  a  wrangling  life,  boy ;  there 's  my  delight ; 
X  have  no  other  venery  but  vexation, 
Tlmt  's  all  my  honey  now :  smartly  now  to  her ; 
^  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
Ric.  This  need  not  ha'  been,  widow. 
yaL  You  say  right,  sir. 


No,  not  your  treachery,  your  close  conspiracy 
Against  me  for  my  wealth,  need  not  ha'  been 
neither. 

Ric.  I  had  you  fairly ;  I  scorn  treachery 
To  your  woman  that  I  never  meant  to  marry. 
Much  more  to  you  whom  I  reserved  for  wife. 

Val.  How  !  wife  ? 

Ric.  Aye,  wife,  wife,  widow,  be  not  asham'd 
on't. 
It 's  the  best  calling  ever  woman  came  to, 
And  all  your  grace,  indeed,  brag  as  you  lut. 

2d  Suit.  Ha,  ha ! 

Val.  I  grant  you,  sir,  but  not  to  be  your  wife. 

Ut  Suit.  Oh,  oh. 

Ric.  Not  mine?    I  think  'tis  the  best  bargain 
That  e'er  thou  mad'st  i'  thy  life,  or  ever  shall 

agaiu, 
When  my  head's  laid :  but  that  's  not  yet  this 

threescore  year, 
Let 's  talk  of  nearer  matters. 

Val.  You  're  as  near,  sir. 
As  e'er  you  're  like  to  be,  if  law  can  right  me. 

Ric,  Now,  before  conscience,  you  're  a  will- 
ful housewife. 

Val.  How  ? 

Ric.  Aye,  and  I  fear  you  spend  my  goods  la- 
vishly. 

Val.  Your  goods  ? 

Ric,  I  shall  miss  much,  I  doubt  me, 
When  I  come  to  look  over  the  inventory. 

Val,  I  '11  give  you  my  word  you  shall,  sir. 

Ric,  Look  to  't,  widow, 
A  uiglit  roav  come  will  call  you  to  account  for 't, 

Val.  Oh  if  you  had  me  now,  sir,  in  this  heat, 
I  do  but  think  how  you  '11  be  reveng'd  on  me. 

Ric.  Aye,  may  I  perish  else;  if  I  would  not  get 
Three  children  at  a  birth,  an*  I  could,  of  thee. 

Ut  Suit.  Take  off  your  youngster  there. 

2d  Suit.  Take  off  yogr  widow  first. 
He  shall  have  the  last  word,  I  pay  for  't  dearly; 
To  her  again,  sweet  boy,  that  side 's  the  weaker. 
I  have  enough,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 

Enter  Brandino  and  Martino. 

Val,  Oh,  brother !  see  I  'm  np  to  th'  ears  ii| 
law  here ; 
Look,  copy  upon  copy. 
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Bran,  Twere  grief  enough,  if  a  man  did  but 
hear  on  % 
But  I  'm  in  pain  to  see  *t. 

VaL  What,  sore  eyes  still,  brother? 

Bran.  Worse  and  worse,  sister ;  the  old  wo- 
man's water  does  me  no  good. 

VaL  Why,  it  has  help'd  many,  sir. 

Bran,  It  helps  not  me,  I'm  sure. 

Mar,  Oh,  oh. 

Val,  What  ails  Martino  too  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  oh,  the  tooth-ach,  the  tooth-ach ! 

Bran,  Ah,  poor  worm,  this  he  eudures  for  me 
now. 
There  beats  not  a  more  mutual  pulse  of  passion 
In  a  kind  husband,  when  his  wife  breeds  child, 
Than  in  Martino ;  I  have  markM  it  ever ; 
He  breeds  all  my  pains  in  's  teeth  still ;  and  to 

quit  me. 
It  is  his  eye-tooth  too. 

Mar,  Aye,  aye,  aye,  aye. 

VaL  Where  did  I  hear  late  of  a  skilful  fellow. 
Good  for  all  kind  of  maladies  ?  True,  true,  sir ; 
His  flag  hangs  out  in  town  here,  i'  th'  Cross  inn, 
With  admirable  cures  of  all  conditions ; 
It  shews  him  a  great  travelling  and  learned  em- 
pirick. 

Bran.  We  11  both  to  him,  Martino. 

VaL  Hark  you,  brother. 
Perhaps  you  may  prevail,  as  one  indifferent. 

tit  Suit.  Aye,  about  that,  sweet  widow. 

VaL  True ;  speak  low,  sir. 

Bran,  Well,  what 's  the  business,  say,  say. 

VaL  Marry  this,  brother. 
Call  the  young  man  aside  from  the  old  wolf 

there, 
And  whisper  in  his  ear  a  thousand  dollars. 
If  he  will  vanish  and  let  full  the  suit, 
And  never  put  *s  to  no  more  cost  and  trouble. 

1st  Suit,  Say  roe  those  words,  good  sir,  I'll 
make  'em  worth 
A  chain  of  gpld  ^  you  at  your  sister's  wedding. 

^nter  Vioietta. 

Bran.  I  shall  do  much  for  that. 

VaL  Welcome,  sweetheart, 
Thou  com'st  roos(  l^appily  i  l*m  bold  to  send 

for  the^ 
To  make  a  purpose  good. 

Vio.  1  take  cielight,  forsooth, 
lo  any  such  employment. 

Ut  Suit,  Good  wench,  trust  me. 

tUc,  How,  sir,  let  faU  the  suit?   'Life,  I'll  go 
naked  first. 

Bran.  A  thousand  dollars,  sir,  think  upon 
them. 

^>.  Why,  they  're  but  a  thousand  dollars, 
when  they  're  thought  on. 

Bran.  A  good  round  sum. 

Ric.  A  good  round  widow  's  better ; 
There  's  meat  and  money  too.    I  have  been 

bought 
Out  of  my  lands,  and  yielded,  but,  sir^  scorn 
To  be  bought  out  of  my  affection. 


Bran.  Why,  here  's  even  just  roy  univenity 
spirit; 
I  priz'd  a  piece  of  red  deer  above  gold  then. 
Ric,  My  patron  would  be  mad,  and  he  shonki 

hear  on  'c. 
Mar.  I  pray  what 's  good,  sir,  for  a  wicked 

tootlV? 
Ric.  Ilantr'd,  drawn,  and  quartering ;  is  't  • 

hollow  one  ? 
Mar.  Aye,  'tis  a  hollow  one. 
Ric.  Then  take  the  powder 
Of  a  burnt  warrant,  mix'd  with  oil  of  felon. 
Mar.  Why  sure  you  mock  rae, 
Ric.  Troth  I  think  I  do,  sir. 
2d  Suit.  Come  hither,  hooey;   what  's  the 

news  in  whbpers  ? 
Bran.  He  will  not  be  bought  out. 
VaL  No  ?  That 's  strange,  brother. 
Prav  take  a  little  pains  about  this  project  tbeOi 
AncI  try  what  that  eflfects. 
Bran,  I  like  this  better. 
Look  you,  sweet  gentles,  see  what  I  produce  here, 
For  amity's  sake,  and  peace,  to  end  all  coatro- 

versy; 
This  gentlewoman,  my  charge,  left  by  her  friendi, 
Whom  for  her  person  and  her  )>ortion 
I  could  bestow  most  richly,  but  in  pity 
To  her  affection,  which  lies  bent  at  yon,  sir, 
I  am  content  to  yield  to  her  desire. 
Ric.  At  me  ? 

Bran.  But  for  this  jar,  't  had  ne'er  been  oP 
fer'd. 
I  bring  you  flesh  and  money,  a  rich  heir. 
And  a  maid  too,  aud  that 's  a  thing  worth  thaoks, 

sir : 
Nay,  one  that  has  rid  fifteen  miles  tliis  momiii{ 
For  your  love  only. 

2a  Suit.  Honey,  hearken  after  her ; 
Being  rich,  I  can  have  all  my  money  there; 
Ease  my  purse  well,  and  never  wage  law  further; 
I  have  enough,  yet  [  will  have  my  humour. 
Ric,  Do  you  love  me,  forsooth  ? 
Vio.  Oh,  mfinitely. 

Ric.  I  do  not  ask  thee,  that  I  meant  to  hsfc 
thee; 
But  only  to  know  what  came  in  thy  head  to  k>rt 
me. 
Vio.  My  time  was  come,  sir ;  that 's  all  I  can 

say. 
Ric.  Alas,  poor  soul,  where  didst  thou  k>re 

me,  pr'ythee? 
Vio.  In  happy  hour  be  't  spoke,  out  at  a  wiiH 

dow,  sir. 
Ric,  A  window  !  pr'ythee  clap  it  to,  and  call 
it  in  again : 
What  was  I  doing  then,  should  make  thee  love 
me? 
Vio.  Twirling  your  band-string,  which,  ne* 
thought,  became  you  so  generously  well. 

Ric.  'Twas  a  good  quality  to  choose  a  bos« 
band  for :  that  love  was  likely  to  be  ty'd  is 
matrimony,  that  began  in  a  band-string :  yet  I 
ha'  known  as  much  come  to  pass  ere  now  upon 
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a  tassel.    Fare  joa  well,  sister;  T  may  be  co« 
ien*d  in  a  maid,  I  cannot  in  a  widow. 

iUi  Suit,  Art  tboo  come  home  agab ;  &tick*8l 
tbou  there  still  ? 
I  will  defend  thee  still  then. 

lit  Suit,  Sir,  joor  malice 
Will  have  enough  on  *t« 

Stf  Suit.  I  will  have  my  homour. 

lit  Suit,  Beggary  will  prove  the  sponge* 

ad  Suit,  Spunge  i'  thy  gascoyns^ 
*'  Thy  gally-gascoyns  there. 

Ric,  Ha!  brave protectoi'. 

firan.  I  thought  t  woiUd  come  to  opea  wars 
again. 
Let  'em  agree  as  thejr  will,  two  testy  fops; 
I  '11  have  a  care  of  mine  eyes. 

Mar,  I  of  my  chops.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  n. 

Enter  Latrocinio  and  Occulto  (a  banner  rf 
cures  and  diseases  hung  out). 

Lot,  Away:  oat  with  the  banner;  send,  's 
good  luck  to-<lay. 

Oc  I  warrant  you ;  your  name 's  spread,  sir» 
for  an  empirick. 
There 's  an  old  mason,  troubled  with  the  stone. 
Has  sent  to  you  this  morning^  for  your  counsel, 
He  would  have  ease  fain. 

Lat,  Marry,  I  cannot  blame  hi&,  sir. 
But  how  he  will  come  by  't,  there  lies  the  ques- 
tion. 

Oc,  You  must  do  somewhat,  sir,  for  he  's 
swol'n  roost  piteoosly ; 
H*  has  urine  in  him  now  was  brew'd  last  March. 

Lat,  H"  will  be  rich  geer  for  dyers. 

Oc,  I  would  't  were  come  to  that,  sir. 

Lat,  Let  me  see,  I  '11  send  him  a  whole  mus- 
ket-charge of  gunpowder. 

Oc,  Gunpowder!  What,  sir,  to  breakxhe  stone? 

Lat,  Ave,  by  m^^  faith,  sir, 
It  is  the  likeliest  thing  I  know  to  do  it ; 
I  'm  sure  it  breaks  stone-walls  and  castles  down, 
I  see  no  reason  but 't  should  break  the  stone. 

Oc,  Nay,  use  your  pleasure,  sir. 

Lat,  Troth  if  that  do  not, 
I  ha*  nothing  else  that  will. 

Oc,  I  know  that  too. 

Lat,  Why  then  thou  'rt  a  coxcomb  to  make 
question  on  't. 
Oo  call  in  all  the  rest,  I  have  employment  for 
them.  [£jri2  0ccoLTO. 


When  the  highways  grow  thin  with  travellers. 
And  few  portmanteaus  stirring,  ^as  all  trades 
Have  their  dead  time  we  see,  thievery  poor  i» 

kings, 
And  letchery  cold  doings,  and  so  forwards  still;) 
Then  do  I  take  my  inn,  and  those  curmudg^ns 
Wliose  purses  1  can  never  get  abroad, 
I  take  'em  at  more  ease  here  i*  my  cliamher. 
And  make  'em  come  to  me ;  it 's  more  state-lik^ 

too. 
Hang  him  that  has  but  one  way  to  his  trade ; 
He 's  like  a  mouth  that  eats  but  or.  one  side, 
And  half  cozens  his  belly,  'specially  if  he  dine 

among  shavers. 
And  both-lianded  feeders.    Stratio,  Silvio,  and 

Fiducio. 

Enter  Silvio,  Stratio,  Piducio. 

I  will  have  none  left  out;  there 's  parts  for  yoo* 

Sit,  For  OS  i  Pray  let  os  have  'em. 

Lmt,  Change  yourselves 
With  all  speed  possible  into  several  shapes^ 
Far  from  your  own ;  as  you  a  farmer,  sir; 
A  grazier  you ;  and  you  may  be  a  miller. 

Fid,  Ob  no^  a  miller  comes  too  near  a  thief; 
That  may  spoil  all  again. 

Lat,  Some  country  tavlor  then. 

Fid,  That 's  near  enough,  by  'r  lady,  yet  1 11 
venture  that ; 
The  miller 's  a  white  devil,  he  wears  his  theft 
Like  innocence  in  badges  most  apparently 
Upon  his  nose,  sometimes  between  his  lips; 
The  taylor  modestly  between  his  legs.  > 

Xa^.' Why,  pray,  do  yoo  'present  that  modest 
thief,  then ; 
And,  hark  you,  for  the  purposew 

Sil.  "T  will  improve  yoo,  sir. 

Lat.  T  will  get  believers;  believe  that,  my 
masters; 
Repute  and  confidence,  and  make  all  things 

clearer; 
When  you  see  any  coose,  repair  yon  to  me. 
As  samples  of  my  skill.    There  are  few  arts 
But  have  their  shadows,  sirs,  to  set  'em  off ;     . 
Then,  where  the  art  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 
What  need  is  there,  my  friends?  Make  haste, 
away,  sirs. 

Enter  Occulto. 

Oe,  Where  are  yoo,  sir  ? 
Lat.  Not  far,  man  i  What's  the  news  f 
Oe,  The  old  justice,  sir,  whom  we  robb'd  onct 
by  moonlight, 


^  Galto-faswyiit    *'  or  wide  hose  or  slops,  q.  d.  Cal 
ismodi  ealigis  atantor."— Skinner's  StftnOogiemu 

So,  m  Pierce  PenUcsse  his  SufpUcatkn  !•  the  ZKmU,  159f,p.  8: 


M  ^— of  the  vesture  of  salvation  make  some  of  ns  babies  and  apes  coates,  others  strai||ht  tranes  and 
divelk  breeches:  sooMfoilyfinMyncsorasblpmaiishose,  like  the  Anabaf^tisti^'' lKft« 
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And  bound  his  man  and  he,  in  haycock  tunei 
With  a  rope  made  of  horse-meat,  and  in  pity 
Left  their  mares  by  'em,  which  I  think,  ere  mid* 

night, 
Did  eat  their  bay-boand  masters  both  at  li- 
berty  

Lat,  'Life,  what  of  him,  roan  ? 
Oc,  He  's  enq airing  earnestly 
For  the  great  man  of  art ;  indeed  for  you,  sir : 
Therefore  withdraw,  sweet  sir:  make  yourself 

dainty  now. 
And  that 's  three  parts  of  any  profession. 

Lat.  I  have  enough  on  't.  [-^^i^* 

Enter  An saldo. 

Oc»  How  now,  what  thing  's  this  ? 
Now,  by  this  light,  the  second  part  o'  th*  justice 
Newly  revived,  with  ne*er  a  hair  on  's  face. 
It  should  be  the  first  rather  by  his  smoothness. 
But  I  ha'  known  the  first  part  written  last : 
Tis  he,  or  let  me  perish,  the  young  gentleman 
We  robb'd  and  stript;    but  I  am  far  from 
knowledge  now. 
Ant,  One  word,  I  prajr,  sir. 
Oc.  With  me,  gentle  sir  ? 
An$M  Was  there  not  lately  seen  about  these 
parts,  sir, 
A  knot  of  fellowS|  whose  conditions 
Are  privily  suspected  ? 
Oc,  Why  do  you  ask,  sir  ? 
Ant,  There  was  a  poor  young  gentleman  robb'd 

last  night« 
Oc,  Robh'd? 
Ant.  Stript  of  all,  i'  faith. 
Oc,  Oh  beastly  rascals  ! 
Alas,  what  was  he? 
Ant.  Look  o*  me,  and  know  him,  sir. 
Oc,  Hard-hearted  villains,  strip  ?  Troth  when 
I  saw  you, 
Metbought  those  doaths  were  never  made  for 
you,  sir. 
Ant,  Want  made  me  clad  of 'em. 
Oc.  'Send  you  better  rortune,  sir; 
That  we  may  have  a  bout  with  you  once  aeain. 

[Atide. 

Ant.  I  thank  you  for  your  wish  of  love,  kind 

sir.  [coin 

Oc.  Tis  with  my  heart,  i'  faith;  now  store  of 

And  better  cloaths  be  with  you. 

Ant.  There  's  some  honest  yet, 
And  charitably  minded.    How,  what '»  here  to 
do? 

Here  within  thit  place  it  cur*d        [Reads. 
All  the  grieft  that  were  e^r  endured. 

Nay  there  thou  lyest :  I  endur'd  one  last  night 
Thou  can'st  not  cure  this  morning ;  a  strange 
promiser. 

J^alty,  g(mt,  hydropick  humour. 
Breath  that  ttinkt  beyond  perfumer, 
Fittula  in  ano,  ulcer t  megrifti, 
Or  what  diteate  totter  beUaguer'em^ 


Stone,  nature,  tquinaney,  impaUkum^ 
Yet  too  dear  it  thali  not  co9t  U 


That 's  consdonably  said,  i'  faith. 

In  brief,  you  cannot,  I  assure  you. 
Be  UHtound  tofatt  as  I  can  cure  you. 

By  'r  lady,  yon  shall  pardon  me,  I  ^  not  try  % 
sir. 

Enter  Bbakdino  and  MARTixa 

Bran,  Martino,  is  not  yond'  my  hinder  parts? 

Mar.  Yes,  and  your  fore-parts  too,  sir. 

Bran.  I  tro'  so ; 
I  never  saw  my  hind  parts  in  naj  life  else, 
No,  nor  my  fore-ones  neither.     What  are  job, 

sir? 
Are  you  a  justice,  pray? 

Ant.  A  justice?  No,  trulj. 

Bran,  now  came  this  suit  to  yoo,  then  ? 

Ant,  How  this  suit  ? 
Why,  must  he  needs  be  a  justice,  sir,  that  wean 
it? 

Bran.  You  '11  find  it  so;  'twas  made  for  oo* 
body  else; 
I  paid  for 't. 

Ant,  Oh  strange  fortune !  I  hare  andone 
The  charitable  woman. 

Bran.  He  'II  be  gone* 
Martino,  hold  him  rest,  I  '11  call  for  aid. 

Ant.  Hold  me?  Oh  curse  of  fate ! 

Mar.  Oh,  master,  master. 

Bran.  What  ails  Martino  ? 

Mar.  In  my  conscience 
IV  as  beat  out  the  wrong  tooth,  I  feel  it  now, 
Three  degrees  off. 

Bran,  Oh  slave,  spoil'd  a  fine  penman. 

Ant,  He  lack*d  good  manners  tho* ;  lay  buHii 
o'  me ! 
I  scorn  all  the  deserts  that  belong  to  't. 

Enter  Latrocinio. 

Lat,  Why,  how  now  ?   What  *s  the  brofl? 

Bran,  The  man  of  art, 
I  take  you,  sir,  to  be. 

Lat.  I  'm  the  professor 
Of  those  slight  cures  you  read  of  in  the  baoner. 

Bran.  Our  business  was  to  you,  most  skilfU 
sir; 
But  in  the  way  to  you,  right  worshipful, 
I  met  a  thief. 

Lat.  A  thief? 

Bran.  With  my  clothes  on,  air ; 
Let  but  the  coat  be  search'd,  I  *U  pawn  my  ^ 
There 's  yet  the  taylor's  bill  in  one  o'  tli'  podkecs; 
And  a  white  thimble,  that  I  found  i'  th'  moo»> 

light; 
Thou  saw'st  me  when  I  put  it  in,  Martino. 

Mar,  Aye,  aye. 

Bran.  Oh,  he  has  spoil'd  tbe  wordiicst  deri: 
that  e'er 
Drew  warrant  here. 
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Lat,  Sir,  you  're  a  strangery  but  I  must  deal 
plain  with  you, 
That  suit  of  cloaths  must  needs  come  oddly  to 
you. 
Ant.  I  dare  not  say  which  way,  that  's  my 

affliction. 
Lat,    Is  not  your  worship's    name  Signior 

Brandino,  sir? 
Bran,  It  has  been  so,  these  threescore  years 

and  upwards. 
Lat,  I  heard  there  was  a  robbery  done  last 
night. 
Near  to  your  house. 

Am.  You  heard  a  truth  then,  sir, 
And  I  the  man  was  robb*d. 

Lat.  Ah,  that  *8  too  gross. 
Send  him  away  for  fear  of  farther  mischief; 
I  do  not  like  him,  he  's  a  cunning  knave. 
Bran.  I  want  but  aid. 
Lat.  Within  there ! 

Enter  two  or  three  Servants. 

Bran.  Seize  upon  that  impudent  thief. 
Ant.  Then  hear  me  speak. 
Bran.  Away; 
I  '11  neither  hear  thee  speak,  nor  wear  those 

cloaths  again. 
To  prison  with  the  rarlet. 
Ant,  How  am  I  punisli'd  ! 
Bran,  1  *11  make  thee  bring  out  all,  before  I 
leave  thee. 

[Exeunt  Seroantt  with  Ansaldo. 
Lat,  You  H'e  took  an  excellent  course  with 

this  bold  villain,  sir. 
Bran,  I  am  sworn  for  service  to  the  common- 
wealth, sir. 
What  are  these,  learned  sir? 

Enter  Stratio,  Silvio^  and  Fiducio. 

Lat.  Oh,  they  're  my  patients. 
Good  morrow,  gout,  rupture,  and  palsy. 

Stra.  Tis  farewel  gout,  almost,  I  thank  your 

worship. 
Lot.  What  noW|  yon  cannot  part  to  soon,  I 
hope? 
You  came  but  lately  to  me. 
Slra.  BMt  most  iiappily  j 
J  can  go  near  to  leap,  sir. 

Lat,  What  I  you  cannot. 
Away,  I  say :  take  heed,  be  not  too  vent'rous 

thoueh ; 
I  've  had  you  but  three  days,  remember  that. 
Stra.  Those  three  are  better  than  three  hun- 
dred, sir. 
Lat,  Yet  again  I 

Stra,  Ease  takes  pleasure  to  be  known,  sir. 
Lat.  You  with  the  rupture  there,  hernia  in 
tcrolum^ 
Fray  let  me  see  your  pace  this  morning ;  walk, 

sir, 
1  '11  take  your  distance  strait;  't  was  F,  0.  yes- 
terday : 
Ab^  sin^h^  here 's  a  simple  alteration^ 


Secundo  gradu  ;  you  're  F.  U.  already : 
Here  's  a  most  happy  change.     Be  of  good  com- 
fort, sir, 
Your  knees  are  come  within  three  inches  now 
Of  one  another ;  by  to-morrow  noon 
I  '11  make  'em  kiss  and  jostle. 
Sil.  Bless  your  worship. 
Bran.  You  've  a  hundred  prayers  in  a  mom* 

iiig,  sir. 
Lat,  'Faith  we  have  a  few  to  pass  away  the 
day  with. 
Taylor,  you  had  a  stitch.  • 

Fid.  Oh  good  your  worship, 
I  have  had  none  smce  Easter :  were  I  rid 
But  of  this  whoreson  palsy,  I  were  happy; 
I  cannot  thread  my  needle. 

Lat.  No  !  that 's  hard, 
I  never  mark'd  so  much. 
Fid.  It  comes  by  fits,  sir. 
Lat.  Alas,  poor  man !  What  would  your  wor- 
ship say  now 
To  see  me  help  this  fellow  at  an  instant  ? 
Bran.  And  make  him  firm  from  shaking? 
Lat.  As  a  steeple 
From  the  disease  on  't. 

Bran.  Tis  to  me  miraculous. 
Lat.   You,  with  your  whoremaster  disease, 
come  hither; 
Here,  take  me  this  round  glass,  and  hold  it  sted* 

fast. 
Yet  more,  sir,  yet,  I  say ;  so. 
Bran.  Admirable! 

Lat.  Go,  live,  and  thread  thy  needle. 
Bran.  Here,  Martino: 
'Las,  poor  fool,  his  mouth  is  full  of  praiseSi 
And  cannot  utter  'em. 

Lat.  No,  what 's  the  malady  ? 
Bran.  The  fury  of  a  tooth. 
Lat.  A  tooth?  ha,  ha; 
I  thought 't  had  been  some  gangrene,  fistula, 
Canker,  or  ramex. 

Bran.  No,  it 's  enough  as  'tis,  sir. 
Lat.  My  man  shall  ease  that  straight  i  sit  yoa 
down  there,  sir; 
Take  the  tooth,  sirrah,  daintily,  insensibly. 
But  what  's  your  worship's  malady,  that 's  for 
me,  sir? 
Bran.  Marry,  pray  look  you,  ^ir :  your  wor* 
ship's  counsel 
About  mine  eyes. 
Lat.  Sore  eyes !  that 's.  nothing  too,  sir. 
Bran.  By  'r  lady,  I  that  feel  it  think  it  some- 
what. 
Lat.  Have  you  no   convulsions  ?    pricking 
aches,  sir,  ruptures,  or  apostemates  ? 

Bran.  No,  by  my  faith,  sir. 
Nor  do  I  desire  to  have  'em. 

Lat.  Those  are  cures ; 
There  do  I  win  my  fame,  sir.     Quickly,  sirrah, 
Reach  me  the  eyercup  hither.    Do  you  mak^ 
water  well,  sir  ? 

Bran.  1  *m  all  well  there. 

Lat,  You  feel  no  grief  i'  th'  kidney  { 
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Bran.  Soaod,  tomidy  iouikI,  tir. 
Lai.  Oh^  here  's  a  breath,  m,  I  most  talk 
witbal. 
One  of  these  morning 

Bran.  There  I  tbiok,  i'  fiuth, 
I  am  to  blame  indeed^  and  my  wife's  words 
Are  come  to  pass,  sir. 

Mar.  Ofay  oh»  'tis  not  that,  'tis  not  that; 
It  is  the  next  beyond  it ;  there,  there. 
Oc  The  best  Imve  their  mistakings :  now  1 11 

fityouy  sir. 
Bran.  What 's  that,  sweet  nr,  that  comforts 

with  his  coolness? 
Lat.  Oh  sovereign  geer :  wink  hard  and  keep 

it  in,  sir* 
Mar.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 
Oe.  Nay,  here  he  gpes;  one  twitch  more,  and 

be  comes,  sir. 
Mar.  Aob,  ho. 

Oc,  Spit  out :  I  told  yoo  he  was  gone,  sir. 
Bran.  How  chears  Martino  } 
Mar.  Qh,  I  can  answer  you  now,  master; 
J  feel  great  ease,  sir. 
Bran.  So  do  I,  Martino. 
Mar.  I  'm  rid  of  a  sore  burden,  for  my  part, 
master. 
Of  a  scal'd  little  one. 

Lat.  Please  but  your  worship,  now, 
To  take  three  drops  of  the  rich  water  with  you, 
I  '11  undertake  your  man  shall  cure  yoo,  sir. 
At  twice  i'  your  own  chamber. 
Bran.  Shall  he  so,  sir? 
Lat.  I  will  uphold  him  in  't. 
Mar.  Then  will  I  do  't,  sir. 
Lat.  How  lively  your  man  's  now ! 
Mar,  Ob,  I  'm  so  light,  mechinks, 
Over  I  was. 

Bran.  What  is  it  contents  voor  worship  ? 
Lat.  £v'n  what  your  worship  please.    I  am 

not  mercenary. 
Bran.  My  purse  is  gone,  Martino ! 
Lat.  How,  your  purse,  sir? 
Bran.  Tis  gone,  i'  faiths  I  've  been  among 

some  rascals. 
Mar.  And  that 's  a  thing 
I  ever  gave  you  warning  of,  master ;  you  care  not 
What  company  you  run  into. 

Bran.  Lend  me  some  money :  chide  me  anon, 
I  pr'ythee. 
A  pox  on  'em  for  vipers,  they  ha'  suck'd  blood 
o'me. 
Mar.  Oh,  master! 
Bran.  How  now^  man  ? 
Mar.  My  purse  is  gone  too. 
Bran.  How  ?  1  '11  never  take  warning  more  of 
thee  while  I  live  then ;  thou  art  an  hypocrite, 
and  art  not  fit  to  give  good  counsel  to  toy  mas- 
ter, that  can'st  not  keep  from  ill  company  thy- 
self. 
Lat,  This  is  most  strange,  sir;  both  your 

purses  eone ! 
Mart  Sir,  I  'd  my  band  on  mine,  when  I 
cane  in* 


Lat.  Are  yon  bot  tare  of  that  ?    Oh  wsold 

you  were! 
Mar.  As  I  'm  of  ease. 
Lat.  Then,  they  're  both  gone  oneway;  be 

tliat  your  comfort. 
Bran.  Aye,  but  what  wa^  ?  that,  sir  ? 
Lat.  That  close  knave  m  your  doatks  lai 
got  'em  both, 
Tis  well  you  've  clapt  him  fast. 
Bran.  Why  that  *s  imposaible. 
Lat.  Oh  tell  me,  sir:    I  ha*  known  pmei 
gone. 
And  the  thief  stand,  and  look  ooe  fuU  i*  df 

face, 
As  I  may  do  your  worship,  and  yoor  man,  lov. 
Mar.  Nay,  that 's  most  certain,  master. 
Bran.  I  will  make 
That  rascal  in  my  cloaths  answer  all  this  thei, 
Aud  all  the  robberies  that  have  been  dooe 
Since  the  moon  chang'd.    Get  you  home  int, 

Martino, 
And  know  if  any  of  my  wife's  things  ore  miio^ 
Or  any  more  of  mine :  tell  her  be  *s  taken, 
And  by  that  token  he  has  to<^  both  oor  poixs. 
Mar.  That 's  an  ill  token,  master. 
Bran.  That 's  all  one,  sir. 
She  must  have  that  or  nothing ;  for  I  'm  fare 
The  rascal  has  led  nothing  else  for  a  tokea. 
Begone,  make  haste  agpuu ;  and  meet  me  psit 
o'  th'  way. 
Mar.  I  'II  hang  the  villain. 
And  't  were  for  nothing  but  the  sowse  be  nie 
me.  [Ent. 

Bran,  Sir,  I  depart  asbam*d  of  my  requital, 
And  leave  this  seat-ring  with  you  as  a  pledge 
Of  further  thankfulness. 

Lat.  No,  I  beseech  you,  sir. 
Bran.  Indeed  you  shall,  sir. 
Lnt,  Ob,  your  worship's  word,  sir. 
Bran.  You  shall  have  my  word  too,  for  a  we 
gentleman 
As  e'er  I  met  withal.  [fjit 

Lat.  Clear  sight  be  with  you,  sir ; 
If  conduit-water,  and  my  hostess'  oiUk, 
That  comes  with  the  ninth  cliild  now,  may  i^ 

ford  it. 
'Life,  I  fear'd  none  but  thee,  my  viflaison 
toothdrawer. 
Oc.  There  was  no  fear  of  me  ;  I  Ve  often  toU 
you 
I  was  bound  'prentice  to  a  barber  once. 
But  ran  away  i'  th'  second  year. 

Lat.  Aye,  marry. 
That  made  thee  give  a  pull  at  the  wroi^  tooth, 
And  me  afraid  of  thee.    What  have  we  there, 
sirs? 
Oc.   Some  threescore  dollars  i*  th'  masier*i 
purse. 
And  sixteen  in  the  clerk's,  a  silver  sea). 
Two  or  three  amber  beads,    and  four  Uank 
warrants. 
Lat.  Warrants !  where  be  tbey  ?    The  bcft 
news  came  yet. 
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MuSy  bere  's  bis  hand,  and  here's  his  seal:  I 

thank  him  ; 
This  comes  most  lackily ;  one  of  oar  fellows 
Was  took  last  night,  we  Ml  set  him  first  at  liherty  y 
And  other  good  boys  after  him :  and  if  be  ^ 
In  th'  old  justice's  sait,  whom  be  robb*d  latelv» 
Will  '^come  off  roundly,  we  '11  set  him  ire 


ree 


too. 


Oc.  That  were  a  good  deed,  faith,  we  may  in 

pity. 
L&t,  There's  nothing  done  merely  for  pity 

now-a-days. 
Money  or  wajre  must  help  too. 


SONG. 

[iV  PARTS,  BY  THE  THIEVES.] 

Give  mefortunep  give  me  heaUk^ 
Give  mej'reedomt  I  U  get  wealth. 
Who  comploifu  kiifate  't  amite^ 
When  he  httithe  vide  world  hU  f 
He  that  has  the  devil  injee^ 
Can  have  but  all^  and  »  have  we. 
Give  u$ fortune^  give  at  keaUhj 
Give  usfreedomy  we  *U  get  wealth. 
In  every  hamlet^  town^  and  e«/jf. 
He  has  lands  that  was  born  witt^. 


[£xeant 


ACT   V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Psilippa  and  Vjoletta. 

Fhi,  How  well  this  gentleman  keeps  his  pro- 
mise too ! 
Sure  there 's  no  trust  in  man. 

Via.  They  're  all  Franciscos, 
That  *s  my  opinion,  mistress :  footo,  or  false  ones. 
He  might  have  bad  the  honesty  yet,  i'  faith, 
To  send  my  master's  doaths  home. 
Fhi,  Aye,  those  cloaths. 
Fto.  Colliers  come  by  the  door  every  day, 
mistreu; 
Nay,  this  is  market-day  too,  poulterers,  butchers; 
They  would  have  hiin  most  daintily  in  a  pannier, 
And  kept  veal  from  the  wind. 

FhL  Those  cloaths  much  trouble  me. 
Via,  'Faith,  and  be  were  a  gentleman,  as  be 
seem'd  to  be. 
They  would  trouble  him  too,  I  think; 
Methinks  he  should  have  small  desire  to  keep  'em. 
Fhu  'Faith,  and  less  pride  to  wear  'em,  I 
should  think,  wench. 
Unless  he  kept  'em  as  a  testimony 
For  after-times,  to  shew  what  misery  ['em. 

He  past  in  his  young  days,  and  then  weep  over 

Enter  Marti  no. 

Fio.  Weep,  mistress?  nay  sure,  metbinks,  be 

should  not  weep  for  laughing. 
FhL  Martino?   Oh,  we  're  spoil'd,  wench. 

Are  they  come  then  ? 
Mar,  Mistress,  be  of  good  cheer,  I  have  ex- 
cellent news  for  you ;  comfort  your  heart,  what 
have  yon  to  breakfast,  mistress  ?  you  aball  have 
all  a£ain,  I  warrant  you. 
Fhi.  What  says  he,  wench  ? 
Vio,  I  'm  loth  to  understand  him. 
Afjir.  Give  me  a  note  of  all  your  things^  sweet 
mistress ; 


Yon  shall  not  lose  a  hair,  take 't  of  my  woid  ; 
We  have  him  safe  enough, 
Fhi,  Alas,  sweet  wench. 
This  man  talks  fearfully. 

Vio,  And  1  know  not  what  yet; 
That 's  the  worst,  mistress. 

Mar,  Can  you  tell  me,  pray, 
Wbetlier  the  rascal  has  broke  ope  my  desk  or  no  ; 
There  's  a  fine  little  barrel  of  pome-citrons 
Would  have  serv'd  me  this  seven  year ;  oh,  and 

my  %-cheese. 
The  fig  of  everlasting  obloquy 
Go  with  him,  if  he  mive  eat  it ;  I  ^1  make  haste. 
He  cannot  eat  it  all  yet.  He  was  taken,  mistress, 
Grosly,  and  beastly ;  how  do  yon  think,  i'  fidth? 
Fhi,  I  know  not,  sir. 
Mar.  Troth,  in  my  master's  cloaths : 
Would  any  thief  bnt  a  beast  been  taken  so  ? 
Fhi,  Wench,  wench. 
Vio,  I  have  grief  enough  of  mine  own  to  tend, 

mistress. 
PAi.  Did  he  confess  the  robbery  ? 
Mar,  O  no,  no,  mistress; 
I  He  's  a  young  cunning  rascal,  be  confessed 
nothing; 
While  we  were  examining  on  him,  be  took  away 
My  master's  purse  and  mine,    but   confess'd 
nothing  still. 
Fhi,  That 's  but  some  slanderous  injury  rais*d 
against  him. 
Came  not  your  master  with  you  } 

Mar,  No,  sweet  mistress ; 
I  must  make  haste  and  meet  him :  pray  dbpatch 
me  then. 
Fhi,  I  have  look'd  over  all  with  spedml  heed* 
fulness; 
There's  nothing  miss'd,  I  can  assure  you,  sir, 
But  that  suit  of  your  master's. 
Mar,  I  'm  right  glad  on 't. 
That  suit  would  hang  him,  yet  I  would  not  have 
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him  hanged  in  that  stiit  though ;  it  will  disgrace 
my  master'^  fashion  for  ever,  and  make  it  as 
hateful  as  *'  yellow  bands.  [B^it. 

Phi,  O  what  shall 's  do,  wench  } 

Via.  'Tis  no  marvel,  mistress, 
^be  poor  joung  gentleman  could  not  keep  his 

f>romi8e. 
as,  sweet  man,  he  *s  confess'd  nothing 
vet,  wench. 
Vio,  That  shews  his  constancy  and  love  to 
you,  mistress ; 
But  you  must  do 't  of  force,  there  is  no  help  for 't. 
The  truth  can  neither  ahame  nor  hurt  you  much. 
Let'em  make  what  tbe^  can  on  't:  't  were  sin 

and  pity,  i'  faith, 
To  cast  away  so  sweet  a  gentleman. 
For  such  a  pair  of  infidel  hose  and  doublet ; 

Enter  Avsaldo. 

I  would  not  hang  a  Jew  for  a  whole  wardrobe 

on  'em. 
Pki,  Thou  say'st  true,  wench. 
Vio,  Oh,  oh,  they  *re  come  again,  mistress. 
Pki,  Signior  Aosaldo? 
Ans.  The  same ;  mightily  cross*d,  lady, 
But,  past  hope,  free*d  again  by  a  doctor's  means, 
Ji  man  of  art:  I  know  not  justly  what  indeed. 
But  pity,  and  the  fortunate  gold  you  gave  me, 
Wrougnt  my  release  between  'em. 

Phi.  Met  you  not 
My  husband's  man  ? 

Ans,  I  took  such  strange  ways,  lady, 
J  hardly  met  a  creature. 
Phi,  Oh,  most  welcome. 
Vio,  But  how  shall  we  bestow  him  now  we 

have  him,  mistress? 
Phi,  Alas,  that 's  true. 
Vio,  Martino  may  come  back  again. 
Phi,    Step   ^ou    into    that    little    chamber 
speedily,  sir; 
And  dress  him  up  in  one  of  my  gowns  and  head- 
tires. 
His  youth  will  well  endure  it. 
Vio,  That  will  be  admirable. 
Phi,  Nay  do  't,  do  't,  quickly  then ;  and  cut 
that  suit 
Into  an  hundred  pieces,  that  it  may  never  be 
known  again. 
Vio,  A  hundred?  nay,  ten  thousand  at  the 
least,  mistress ; 
For  if  there  be  a  piece  of  that  suit  left  as  big  as 

my  nail. 
The  deed  will  come  out,*tis  worse  than  a  murder, 
I  fear  't  will  never  be  hid. 

Phi,  Away,  do  your  endeavour,  and  dispatch, 
wench.  [J&r.  Violetta  and  Ansaldo. 
I  've  thought  upon  a  way  of  certain  safety, 
And  I  may  keep  him  while  I  have  him,  too, 
Without  suspicipn  now :  I  've  heard  o'  th'  like : 


A  gentleman,  that  for  a  lady's  lore  [ber 

Was  thought  six  months  her  woman,  tended  on 
In  her  own  garments,  and,  she  being  a  widow, 
Lay  night  by  night  with  her  in  way  of  comfort; 
Marryy  in  conclusion,  match  they  did  together. 

Enter  Bran  or  no  with  a  writing. 

Would  I  *d  a  copy  of  the  same  conclosioD. 
He  's  come  himself  now ;  if  thou  be  'st  a  happy 

wench. 
Be  fortunate  in  thy  speed,  I  '11  delay  time 
With  all  the  means  I  can. — Oh,  welcome,  sir. 
Bran,  1  '11  speak  to  you  anon,  wife,  aad  ki« 
you  shortly, 
I  'm  very  busy  yet :  Cocktev'^lomn,  memberry^ 
Her  manor>house  at  Well-aun, 
Phi,  What 's  that,  good  sir  ? 
Bran.  The  widow's,  your  sweet  sister's  iM 
of  gift; 
She  's  made  all  her  estate  over  to  me,  wencfa: 
She  '11  be  too  bard  for  'em  all ;  and  now  oone 

buss  me ; 
Good  lucH  After  thieves'  handsel. 

Phi,  Oh  'tis  happy  sir. 
You  have  him  fast. 
Bran,  1  ha'  laid  him  safe  enoagb,  wencli. 
Phi,  I  was  so  lost  in  joy  at  the  report  on  \ 
I  quite  forgot  one  thing  to  tell  Martino, 
Bran,  What 's  that,  sweet  blood? 
Phi,  He,  and  his  villains,  sir, 
Robb'd  a  sweet  gentlewoman  last  night. 
Bran,  A  gentlewoman  ? 
PhL  Nay,  most  uncivilly,  and  basely  stripC 

her,  sir. 
JBrctfi.  Oh,  barbarous  slaves ! 
Phi,  I  was  ev'n  fain  for  woman-bood*s  sake, 
(Alas)  and  charity's,  to  receive  her  io« 
And  clothe  her  poor  wants  in  a  suit  of  mine. 
Bran,  T  was  most  religiously  dones   1  ktig 
for  her. 
Who  have  I  brought  to  see  thee,  ihink'st  thoO| 
woman  ? 
Phi,  Nay,  sir,  I  know  not. 
Bran,  Guess,  I  pr'ythee  heartily : 
An  enemy  of  thine. 
Phi,  That  I  hope  you  have  not,  sir. 
Bran,  But  all  was  done  in  jest :  be  cries  thee 
meroy. 
Francisco,  sirrah. 
PhL  Oh,  I  think  not  on  biro. 
Bran,  That  letter  was  but  writ  to  try  thy  ooo* 
stancyt 
He  confess'd  all  to  me. 
Phi,  Joy  on  him,  sir. 

Enter  Francisco. 

So  far  am  I  from  malice,  look  yon,  sir. 
Welcome,  sweet  signior;   bat  I  '11  never  tnat 
you,  sir. 


*^  Yelk»bmd$.^-Set  ^ote  2^  to  AUmmnaTf  Dvdsl^y's  Old  Plays,  VoL  VII.  p.  tS6,  edit  1780. 
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Faitby  I  'm  beholden  to  thee,  wife,  for 

this. 

Methiuks,  I  enter  now  this  house  with 

ice,  and  quietness  of  conscience ; 
guilty  blush  upon  my  cheek, 
stampt  last  midnight:  I  can  talk  now 
kind  man,  and  not  abuse  bjm  inwardly, 
scornful  thought  made  of  his  shame. 

Enter  Martin o. 

ireet  bein^  is  an  honest  mind ! 

peace  to  itself,  and  all  mankind. 

Martino! 

Vf  aster! 

There  's  another  robbery  done,  sirrah, 

me  party. 

iVhat?  your  worship  mocks, 

rrection. 

fon^ot  to  tell  thee; 

1  a  lovely  gentlewoman. 

)  pagan! 

w  will  be  ston'd  to  death  with  pipkins; 

den  in  the  suburbs  will  so  maiu  him 

ken  cruses,  and  pitchers  without  ears ; 

ever  die  alive,  that 's  my  opinion. 

vsALDO  (joi  Martia)  and  Violetta. 

ook  vou,  your  judgments,  gentlemen, 
your  s  especially, 
rancisco,  whose  mere  object  now 
I  at  these  years;  that  's  the  eye-saint, 
I  know, 

young  gallants :  husband,  yon  have  a 
glimpse  too : 

half  an  eye,  as  old  as  you  are. 
By  V  lady,  better,  wench :  an  eye  and 
a  naif,  I  trow, 
ye  aony  else, 
^hat  think  you  now,  sirs, 
i  goodly  manly  gentlewoman  ? 
&shrew  my  heart  else,  wife ; 
a  little,  signior,  you  *re  but  my  guest ; 
remember 

er  of  the  house,  I  *11  have  the  first  buss, 
iut,  husband,  'tis  the  courtesy  of  all 
places 

stranger  ever  the  first  bit. 
In  woodcock  or  so;  but  there  's  no 
heed  to  be  taken  in  mutton : 
Donly  fall  so  roundly  to  that,  we  forget 
ourselves. 

r  for  thy  fortune,  but  thou  'rt  welcome, 
lady. 

IVIy  master  kisses,  as  I  *ve  heard  a  hack- 
ney-coachman 
his  mare ;  chap,  chap. 
I  have  him  fiist,  lady,  and  he  shall  lie 
by  't  close. 

ou  cannot  do  me  a  greater  pleasurei 
fir. 


on't^ 
somewliafr  whispers 


Bran,  I  'm  happily  glaid  o 

Fran.  Methinks,  there  's 
in  my  soul^ 

This  is  the  hour  I  must  begin  mv  acquaintance 
With  honest  love,  and  banish  all  loose  thoughts; 
My  fate  speaks  to  me  from  the  modest  eye 
Of  yon  sweet  e^atlewoman. 

Phi,  Wench,  wench ! 

Vio,  Pish,  hold  in  your  breath,  mistress; 
If  you  be  seen  to  laugh,  you  '11  spoil  all  pre- 
sently; 
I  keep  it  in  with  all  the  might  I  have— «— pub. 

Ans,  Pray  what  young  f^entleman  *»  that,  sir^ 

JBran.  An  honest  boy,  i*  faith. 
And  came  of  a  good  kind:   do  'st  like  him, 

lady? 
I  would  thou  hadst  him,  and  thou  beest  not  pro- 

mis'd; 
He  's  worth  ten  thousand  dollars. 

Vio,  By  this  light,  mistress,  my  master  will  go 
near  to  make  a  match  anon ;  methinks  I  dream 
of  admirable  sport,  mistress. 

Phi.  Peace ;  thou  art  a  drab. 

Bran,  Come  hither  now,  Francisco : 
I  've  known  the  time  I  Ve  had  a  better  stomach; 
Now  I  can  dine  with  looking  upon  meat. 

Fran,  That  &ce  deserv'd  a  better  fortune, 
lady. 
Than  last  night's  rudeness  shew'd. 

Ant,  We  cannot  be 
Our  choosers,  sir,  in  our  own  destiny. 

Fran,  I  return  better  pleas'd,  than  when  I 
went. 

Afar.  And  could  that  beastly  imp  rob  you, 
forsooth  ? 
•  Ant,  Most  true,  forsooth. 
I  will  not  altogether,  sir,  disgrace  you. 
Because  you  look  half  like  a  gentleman. 

Afar.  And  that 's  the  mother's  half. 

Ant,  There's  my  hand  for  you. 

Afar.  I  swear  you  could  not  give  me  any  thing 
I  love  better,  a  band  gets  me  my  living ; 
Oh  sweet  lemon-peel  T 

JPVan.  May  I  request  a  modest  word  or  two, 
lad;r. 
In  private  with  you  ? 

Ant,  With  me,  sir } 

Fran,  To  make  it  sure  from  all  suspect  of  in* 

Or  unbeseeming  privacy,  which  Heaven  knows 
Is  not  my  aim  now,  I  'II  intreat  this  gentleman 
For  au  ear-witness  unto  all  our  conference. 
Ant.  Why  to;  I  am  content,  sir. 

[Exettn^  Francisco  am^  Ansaldo. 
JBran.  So  am  I,  lady. 

Afar.  Oh,  master,  here  's  a  rare  bedfellow  for 
my  mistress  to-night ; 
For  you  know  we  roust  both  out  of  town  again. 
Bran,  That 's  true,  Miirtino. 
Afar.  I  do  but  think  how  they  'U  lie  telling  of 
tales  together, 
The  pettiest ! 

Bran,  The  prettiest^  Ind^ftd* 
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liar.  Their  tonguet  will  never  '^  tin  wigging, 

master. 
Bran.  Never,  Martino,  never.  [Exeunt. 

Phi.  Take  heed  you  Be  not  heard. 
Vio.  I  fear  you  most,  mistress. 
Fhi.  Me,  fool?  ha,  ha. 
Vio.  Why  look  yon,  mistress:  Auth  yon  're 

faulty,  ha,  ha. 
Phi.  Well  said,  i' faith;  where  lies  the  fault 

now,  gossip? 
Vio.  Oh,  for  a  husband ;  I  shall  burst  with 
laughing  else : 
This  house  is  able  to  spoil  any  maid. 

Phi.  I  *11  be  jeveng'd  now  soundly  of  Francisco, 
For  fiedling  me  when  time  was. 

Vio.  Are  you  there,  mistress?  I  thought  you 
would  not  forget  that ; 
However,  a  good  turn  disappointed  is  ever  the 

last  thing 
That  a  woman  forgives ;  she  11  scarce  do 't  when 

she  *s  speechless ; 
Nay,  though  she  hold  up  her  whole  hand  for  all 

other  injuries. 
She  11  forgive  that  but  with  one  6nger. 
PhL  I  Ml  vex  his  heart  as  much  as  he  mock*d 

mine. 
Vio.  But  that  may  marr  vour  hopes  too,  if  our 
gentlewoman  be  known  to  be  a  man. 

Phi.  Not  as  I  Ml  work  it ; 
I  would  not  lose  this  sweet  revenge,  methinks, 
For  a  whole  fortnight  of  the  old  man's  absence, 
Which  is  the  sweetest  benefit  next  to  this. 

Enter  Ahsaldo. 

Why  how  now,  sir,  what  course  take  you  for 

laughins  ? 
We  are  undone  tor  one. 

Ans.  Faith  with  great  pain 
Stifle  it,  and  keep  it  in :  1  ha'  no  receipt  for  it. 
But,  prav,  in  sadness,  say,  what  is  the  gentleman  ? 
I  never  knew  his  like  for  tedious  urgings ; 
He  will  receive  no  answer. 

PhL  Would  he  would  not,  sir. 

Am.  Says  I  'm  ordain'd  for  liim :  merely  for 
him; 
And  that  his  wiving  fate  speaks  in  me  to  him : 
Will  force  on  me  a  jointure  speedily 
Of  some  seven  thousand  dollars. 

Phi.  Would  thou  had'st  *em,  sir :  I  know  he 
can  if  he  will. 

An$,  For  wond'rous  pity,  what  is  this  gentle* 
man? 

Phi.  'Faith,  shall  I  tell  you,  sir? 
One  that  would  make  an  excellent  honest  husband 
For  her  that 's  a  just  maid  at  onenind-twenty ; 
For  on  my  conscience  he  has  his  maidenhead  yet. 

An$.  Fie,  out  upon  him,  beast. 

Phi.  Sir,  if  yon  love  me. 
Give  way  but  to  one  thing  I  shall  request  of  you. 


Am.  Your  courtesies,  you  know,  may  lay 

roands  on  me.  [i 

Phi.  Then,  at  his  next  solUcitings,  let  a 
Seem  to  come  from  you ;   \  will  make  noble 

sport,  sir : 
We  '11  get  jointure  and  all ;  bnt  yon  mnst  besr 
Yourself  most  affable  to  all  hb  porpoaes. 
Am.  I  can  do  that. 
Phi.  Aye,  and  take  heed  of  hraghing. 

Enter  F&ancisco. 

Am.  I  've  'bide  the  worst  of  that  ahead]: 
lady. 

Phi.  Peace,  set  your  coontenaBoe  then;  for 
here  he  comes. 

Fran.  There  is  no  middle  con^neDt  in  tkii 
passion ; 
I  feel  it  here,  it  must  be  love  or  death  ; 
It  was  ordain'd  for  one. 

Phi.  Signior  Francisco, 
I  'm  8orry°t  was  your  fortune,  in  mj  boose^  ar, 
To  have  so  violent  a  stroke  come  to  you : 
The  gentlewoman  's  a  stranger ;  pmy  be  oooa* 

seli'd,  sir, 
TillyoQ  hear  further  of  her  friends  and  portion. 

Fran,  Tis'i>nl)r  but  her  love  that  I  desire; 
She  comes  most  rich  in  that. 

Phi,  But  be  advis'd  though  ; 
I  think  she  's  a  rich  heir,  but  aee  the  proof,  sir. 
Before  you  make  her  such  a  generous  jointore. 

Fran.  Tis  mine,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Phi.  She  shall  be  your's  too. 
If  I  may  rule  her,  then. 

Fran.  You  speak  all  sweetness. 

Phi.  She  likes  your  person  well,  I  tell  yoi » 
much. 
But  take  no  note  I  said  so. 

Fran.  Not  a  word.  [sertfU, 

Phi.  Come,  lady,  come,  the  gentleman's  de> 
And,  o'  my  conscience,  honest. 

Am.  Blame  me  not,  I  am  a  maid,  and  fearfiL 

Fran.  Never  truth  came  perfecter  from  nas. 

Phi.  Give  her  a  lip>taste. 

Enter  Brandimo  and  Maetiso. 

That  she  herself  may  praise  it. 

Bran.  Yea,  a  match,  i'  faith :   My  hooM  ii 
lucky  for  'em. 
Now,  Martino. 

Mar.  Master,  the  widow  has  the  day. 

Bran.  The  day ! 

Mar.  She 's  overthrown  my  youngster. 

Bran.  Precious  tidings. 
Clap  down  four  woodcocks  more. 

Mar,  They  're  all  at  hand,  sir. 

Bran.  What,  both  her  adversaries  too? 

Enter  Valeria,  RiCAEDO,-aii^  tvoSaifon^ 
Mar,  They  're  come,  sir. 


IS 


Lia.— flee  Note  S7  to  Gtmi  the  CoUier  ^  Grs^doa,  sote,  p.  315. 
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Bran,  Go,  bid  the  «ook  serve  in  two  geese  in 

a  dish. 
Mar.  I  like  your  conceit,  master,  beyond  ut- 
terance. 
Bran,  Welcome,  sweet  sister;  which  is  the 
man  mnst  have  you  ? 
I  'd  welcome  no  body  else. 

If^  Suit,  Come  to  me  then,  sir.. 

Bran,  Are  you  he,  i*  faith,  my  chain  of  gold  ? 

I  'm  glad  un  't. 
Val.  I  wonder  you  can  have  the  face  to  fol- 
low me, 
That  have  so  prosecuted  things  against  me. 
But  I  ha*  resolvM  myself,  'tis  done  to  spight  me. 
Ric.  O  dearth  of  truth  ! 
9d  Suit,  Nay,  do  not  spoil  thy  hair: 
Hold,  hold  I  say,  I  Ml  get  thee  a  widow  some- 
where. 
Ric,  If  hand  and  faith  be  nothing  for  a  con- 
tract. 
What  shall  man  hope  ? 

2d  Suit,  'Twas  wont  to  be  enough,  honey. 
When  there  was  honest  meaning  amongst  wi- 
dows ; 
But  since  your  bribes  came  in,  'tis  not  allow'd 
A  contract  without  gifts  to  bind  it  fast ; 
Cvery  thing  now  must  have  a  selling  first : 
Do  I  come  near  you,  widow  ? 

Val.  No,  indeed,  sir, 
Nor  ever  shall,  I  hope :  and,  for  your  comfort, 

sir. 
That  sought  all  means  t*  entrap  me  for  my  wealth. 
Had  law  unfortunately  put  you  upon  me. 
You  had  lost  your  labour,  all  your  aim   and 

hopes,  sir : 
Here  stands  the  honest  |;entleman  my  brother, 
To  whom  I  've  made  a  deed  of  gift  of  all. 

Bran,  Aye,  that  she  has,  i*  faith,  I  thank  her, 
gentlemen ; 
Look  vou  here,  sirs. 

VaL  I  must  not  look  for  pleasures, 
That  give  more  grief  if  they  prove  false,  or  fail  us, 
Than  ever  they  gave  joy. 

Iff  Suit,  Have  you  serv'd  me  so,  widow  ? 
2d  Suit.  I  'm  glad  thou  hast  her  not ;   laugh 

at  him,  honey ;  ha,  ha. 
VaL  I  must  take  one  that  loves  me  for  myself: 
Here's  an  old  gentleman  looks  not  after  wealth, 
But  virtue,  manners,  and  conditions. 

tst  Suit,  YeSy^by  my  faith :  I  must  have  lord- 
ships too,  widow. 
VaL  How,  sir? 

1st  Suit,  Your  manners,  virtue,  and  conditions, 
widow, 
Are  pretty  things  within  doors ;  I  like  well  on 

em: 
But  I  roust  have  somewhat  without,  lying,  or 

being 
In  the  tenure  or  occupation  of  Mr  sucb-e-one : 

ha! 
Those  are  6nd  things  indeed. 

VaL  Why,  sir,  you  swore  to  me  it  was  for 
love. 

VOL.  Jir. 


tst  Suit.  True ;  but  there  's  two  words  to  a 
bargain,  ever. 
All  the  world  over ;  and  if  Inve  be  one, 
I  'm  sure  money  's  the  other ;   'tis  no  bargain 

else ; 
Pardon  me,  I  must  dine  as  well  as  sup,  widow. 

VaL  Cry  mercy,  I  mistook  you  all  this  while, 
sir ; 
It  was  this  antient  gentleman  indeed. 
Whom  I  crave  pardon  on. 

2d  Suit.  What  of  me,  widow? 

VaL  Alas,  I  have  wronged  you,  sir ;  'twas  yoo 
that  swore 
You  lov'd  me  for  myself! 

2d  Suit.  By  my  troth,  but  I  did  not : 
Come,  father  not  your  lyes  upon  me,  widow  i 
I  love  you  for  yourself !  spit  at  me,  gentlemen. 
If  ever  I  'd  such  a  thought :  fetch  me  in  widow ! 
You  'II  find  your  reach  too  short. 

VaL  VVhyj  you  have  enough,  you  say; 

2d  Suit.  Aye,  but  I  will  have  my  humour  too; 
you  never  think  of  that ;  they  're  coach-horses, 
they  go  together  still. 

VaL  Whom  should  a  widow  trust  ?  I  *\\  swear 
'twas  one  of  you 
That  made  me  believe  so:   'mass,  think  'twas 

you,  sir. 
Now  I  remember  me. 

Ric,  I  swore  too  much, 
To  he  believ'd  so  little. 

VaL  Was  it  you  then  ? 
Beshrew  my  heart  for  wronging  of  you. 

Ric.  Welcome  blessing ; 
Are  you  mine  faithfully  now  ? 

VaL  As  love  can  make  me. 

1st  Suit.  Wliy,  this  fills  the  commonwealth  so 
full  of  beggars. 
Marrying  for  love,  which  none  of  mine  shall  do. 

VaL  But,  now  I  think  on  *t,  we  must  part 
again,  sir. 

Ric.  Again  ? 

VaL  You  're  in  debt,  and  I,  in  doubt  of  all, 
Left  myself  nothing  too ;  we  must  not  hold ; 
Want  on  both  sides  makes  all  affection  cold ; 
I  shall  not  keep  you  from  that  gentleman ; 
You  '11  be  his  more  than  mine ;   and,  when  he 

list, 
He  '11  make  you  lie  from  me  in  some  sour  prison ; 
Then  let  him  take  you  now  for  altogether,  sir; 
For  he  that 's  mine,  shall  be  all  mine,  or  nothing. 

Ric.  I  never  felt  the  evil  of  my  debts, 
'Till  this  afflicting  minute. 

2d  Suit.  1  '11  be  mad  once  in  my  days :  I  have 
enough  to  cure  me,  and  I  will  have  my  humour; 
they  're  now  but  desperate  debts  again,  I  never 
look  for  'em. 

And  ever  since  I  knew  what  malice  was, 
I  always  held  it  sweeter  to  sow  mischief, 
Than  to  receive  money ;  'tih  the  finer  pleasure. 
.  I  '11  give  him  in  his  bonds  as  't  were  in  pity 
To  make  the  match,  and  bring  'em  both  to  beg- 
gary: 
Then  will  they  u^vet  «k,^jr^^\  \>a»LV%  ^  v«^'^^>»^« 
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He  'i\  ^ve  ber  a  black  eye  within  these  three 

days. 
Beat  half  ber  teeth  out  by  Alballontide, 
And  break  the  little  housbold-stuff  they  have, 
With  throwing  at  one  another :  O,  sweet  sport ! 
Come,  widow,  come,  I  *11  try  your  honesty, 
Here  to  my  honey  y'  have  made  many  proffers, 
I  fear  they  Ve  all  but  tricks :  here  are  bis  debts, 

gentlemen  : 
How  I  came  by  *em  I  know  best  myself. 
Take  him  before  us  faithfully  for  your  husband, 
And  he  shall  tear  'em  all  before  your  face,  widow. 
Val,  Else  may  all  faith  refuse  me. 
Qd  Suit,  Tear  *em,  honey, 
^is  firm  in  law,  a  consideration  given : 
What,  with  thy  teeth  ?  thou  'It  shortly  tear  her  so. 
That  's  all  my  hope,  thou  M'st  never  bad  *em 

else. 
I  *ve  enouj^h,  and  I  will  have  my  humour. 
Ric.  I  'm  now  at  Uberty,  widow. 
VaL  I  ^11  be  so  too. 
And  then  I  come  to  thee :  give  me  this  from  you, 
brother. 
Bran,  Hold  sister :  sister. 
Val,  Look  you,  the  deed  of  gift,  sir;  I  ^m  as 
free : 
He  that  has  me,  has  all,  and  thou  art  he. 
BothSuU,  How's  that? 
VaL  You're  bob'd,  'twas  but  a  deed  in  trust. 
And  all  to  prove  thee,  whom  I  have  found  most 
just. 
Bran,  I  'm  bob'd  among  the  rest  too :  I  'd 
have  sworn 
T*  had  been  a  thing  for  me  and  my  heirs  for 

ever; 
If  I  'd  but  got  it  up  to  the  black  box  above, 
I  had  been  past  redemption. 
tst  Suit.  How  am  I  cheated  ! 
2d  Suit.  I  hope  you  '11  have  the  conscience 

now  to  pay  me,  sir. 
Ric.  Oh,  wicked  man,  sower  of  strife  and 
envy,  open  not  thy  lips. 
2d  Suit.  How,  how  's  this  ? 
Ric.  Thou  hast  no  charge  at  all,  no  child  of 
thine  own, 
But  two  thou  got'st  once  of  a  scourinr;-woman. 
And  they  are  both  well  provided  for,  they're 

i'  th'  hospital : 
Thou  hast  ten  thousand  pound  to  bury  thee, 
Hane  thyself  when  thou  wilt,  a  slave  go  with  thee. 
Ha  Suit,  I  'm  gone,  my  goodness  comes  all 
out  together. 
I  have  enough,  but  I  have  not  my  humour. 

Enter  Violetta. 

Vio,  O  master,  gentlemen :   and  you,  sweet 
widow, 
I  think  you  are  no  forwarder  yet,  I  know  not. 
If  ever  you  be  sureAo  laugh  again. 
Now  is  the  time. 

Val,  Why,  what 's  the  matter,  wench  ? 

Vio,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bran.  Speak,  speak. 


Vio,  Ha,  a  marriage,  a  marriage;  I  cannoC 
tell  't  for  laughing :  ha,  1^. 

Bran,  A  marriage ;  do  you  make  thai  a 
laughing  matter  ? 

Enter  Francisco  and  Ansaldo. 

Vio,  Ha :  aye,  and  you  '11  make  it  so  when 
you  know  all. 
Here  they  come,  here  they  come,  one  map  mar- 
ried to  another. 

Val,  How  I  man  to  man  ? 

Vio.  Aye,  man  to  man,  i*  faith. 
There  '11  be  good  sport  at  night  to  bring  'em 

both  to  bed; 
Do  you  see  'em  now,  ha,  ba,  ba  ! 

Ut  Suit,  My  daughter  Mnrtia  ! 

An$.  Oh,  my  father !  your  love  and  pardon, 
sir. 

Val.  Tis  she  indeed,  gentlemen. 

Ant,  I  have  been  disobedient,  I  confess, 
Unto  your  mind,  and  Heaven  has  puoish'd  roe 
With  much  affliction  since  I  fled  your  sight ; 
But  finding  reconcilement  from  above 
In  peace  of  heart;  the  next  I  hope  's  your  love. 

Ut  Suit,  1  cannot  but  forgive  tbee,  now  I  see 
thee. 
Thou  fled^st  a  happy  fortune  of  an  old  man ; 
But  Francisco  's  of  a  noble  family. 
Though  he  be  somewhat  spent. 

Fran,  I  lov'd  her  not,  sir, 
As  she  was  your's,  for  I  protest  I  knew  't  not, 
But  for  herself,  sir,  and  her  own  deserviugs. 
Which,  had  you  been  as  foul  as  you  've  beea 

spightful, 
I  should  have  lov'd  in  her. 

1«^  Suit,  Well,  hold  your  prating,  sir. 
You  're  not  like  to  lose  by  't. 

Phi,  Oh,  Violetta,  who  shall  laugh  at  as  now? 

Vio.  The  child  unborn,  mistress. 

Am.  Be  good. 

Fran.  Be  honest. 

Ans,  Heaven  will  not  let  you  sin,  and  yoa'd 
be  careful. 

Fran.  What  means  it  sends  to  help  you!  think 
and  mend. 
You  're  as  much  bound  as  we  to  praise  that  friemL 
Phi,  1  am  so,  and  I  will  so. 
An$.  Marry  you  speedily, 
Children  tame  you,  you  'U  die  like  a  wild  beast 
else. 
Vio.  Aye,  by  my  troth  should  I.     I  've  much 
ado  to  forbear 
Laughing  now,  more 's  my  bard  fortune. 

Enter  Martino. 

Mar.  O,  master,  mistress,  and  yon  gentles  all; 
To  horse,  to  horse  presendy,  if  you  mean  to  do 
your  country  any  service. 

Bran,  Art  not  asham'd,  Martino,  to  talk  of 
horsing  so  openly. 
Before  young  married  couples,  thus. 
Mar,  It  does  concern  the  coomioii-wealtb  sod 
me. 
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And  you,  master,  and  all :  the  thieves  are  taken. 

4ng.  What  say'st,  Martino  ? 

Mar,  Law,  here  *s  common-wealth's  men, 
The  man  of  art,  master,  that  cupt  your  eyes, 
Is  proved  an  arrant  rascal ;  and  his  man 
That  drew  my  tootii,  an  excellent  purse-drawer; 


I  felt  no  pain  in  that,  it  went  insensibly. 
Such  notable  villanies  are  confest  1 

Bran.  Stop  there,  sir : 
We  '11  have  time  for  them  :  Come,  gentle-fulks. 
Take  a  slight  meal  with  us:  but  the  best  chear 

Is  perfect  joy,  and  that  we  wish  all  here 

[Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE, 


6Cay,  stay,  sir  (  I  'm  as  hungry  of  my  widow. 
As  you  can  be  upon  your  maid,  believe  it  $ 
But  we  must  come  to  our  desires  in  order. 
There  *s  duties  to  be  paid,  ere  we  go  further; 
lie  that  without  your  likings  leaves  this  place, 
Is  like  one  falls  to  meat,  and  forgets  grace. 


And  that 's  not  handsome,  trust  me,  no. 

Our  rights  being  paid,  and  your  loves  understood, 

My  widow,  and  my  meat,  then  does  me  good ; 

I  ha*  no  money,  wench,  I  told  thee  true. 
For  my  report,  pray  let  her  hear 't  from  you. 
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SCENA  PRIMA. 
9NI0,  and  Delio,  Bosola,  Cardinall, 

You  are  wel-come  to  your  country  (deere 

Antonio) 
ve  been  lung  in  France,  and  yon  retume 
fonnall  French-man  in  your  habit. 
)  you  like  the  French  court? 
I  admire  it, 

ing  to  reduce  both  state  and  people 
I'd  order,  there  judicious  king 
at  home  :  quits  first  bis  royall  pallace 
ring  sicophants,  of  dissolute, 
famous  persons,  which  be  sweetly  termes 
sters  master-peece  (the  work  of  Heaven), 
?ring  duely,  that  a  princes  court 
I  common  fountaine,  whence  should  flow, 
ver  drops  in  generall :  but  if 't  chance 
urs'd  example  poyson  't  neare  the  head, 
and  diseases  through  the  whole  land 

spread, 
lat  is  't  makes  this  blessed  government, 
lost  provident  conncell,  who  dare  freely 
*  him,  the  corruption  of  the  times  ? 
some  o'  th'  court  hold  it  presumption 
ruct  princes  what  they  ought  to  do, 
loble  duety  to  informe  them 
they  ought   to    fore-see :    Here   comes 

Bosola, 
ly  court-gall :  yet  I  observe  his  rayling 
or  simple  love  of  piety  :  • 

he  rayles  at  those  things  whi^h  he  wants, 
be  as  lencherous,  covetous,  or  proud, 
,  or  envious,  as  any  man, 
d  meanes  to  be  so :  Here 's  the  Cardinal!. 
I  do  haunt  you  still. 
.  So. 

I  have  done  you 
service  than  to  be  slighted  thus : 
)le  age,  where  only  the  reward 
g  well,  is  the  doing  of  ir. 
.  You  in  force  your  merit  too  mach. 


JSof.  I  fell  into  the  gallies  in  your  service, 
Where,  for  two  yeeres  together,  I  wore  two 

towels  instead  of 
A  shirt,  with  a  knot  on  the  shoulder,  after  the 

fashion  of  a 
Romane  mantle :  slighted  thus  ?    I  will  thrive 

some  way : 
Black-birds  fatten  best  in  hard  weather:  whj 

not  I, 
In  these  dogge  dayes  ? 

Card.  Would  you  could  become  honest. 
Bot,  >Vith  all  your  divinity,  do  but  direct  me 

the  way  to  it,  I 
Have  knowne  many  travell  farre  for  it,  and  yet 

returne  as 
Arrant  knaves,  as  they  went  forth ;   because 

they  carried 
Themselves  alwayes  along  with  them.    Are  you 

gon? 
Some  fellowes  (they  say)  are  possessed  with  the 

divell, 
But  this  great  fellow  were  able  to  possesse  the 

greatest 
Divell,  and  make  him  worse. 

Ant.  He  hath  denied  thee  some  suit  ? 

Bos,  He,  and  his  brother,  are  like  plum-trees 

(that  grow  crooked 
Over  standing-pooles) ;  they  are  rich,  and  ore- 
laden  with 
Fruit,  but  none  but  crowes,  pyes,  and  cater-pil- 

lers  feede 
On  them:    could  I  be  one  of  their  flattring 

panders,  I 
Would  hang  on  their  eares  like  a  hors-leech,  till 

I  were  full,  and 
Then  drop  off:  I  pray  leave  me. 
Who  would  relie  upon  these  miserable  depeiv? 
dances,  in  expection  to  be  advanc*d  to  mor? 
row  ?  What  creature  ever  fed  worse,  than  hop- 
ins;  Tantalus?  nor  ever  died  any  man  more  feai> 
fully,  than  he  that  hop*d  for  a  pardon.  There 
are  rewards  for  hawks,  and  dogges,  when  thei{ 
have  done  us  service  \  VwX  ^ot  ^  «s^^\«x  '^jm^ 
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hazards  his  Ihnbes  id  a  battaile,  Dotbiog  hat  a 
luode  of  geometry  is  bis  last  Mipportatioa. 
Del,  Geometry  ? 
Bot.  I,  to  bang  in  a  fair  pair  of  sliogii,  take 

liis  latter  swioge  in  tbe 
'World|  upon  a  honorable  paire  of  crowtcbes, 

from  bospitall 
To  bospitall :  fare  ye  well,  sir.    And  yet  do  not 

yoa  scorn  us ;  for 
Places  in  the  coort  are  but  like  beds  in  tbe 

bospitall,  where  this 
Mans  head  lies  at  that  mans  foot,  and  so  lower 

and  lowerl 
Del,  I  knew  this  fellow  (seven  yceres)  in  tbe 

gallies. 
For  a  notorious  murtber,  and  't  was  thought 
Tbe  cardinall  subborn'd  it :  he  was  releas^l 
By  tbe  French  generall  (Gaston  de  Foyx) 
When  he  recover'd  Naples. 

Ant.  Tis  great  pity 
He  should  be  tlius  neglected ;  I  have  heard 
He  's  very  valiant :  this  foule  melancboUy 
Will  poison  all  bis  goodnesse,  for  (i*le  tell  you) 
If  too  immoderate  sleepe  be  truly  said 
To  be  an  inward  rust  unto  tbe  soule ; 
It  tlien  dotb  follow,  waut  of  action 
Breeds  all  blacke  male-contents,  and  their  close 

rearing 
(Like  roothes  in  cloth)  doe  hurt  for  want  of  wearer 

ing. 

SCENA  II. 

AiiTONio,DELfO,FERDrNAKD,Car(fina/,I>ti^cA- 
eue,  Castruchio,  Silvio,  Rodorico,  Gri- 

80LAM,  BOSOLA,  JULIA,  CaRIOLA. 

Del,  The  presence  'gins  to  fill :  you  promis'd 
me 
To  make  me  tbe  partaker  of  the  natures 
Of  some  of  your  great  courtiers. 

Ant,  The  lord  cardinals 
And  other  strangers,  that  are  now  in  court, 
I  shall :  here  comes  the  great  Calabrian  duke. 

Fer,  Who  tooke  the  nng  oftnest  ? 

iSf7.  Antonio  Bologna  (my  lord). 

Fer,  Our  sister  dutchesse  great  master  of  her 
houshold  ? 
Give  him  the  jewell :  when  shall  we  leave  this 

sportive-action, 
And  fall  to  action  indeed  ? 

Cat,  Metbinkes  (my  lord) 
You  should  desire  to  go  to  war,  in  person. 

Fer,  Now,  for  some  gravity :  why  (my  lord)  ? 

Cat,  It  is  fitting  a  souldier  arise  to  be  a  prince, 
but  not  necessary 
A  prince  descend  to  be  a  captaine  ? 

Fer.  No? 

Cat,  No,  (my  lord), 
He  were  far  better  to  doe  it  by  a  deputy. 

Fer.  Why  should  he  not  as  well  sleep,  or  eat 
by  a  deputy  ?  [from  him. 

This  might  take  idle,  offensive,  and  base  office 
Whereas  tbe  other  reprives  him  of  honor. 


Cat.  Beleeve  my  ezperieDce :  that  reabae  is 
never  long  in  quiet, 
Wliere  the  ruler  is  a  souldier. 

Fer.  Thou  toldst  roe 
Thy  wife  could  not  indure  fightings 

Cat.  True  (my  lord). 

Fer.  And  of  a  jest  she  broke  of  a  captaioe, 
She  met  foil  of  wounds:  I  have  forf^t  it. 

Cat,  She  told  him  (my  lord)  he  was  apittifitU 
fellow,  to  lie. 
Like  tbe  children  of  Ismael,  all  in  tents. 

Fer,  Why,  there  's  a  wit  were  able  to  uodoe 
All  the  chyrurgeons  o'  tb*  city  ;  for  althone;h 
Gallants  should  quarrell,  aod  had  drawn  their 

weapons, 
And  were  ready  to  go  to  it :  yet  her  perswasioot 

would 
Make  them  put  up. 

Cat.  That  she  would  (my  lord)  : 
How  do  you  like  my  Spanish  gennit  ? 

Rod,  He  is  all  fire. 

Ftr.  1  am  of  Pliney's  opinion,  I  think  be  vas 
begot  by  the  wind. 
He  runs  as  if  be  were  ballass*d  with  qoick-silver. 

Sil.  True  (my  lord),  be  reeles  fi  cm  the  tilt-oJtco. 

g^J  j  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Fer,  Why  do  you  laugh?  methinks  you  tktt 
are  courtiers 
Should  be  my  touch-wood,  take  fire,  when  I  give 

fire; 
That  is,  laugh  when  I  laugh,  were  the  sobject 
never  so  wicy. 
Cat,  True  (my  lord);  I  my  selfe  liave beards 
very  good  jest. 
And  have  scom'd  to  seem  to  have  so  silly  a  wit, 
as  to  understand  it. 
Fer.  But  I  can  laugh  at  your  foole  (my  loni). 
Cat,  He  cannot  speak  (yoa  know)  but  be 
makes  faces. 
My  lady  cannot  abide  him. 
Fer.  No? 

Cat.  Nor  endure  to  be  in  merry  company: 
for  she  saies 
Too  much  laughing,  and  too  much  company,  fib 

her 
Too  full  of  tbe  wrinckle. 

Fer,  1  would  then  have  a  matbematicall  in- 
strument made  for 
Her  face,  that  she  might  not  laugh  out  of  con- 
passe  :  I  shall  shortly 
Visit  you  at  Millaine  (lord  Silvio). 

Sil,  Your  grace  shall  arrive  most  wel-come. 
Fer,  You  are  a  good  borseHoan  (Antoaio); 
you  have  excellent 
Riders  in  France :   what  do  you  think  of  good 
horse-man-ship  ? 
Ant,  Nobly  (my  lord) :  as  out  of  the  Grecian 
horse  issued 
Many  famous  princes :  so,  out  of  brave  hone- 
man-ship,  [nm 
Arise  the  first  sparkes  of  growing  rcsdotion,  that 
The  mind  to  noble  action. 
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Fer,  You  have  be-spoake  it  worthily. 

Sil.  Your  brother,  the  lord  cardinal!,  and  sifter 

dutchesse. 
Car.  Are  the  gallics  coroe  about  ? 
Gris,  They  are  (ray  lord). 
Fer,  Here  's  the  lord  Silvio,  is  come  to  take 

his  leave. 
Del.  Now  (sir)  your  promise :  what 's  that 

cardinaJl  ? 
I  roeane  his  temper  ?  they  say  he  's  a  brave 

fellow. 
Will  play  his  five  thousand  crownes  at  tennis, 

daunce, 
Court  ladies,  and  one  that  hath  fought  single 

combats. 
Ant,  Some  such  flashes  superficially  hang  on 

him,  for  forme : 
But  observe  his  inward  cliaracter :  he  is  a  mel- 

lancholly 
Church-man :  the  spring  in  his  face,  is  nothing 

but  the 
Ingendriug  of  toades :  where  he  is  jealous  of  any 

man. 
He  laies  worse  plots  for  them,  than  ever  was 

impos'd  on 
Hercules;  for  he  strewes  in  his  way  flatters, 

panders. 
Intelligencers,  atheists,  and  a  thousand  such  po- 
litical! 
Monsters :  he  should  have  been  pope :  but  in- 
stead of 
Commiug  to  it,  by  the  primative  decencie  of  the 

church, 
He  did  bestow  bribes  so  largely,  and  so  impu- 
dently, as  if  he  would 
Have  carried  it  away  without  Heavens  know* 

ledge.    Some  good  he 
Hath  done. 

DeL  You  have  given  too  much  of  him :  what 's 

his  brother? 
Ant,  The  duke  there  ?  a  most  perverse,  and 

turbulent  nature ; 
"What  appears  in  him  mirth,  is  meerely  outside. 
If  hee  laugh  hartily,  it  is  to  laugh 
All  lionesty  out  of  fashion. 
Del.  Twins. 
Ant,  In  quality : 
He  speakes  with  others  tongues,  and  heares  mens 

suites 
With  others  cares:  will  seeroe  to  sleep  o*  th*  bench 
Only  to  intrap  offenders  in  their  answers; 
Doomes  men  to  death,  by  information ; 
Kewards,  by  heare-say. 

Del,  Then  the  law  to  him 
Is  like  a  fowle  black  cob-web  to  a  spider; 
He  makes  it  his  dwelling,  and  a  prison 
To  entangle  those  shall  teed  him. 
■^  Ant.  Most  true  : 
He  nev'r  payes  debts,  unlesse  they  be  shrewM 

turnes ; 
And  those  he  will  confesse,  that  he  doth  owe, 
Last :  for  his  brother,  there,  (the  cardinall,) 
They  that  do  flatter  liim  most,  say  oracles 


Hang  at  his  lips:  and  verily  I  bele^ve  them: 

For  the  devill  speakes  in  them. 

But  for  their  sister,  (the  right  noble  dutchesse,) 

You  never  fix*d  your  eye  on  three  faire  meddals, 

Cast  in  one  figure,  of  so  different  temper : 

For  her  discourse,  it  is  so  full  of  rapture. 

You  only  will  begin,  then  to  be  sorry 

When  she  doth  end  her  speech ;  and  wish  (iq 

wonder) 
She  held  it  lesse  vaine  glory,  to  talke  much. 
Than  your  pennance  to  heare  her:  whilst  she 

speakes, 
She  throwes  upon  a  man  so  sweet  a  looke, 
That  it  were  able  raise  one  to  a  galliard 
That  lay  in  a  dead  palsey,  and  to  doate 
On  that  sweet  countenance :  but  in  that  looke. 
There  speaketh  so  divine  a  continence. 
As  cuts  off"  all  lascivious  and  \'aiue  hope. 
Her  dayes  are  practis'd  in  such  noble  vertue. 
That,  sure  her  nights  (nay  more,  her  very  sleeps,) 
Are  more  in  heaven,  than  other  ladies  shrifts. 
Let  all  sweet  ladies  breake  their  flattring  glasses. 
And  dresse  themselves  in  her. 

Del.  Fie,  Antonio, 
You  play  the  wire-drawer  with  her  commend<* 
ations. 

Ant.  ni  case  the  picture  up :  only  thus  much, 
All  her  particular  worth  growes  to  this  sum : 
She  Staines  the  time  past,  lights  the  time  to  come. 

Cart.  You  must  attend  my  lady  in  the  gallery, 
Some  halfe  an  houre  hence. 

Ant,  I  shall. 

Fer.  Sifter,  I  have  a  suit  to  you. 

Dutch,  To  me,  sir  ? 

Fer,  A  gentleman  here;  Daniel  de  Bosola; 
One  that  was  in  the  gallies. 

Dutch,  Yes,  I  know  him. 

Fer,  A  worthy  fellow  h'  is :  pray  let  me  en- 
treat for 
The  provisorsbip  of  your  horse. 

Dutch.  Your  knowledge  of  him 
Commends  him  and  prefers  him. 

Fer,  Call  him  hither. 
We  now  upon  parting :  Good  lord  Silvio 
Doe  us  commerd  to  all  our  noble  friends 
At  the  Leaguer. 

Sil,  Sir,  I  shall. 

Fer.  You  are  for  Millaine? 

Sil,  I  am. 

Dutch.  Bring  the  carroches:  we'll  bring  you 
downe  to  the  haven. 

Card.  Be  sure  you  entertaine  that  Bosola 

For  your  intelligence :  I  would  not  be  seene  in*t ; 

And  therefore  many  times  I  have  slighted  him, 

When  he   did  court  our  furtherance;   as  this 

morning. 

Fer,  Antonio,  the  great  master  of  ber  hous* 
hold. 
Had  beene  farre  fitter. 

Card.  You  are  deceiv'd  in  him ; 
His  nature  is  too  honest  for  such  businesse : 
He  comes:  I'll  leave  you. 

Boi.  I  was  lur'd  to  you« 
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Fer,  My  brother  here  (the  cardinall)  could 
never  abide  you. 

Bos.  Never  since  he  was  in  my  debt. 

Fer.  May  be  some  oblique  character  in  your 
face  made  him  suspect  you  ? 

Bos.  Doth  he  study  phisiognomy  ? 
There  's  no  more  credit  to  be  give  to  th*  face, 
Than  to  a  sicke  mans  uryn,  which  some  call 
The  physitians  whore,  because  she  cozens  him : 
He  did  suspect  me  wrongfully. 

Fer.  For  that 
You  must  give  great  men  leave  to  take  their 

times : 
Distrust  doth  cause  us  seldome  be  deceived  : 
You  see,  the  oft  shaking  of  the  cedar-tree 
Fastens  it  more  at  root. 

Bos,  Yet  take  heed  ; 
For  to  suspect  a  friend  unworthily, 
Instructs  him  the  next  way  to  suspect  you, 
And  prompts  him  to  deceive  you. 

Fer.  There's  gold. 

Bos.  So. 
What  followes  ?  (Never  rain'd  such  showres  as 

these 
Without  thunderbolts  i'  th'  taile  of  them) :  whose 
throat  must  I  cut  ? 

Fer.  Your  inclination  to  shed  blood  rides  poste 
Before  my  occasion  to  use  you :  I  give  you  th&t 
To   live  i'  th'  court,   here,    and   observe    the 

dutchesse ; 
To  note  all  the  particulars  of  her  behaviour: 
What  suitors  do  solicite  her  for  marriage, 
And  whom  she  best  affects :  she  's  a  yong  wi- 
dow : 
I  would  not  have  her  marry  againe. 

Bos.  No,  s|r? 

Fer.  Doe  i^ot  you  aske  the  reason;  but  be 
satisfied : 
I  say  I  would  not. 

Bos.  It  seemes  you  would  create  me 
One  of  your  familiars. 

Fer.  Familiar?  what's  that? 

Bos.  Why,  a  very  quaint  invisible  divell,  in 
flesh: 
An  intelligencer. 

Fer.  Such  a  kind  of  thriving  thing 
I  would  wish  thee ;  and,  ere  long,  thou  maist 

arrive 
At  a  higher  place  by 't. 

Bos.  Take  your  divels 
Which  hell  calls  angels :  these  curs'd  gifts  would 

make 
You  a  corrupter,  roe  an  impudent  traitor; 
And,  should  I  take  these,  they  'H'd  take  me  hell. 

Fer.  Sir,  I'le  take  nothing  from  you  that  I 
have  given : 
There  is  a  place,  that  I  procur'd  for  you 
This  morning,  (the  provisorship  o'  th  horse :) 
Have  you  beard  ont? 

Bos.  No. 

Fer,  Tis  yours,  is  't  not  worth  thankes  ? 

Bos.  I  would  have  you  curse  your  selfe  now, 
that  your  bouutj 


(Which  makes  men  truly  noble)  ere  should  make 
Me  a  villainc :  oh,  that  to  avoid  ingratitude 
For  the  good  deed  you  have  done  me,  I  must  doe 
All  the  ill  man  can  invent :  thus  the  divell 
Candies  all  sinnesore;  and  whatHeaveo  tearmef 

vild. 
That  names  he  com  piemen  tall. 

Fer,  Be  your  selfe : 
Keepe  your  old  garbe  of  melancholly ;   't  will 

expresse 
You  envy  ihose  that  stand  above  your  reach, 
Yet  strive  not  to  come  ueere  'em  :  this  will  gaine 
Accesse  to  private  lodgings,  where  your  seUe 
May,  like  a  poUitique  dormouse 

Bos.  As  I  have  seeiie  some. 
Feed  in  a  lords  dish,  halfe  a  sleepe,  not  seeming 
To  listen  to  any  taike :  and  yet  these  rogues 
Have  cut  his  throat  in  a  dreame :  what 's  mj 

place  ? 
The  provisorship  o'  th'  horse  }  say  then  my  cor- 
ruption 
Grew  out  of  horse-dung :  I  am  your  creature. 

Fer,  Away. 

Bos.    Let  good  men,  fur  good  deeds,  covet 
good  fame, 
Since  place  and  riches  oft  are  bribes  of  shame  ; 
Sometimes  the  divell  doth  preach.  [Kx'U  Bosola. 

Curd.  We  are  to  part  from  you  ;    and  your 
own  discretion 
Must  now  be  your  director. 

Fer,  You  are  a  widowe : 
You  know  already  what  man  is :  and  therefore 
Let  not  youth,  high  promotion,  eloquence 

Curd.  No,  nor  any  thing,  without  the  additioo, 
honor^ 
Swtij  your  hi^h  blood. 

Fer.  Marry  ?  they  are  roost  luxurious, 
Will  wed  twice. 

Card.  O  fie. 

Fer,  Their  livers  are  more  spotted 
Than  I^bans  shecpe. 

Dutch.  Diamonds  are  of  roost  value. 
They  say,  that  have  past  through  most  jewellen 
hands. 

Fer.  Whores,  by  that  rule,  are  precious: 

Dutch,  Will  you  henre  me? 
I  '11  never  marry. 

Fer,  So  most  widowes  snv  : 
But  commonly  that  motion  lasts  no  longer 
Than  the  turning  of  an  houre-glasse ;  the  funerall 

sermon, 
.And  it,  end  both  together. 

Fer.  Now  heare  me : 
You  live  in  a  ranke  pasture  here,  i*  th'  court: 
There  is  a  kind  of  honny-dew,  that 's  deadly ; 
'Twill  poyson  your  fame;  looke  to  't :  be  not 

cunning: 
For  they  whose  faces  doe  belye  their  hearts, 
Are  witches,  e're  they  arrive  at  twenty  yeeres, 
I :  and  give  the  divell  sucke. 

Dutch.  This  is  terrible  good  councell ! 

Fer,    Hypdcrisie  is   woven   of  a  fine  small 
thred. 


WBBfTES.] 


?ttiE  DUtCttESSfi  OP  MALFY. 


513 


Subtler  tbaa  VulcMfs  ^npfaat :  ^t  (beleer  't) 
Your  darkect  actions;  ilay  joor  pritaf st  thoughts. 
Will  eome  to  light. 

Curdi  You  oMiy  iBlitler  yottrselfe. 
And  take  your  owne  choice:  privately  be  married 
Under  tlie  eyes  of  nkht. 

Fer.  Ibink  't  the  best  voydge 
^T\mt  Dre  yon  laade;  lik^  the  irregnlar  crhb, 
/  Wbioh  though 't  goes  backward  thinkes  that  it 
\  goes  right, 

OBeeauie  it  goes  its  ownt  way :  but  observe ; 
Such  weddings  may  more  properly  be  said 
To  be  executed,  than  celebftited. 

Card,  The  marriage  night 
Is  the  entrance  into  some  prison. 

Fer,  And  those  joyes^ 
Those  lostfuU  pleasures,  lire  like  heavy  sleepes 
Which  doe  fore-ran  mans  mischiefe. 

Card.  Fare  you  well. 
Wisedome  begms  at  tlie  end :  remember  it. 
Dutch.   I  thinke  this  speech  betweene  you 
both  was  studied, 
It  came  so  roundly  off. 

Fer.  You  are  ray  sister ; 
This  was  my  fathers  poyniard :  doe  you  see. 
I  'd  be  loath  to  see  it  looke  rusty,  'cause  'twas 

hisx 
I  would  have  you  give  o'er  these  chargeable  re- 
vels; 
A  vizor  and  a  masque  are  whispering  roomes 
That  were  never  buik  for  goodnesse*.   fare  ye 

well : 
And  women  Kke  tbat  pari  ivtitch  (Kke  tbe  lum- 

Hath  nev*r  a  bone  in 't, 
Dutch,  Fie,  sir. 
Fer.  Nay, 
I  nieane  the  umgve:  variety  of  cotfrtship. 
What  cannot  a  neat  knave,  with  a  smoothe 

tale. 
Make  a  woman  beleeve }  fafe^'eH,  lusty  widow. 
Dutch.  Shall  this  move  me  ?  if  aH  my  royall 
kindred 
Lay  in  my  way,  anlo  this  marriage, 
I  'd  make  them  my  low  foot-steps :  and  even 

now, 
Bven  in  this  hate,  as  men  in  some  grealt  battailes 
By  apprehending  danger,  have  atchievM 
Almost  impossikSe  actions :  I  Inive  heard  sotrU 

diers  say  so : 
So  I,  through  frights,  and  threatnihgs,  will  aiffray 
Tbis  dangerous  ventore :  let  oM  wives  report 
I  winck'd,  and  chose  a  husband :  Ctitiola, 
To  thy  knowne  secricy  I  have  gi^'en  op 
/y  More  than  my  life,  my  feme. 
/  Cari.  Both  shall  be  safe : 

For  I  'le  oonoefil  this  secret  frbra  the  world 
As  warily  as  those  that  trade  in  poyson, 
l^eepe  poyson  from  their  ehildren. 

liuUh.  Thy  protestatfon 
le  ingeaiovs  «id  heirty ;  1  beleeve  it. 
Is  Antonio  come? 
Cari.  He  attends  you. 
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Dutch.  Good  d6are  soule, 
Leave  me :  but  place  thy  selfe  behind  the  arras. 
Where  thou  maist  over-heare  us :  wish  me  good 

speed. 
For  I  am  going  into  a  yrildernesse, 
Where  I  shall  finde  no  path,  nor  friendly  clew 
To  be  my  guide.    I  sent  for  you ;  sic  downe : 
Take  pen  and  iitcke,  and  write :  are  you  ready? 

Ajif    Yes 

Dutch.  Whatdidlsa};? 
Ant.  That  I  should  write  tohaewhat^ 
Dutch,  Oh,  I  remembet : 
After  this  triumphs,  dnd  thislnro^  expence. 
It 's  fit  (like  thrifty  husbands)  we  enquire 
What  *8  laid  up  for  to  morrow. 
Jnt.  So  please  your  beauteous  Excellence. 
Dutch.  Beauteous !  indeed  I  tlianke  you :  I 
look  yong  for  your  sake. 
You  have  tnne  my  cares  upon  you. 

Ant.  I  *le  fetch  your  grace  the 
Particulars  of  your  revenew  and  expence. 
Dutch.  Oh,  you  are  an  upright  treasurer :  but 
you  mistooke, 
For  when  I  said  I  meant  to  make  inquiry. 
What  *s  laid  up  for  to  morrow,  I  did  meane 
What 's  laid  up  yonder  fur  me. 
Ant.  Where?. 
Dutch,  In  heaven. 
I  am  making  my  will,  (as  *tis  fit  princes  should 
In  perfect  memory,)  and  I  pray,  sir,  tell  me,       < 
Were  not  one  better  to  maVe  it  smiling,  thus. 
Than  in  deep  groanes,   and    terrible   ghastly 

lookes, 
As  if  the  gifts  we  parted  with^  procur'd 
That  violent  distraction  ? 
Ant.  Oh,  much  better. 
Dutch,  If  I  had  a  husband  now,  this  care 
were  quit : 
But  I  intend  to  make  you  over-seer ; 
What  good  deed  shall  we  first  remember?  toy. 
Ant.  Begin  with  ihiit  good  deed  that  first  b^ 
gan  i*  th'  world. 
After  mans  creation,  the  sacrament  of  marri^g^; 
I  'Id  have  you  provide  for  a  good  husband : 
Give  him  all. 
Dutch.  All? 

Ant.  Yes,  yOUr  excellent  selfe. 
Dutch.  In  a  winding-sheet? 
Ant.  In  a  6ouple. 

Dutch.  St  Winfrid,  that  wet^  A  strahg^  willl 
Ant,  Twere  strange  if  there  were  no  will  in 
you 
To  marry  againe. 

Dutch.  What  doe  you  thinke  of  marriage? 
Ant.  I  take  V,  as  those  that  deny  purgatory, 
It  locally  containes,  or  heaven,  or  hell, 
There  's  no  third  place  in  *t. 
Dutch.  How  doe  you  affect  it? 
A  nt.  My  banishment,  feeding  my  melancholly. 
Would  often  reason  thus. 
Dutch,  Pray  let 's  heare  it. 

I     Ant.  Sav  a  man  never  marry,  nor  have  chil* 
area, 
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What  takes  that  from  him  ?  only  the  bare  name 
Of  being  a  father,  or  the  weake  delight 
To  see  the  little  wanton  ride  a  cock-horse 
Vpon  a  paioted  stick,  or  heare  him  chatter 
Like  a  taught  starling. 

Dutch,  Fye,  fye,  what 's  all  this? 
One  of  yout  eyes  is  blood-shot,  use  my  ring  to  't, 
They  say  'lis  very  soveraigne,  'twas  ray  wedding 

ring, 
And  I  did  vow  never  to  part  with  it^ 
But  to  my  second  husband. 

Ant,  You  have  parted  with  it  now. 

Dutch,  Yes,  to  helpe  your  eye-sight. 

Ant,  You  have  made  me  starke  blinde. 

Dutch.  How  ? 

Ant,  There  is  a  sawcy  and  ambitious  divell, 
Is  dancing  in  this  circle. 

Dutch,  Remoove  him. 

Ant,  How? 

Dutch,  There  needes  small  conjuration,  when 
your  finger 
May  doe  it :  thus,  is  it  fit  ?  [He  kneeles. 

Ant.  What  said  you  ? 

Dutch,  ^ir, 
This  goodly  roofe  of  yours  is  too  low  built, 
I  cannot  stand  upriflit  in  't,  nor  discourse, 
Without  I  raise  it  higher:  raise  your  selfe. 
Or  if  you  please,  my  hand  to  helpe  you :  so. 

Ant.  Ambition    (madam)    is   a  great  mans 
madnes. 
That  is  not  kept  in  chaines,  and  close-pent- 

roomes, 
But  in  faire  lightsome  lodging,  and  is  girt 
With  the  wild  noyse  of  pratlmg  visitans. 
Which  makes  it  lunatique,  beyond  all  cure. 
Conceive  not  I  am  so  stupid,  hut  I  ayme 
Whereto  your  favours  tend :  but  he  *s  a  foole 
That  (being  a  cold)  would  thrust  his  hands  i'  th' 

fire 
To»warroe  them. 

Dutch.  So,  now  the  ground 's  broke, 
Vou  may  discover  what  a  wealthy  mine 
I  make  you  lord  of. 

Arit,  Oh  my  uiiworthinesse ! 

Dutch.  You  were  ill  to  sell  your  selfe : 
This  darkning  of  your  worth,  is  not  like  that 
Which  trades-men  use  i'  th'  city;   their  false 

lights 
Are  to  rid  bad  wares  off:  and  I  must  tell  you. 
If  you  would  know  where  breathes  a  compleat 

man, 
(I  speake  it  without  Battery,)  turne  your  eyes, 
And  progresse  through  your  selfe. 

Ant.  Were  there  nor  heaven  nor  hell, 
I  should  be  honest :  I  have  long  serv'd  vertue, 
And  nev'r  tane  wages  of  her. 

Dutch.  Now  she  pales  it. 
The  misery  of  us,  that  are  borne  great. 
We  are  furc'd  to  woe,  because  none  dare  woe 

us : 
And  as  a  tyrant  doubles  with  his  words, 
And  fearcfully  equivocates ;  so  we 
Are  forc'd  to  expresse  our  violent  passions 


In  riddles,  and  in  dreames,  and  leave  the  path 
Of  simple  vertue,  which  was  never  made 
To  seeme  the  thing  it  is  not.     Goe,  ^o  brag 
You  have  left  me  heartlesse,  mine  is  u  your  bo- 
some; 
I  hope  'twill  multiply  love  there:    yon    doe 

tremble : 
Make  not  your  heart  so  dead  a  peece  of  flesh 
To  feare,  more  than  to  love  me :  sir,  be  confi- 
dent, 
What  is  't  distracts  you?    This  is  flesh,  and 

blood  (sir); 
^Tis  not  the  figure  cut  in  allablaster, 
Kneeles  at  my  husbands  tombe.    Awake,  awake, 

(man), 
I  do  here  put  off  all  vaine  ceremony. 
And  only  do  appeare  to  you,  a  yong  widow 
That  claimes  you  for  her  husband,  and,  Uke  a 

widow, 
I  use  bat  halfe  a  blusli  in  't. 

Ant.  Truth  speake  for  me, 
I  will  remaine  the  constant  sanctuary 
Of  your  good  name. 

Dutch,  I  thanke  you  (gentle  love) ; 
And  cause  you  shall  not  come  to  me  in  debt, 
(Being  now  my  steward,)  here  upon  yoor  hps 
I  signe  your  quietus  est.    This  you  should  hare 

beg'd  now : 
I  have  seene  children  oft  eate  sweet-meates 

thus. 
As  fearefuU  to  devoure  them  too  scone. 
Ant,  But  for  your  brothers  ? 
Dutch,  Do  not  thinke  of  them : 
All  discord,  without  this  circumference. 
Is  only  to  be  pittied,  and  not  fear'd : 
Yet,  shoulfl  they  know  it,  time  will  easily  ]^ 
Scatter  the  tempest. 

Ant.  These  words  should  be  niine. 
And  all  the  parts  you  have  spoke,  if  some  part 

of  It 
Would  not  have  favoured  flattery. 
Dutch,  Kneele. 
Ant.  Hah! 

Dutch.  Be  not  amaz'd,  this  woman  's  of  my 
councell : 
I  have   heard  lawyers   say,  a    contract  in  t 

chamber, 
(Per  verba  presenti,)  is  absolute  marriage :    _ 
Biesse  (Heaven)  this  sacred  Gordian,  which,  let 

violence 
Never  untwine. 
Anl.  And  may  our  sweet  affections  (like  the 
spheares)  • 

Be  still  in  motion. 

Dutch,  Quickning,  and  make 
The  like  soft  musique. 

Ant.  That  we  may  imitate  the  loving  pahaes 
(Best  embleme  of  a  peacefuU  marriage) 
That  nevV  bore  fruit  divided. 

Dutch.  What  can  the  church  force  more? 
Ant,  That  fortune  may  not  know  ao  aocideot 
Either  of  joy,  or  sorrow,  to  divide 
Our  fixed  wishes. 
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Dutch,  How  can  the  church  build  faster? 
We  now  are  man  and  wife,  and  His  the  church 
That  must  but  eccho  this.    Maid,  stand  apart, 
I  now  am  blinde. 

Ant.  What  *s  your  conceit  in  this  ? 
Dutch.  I  would  have  you  lead  your  fortune 
by  the  hand, 
Unto  your  manage  bed : 
(You  speake  in  me  thi%  for  we  now  are  one,) 
We'll  only  lie,  and  talke  together,  and  plot 
^T*  appease  my  humorous  kindred;  and  if  you 
please, 


r 


(Like  the  old  tale,  in  Alexander  and  Lodo« 

wicke,) 
Lay  a  naked   sword  betweene   us,    keepe  us 

chast : 
Oh,  let  me  shrowd  my  blushes  in  your  bosome, 
Since  *tis  the  treasury  of  all  my  secrets. 

Can'.  Whether  the  spirit  of  greatnes,  or  of  j 

woman, 
Raigne  roost  in  her,  I  know  not,  but  it  shewes      | 
A  fearfull  madoeSy  I  owe  her  much  of  pity.  \ 

lExeunt, 


ACTUS  II. 


SCENA  I. 

BosoLA,  Castruchio,  an  Old  Lady,  Antonio, 
Delio,  Dutchetse,  Rodorico,  Grisolan. 

Bos,  You  say  you  would  fain  be  taken  £qjc  an 

eminent  courtier? 
Cos,  Tis  the  very  maine  of  my  ambition. 
JBoff.  Let  me  see,  you  have  a  reasonable  good 
face  for  't  already, 
And  your  night-cap  expresses  your  eares  suffi- 
cient lari^ely ; 
I  would  have  you  learne  to  twirle  the  strings  of 

your  b^nd  with  a 
Good  grace ;  and  in  a  set  speech  (at  th'  end  of 

every  sentence) 
To  hpmj(  three  or  four  times,  or  blow  your  nose 

(till  it  smart  again) 
To  recover  your  memory :   when  yoo  come  to 

be  a  president  in 
Criminall  causes,  'if  you  smile  upon  a  prisoner, 

hang  him ;  but  if 
You  frowne  upon  him,  and  threaten  him^  let 

him  be  sure  to  scape 
The  gallowcs. 

Cos,  I  would  be  a  very  merry  president. 
Bos,  Do  not  sup  a  nights,  't  will  bege^  you 

ap  admirable  wit. 
Cos.  Rather  it  would  make  me  have  a  good 
stomack  to  quarrel, 
For  they  say,  your  roaring  boyes  eat  meat  sel- 

dome. 
And  that  makes  them  so  valiant :  [me 

But  how  shall.  I  know  whether  the  people  take 
For  ao  eminent  fellow  ? 

Bos,  I  will  teach  u  tricke  to  know  it : 
Give  out  you  lye  a  dying,  and  if  you 
Ueare  the  common  people  curse  you, 
Pe  sure  you  are  taken  for  one  of  the  prime  oight- 

caps. 
You  come  from  painting  now  ? 
O.  Lady,  From  what  ? 
Bos.  Why,  from  your  scurvy  face-physicke. 
To  behold  thee  not  painted  inclines  somewhat 

neere 
A  miracle  -.  these  in  thy  face  here,  were  deep 
rutts. 


And  foule  sloughes  the  last  prqgresse : 

There  was  a  lady  in  France,  that  having  had 

the  small  pockes, 
Flead  the  skinne  off  her  facf,  to  make  it  more 

levell : 
And  whereas  before  she  look't  like  a  outmeg- 

grater. 
After  she  resembled  an  abortive  hedge-liog. 
O.  Lfidy.  Do  you  call  this  painpug  ? 
Bos,  No,  no,  but  you  call  carreening  of  an  old 
Morphew'd  lady,  to  make  her  disembogue  againe, 
There  's  rough-cast  phrase  to  your  plastique. 
0.  Lady.  It  seemes  you  are  well  acquainted 

with  my  closset? 
Bos,  One  would  suspect  it  for  ^  shop  of  witch- 
craft, 
To  finde  in  it  the  fat  of  aerpent%  spawne  of 

snakes,  Jewes  spittle, 
And  their  yong  child rens  ordure,  and  all  these 

for  the  face : 
I  would  sooner  eut  a  dead  pigeon,  tajcen  from  ] 

the  soles  ot  the  feet 
Of  one  sicke  of  the  plague,  than  kisse  one  o/yoti 

.  fasting : 
Here  are  two  of  you,  whose  sin  of  your  youth^  j 

is  the  very  ^ 

P-atrimony  of  the  physitian,  makes  him  renew  his  ; 
Foot-cloth  with  the  spring,  and  change  his 
Higli-prizM  curte'4an  with  the  fall  of  the  leafe :  - 
I  doe  wonder  you  doe  nut  louth  your  selves. 
Observe  my  meditation  now  : 
What  thing  is  in  this  outward  forme  of  man. 
To  be  l^eiov'd?  we  account  it  ominous. 
If  nature  doe  produce  a  colt,  or  lambe, 
A  fawne,  or  goat,  in  any  liiube  resembling 
A  man ;  and  flye  from  'l  as  u  prodegy. 
Man  stands  amaz*d  to  see  his  deformity, 
In  any  other  creature  but  himselfe. 
But  in  our  owue  Hesh,  though  we  beare  diseases 
Which  have  their  true  names,  only  tane  from 

beasts. 
As   the    most    ulcerous    woolfe,    and    swinish 

meazeall ; 
Though  we  are  eaten  up  of  lice,  and  wormes. 
And  though  continually  we  beare  abo^t  us 
A  rotten  aod  desid  VkQ^'j^N^^  ^^v^w. 
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To  hide  it  in  rich  tissew;  all  our  feare, 
(Nay*  all  our  terrour,)  is  least  our  physitian 
Should  put  us  in  the  ground,  to  be  made  sweet. 
Your  wife  's  gone  to  ilome :  you  two  couple, 

and  get  you 
To  the  wels  at  Leuca,  to  recover  your  aches. 
I  have  other  worke  on  foot :  I  observe  our  dutcli- 

esse 
Is'sicke  a  dayes,  she  puykes,  her  stomacke 

seethes, 
The  fins   of  her  eye-lids  looke  roost  teeming 

blew, 
She  waincs  i'  th'  cheeke,  and  waxes  fat  i'  tli* 

flanke ; 
And  (contrary  to  our  Italian  fashion) 
Weares  a  loose  bodied  gowne :  there  's  some- 
what in  't, 
I  have  a  tricke  may  chance  discover  it 
(A  pretty  one) ;  I  have  bought  some  apricocks, 
'i^l'he  first  our  spring  yeelds. 

I>e/.  And  so  long  since  married  ? 
You  amaze  me. 

Ant,  Let  me  seale  your  lips  for  ever, 
Tor  did  I  thinke,  that  any  thing  but  th'  ayre 
Could  carry  these  words  from  you,  I  should  wish 
You  had  no  breath  at  all:  Now,  sir,  in  your 

contemplation  ? 
You  are  studying  to  become  a  great  wise  fellow? 
'Bo$,  Oh,  sir,  the  opinion  of  wisdomeis  a  fbule 
terror. 
That  runs  all  over  a  man's  body :  if  simplicity 
Direct  us  to  have  no  evill,  it  directs  us  to  a 

happy 
Being :  for  the  subtlest  folly  proceedes  from  the 
Subtlest  wisdome  :  let  me  oe  simply  honest. 
Ani.  I  doe  understand  your  in-side. 
JBos.  Do  you  so  ? 

Ani,  Because  you  would  not  seeme  to  appeare 
to  th*  world 
Pufifd  up  with  your  preferment,  you  continue 
This  out  of  fashion  melancholly :  leave  it,  leave  it. 
'Bot,  Give  me  leave  to  be  honest  in  any  phrase, 
in  any 
Complement  whatsoever;  shaH  I  confesse  my 

selfe  to  you  ? 
I  looke  no  higher  than  I  can  reach  : 
They  are  the  gods,  tliat  must  ride  on  winged 

horses, 
A  lawyers  mule  of  a  slow  pace,  will  both  suit 
My  disposition,  and  businesse  :  for  (marke  me) 
When  a  man*s  mrad  rides  faster  than  his  horse 

can  gallop, 
They  quickly  both  tyre. 

Ant,  You  would  looke  up  to  Heaven,  but  I 
thinke 
The  divell,  that  rules  i*  th'  aire,  stands  in  your 
light. 
Bos.  Oh  (sir)  you  are  lord  of  the  ascendant, 
Chiefe  man  with  the  dutchesse,  a  duke  wasyour 
Cosen  gennan  reraov'd :  say  you  were  lineally 
Descended  from  king  Pippin,  or  he  himselfe. 
What  of  this?  search  the  heads  of  the  greatest 
rivers  in 


The  world,  you  shall  finde  thein  bot  bubbles  of 

water : 
Some  would  thinke  the  soulet  of  prioces  wetc 

brought 
Forth  by  some  more  weighty  (»use,  tkan  those 

of  meaner  persons, 
They  are  deceiv'd,  there  's  the  tam*  band  to 

them : 
The  like  passions  sway  them,  the  same  reasoiv 

that  makes 
A  vicar  to  goe  to  law  for  a  titbe-pig» 
And  undoe  his  nei^ibours,  makes  them  spoile 
A  whole  province,  and  batter  downe  goodly    ^ 
Cities,  with  the  canon.  [fat? 

Dutch,  Your  arme,  Antonio,  do  I  not  ffow 
I  ain  exceeding  short-winded  :  Bosola, 
I  would  have  you  (sir)  provide  for  me  a  litter. 
Such  a  one  as  the  dutchesse  of  Florence  road  in. 
Boi.  The  dutchesse  us'd  one  when  she  was 

great  with  childe. 
DtUok,  I  thinke  she  did  :  chmm  bitber,  vend 
my  ruffe. 
Here,  when  ^  thou  art  such  a  tedious  lady;  and 
Thy  breath  smels  of  lemmon  pils,  woud  tboo 

liadst  done, 
Shall  I  swound  under  thy  fingers  ?  I  am 
So  troubled  with  the  mother. 
Bos,  I  feare  too  much. 

Dutch,  I  have  heard  you  say,  that  tbeFrcoch 
courtiers 
Weare  their  hats  on  fore  the  king. 
Ant.  I  have  scene  it. 
Dutch.  In  the  presence  ? 
Ant.  Yes.  [feshioo? 

Dutch,   Why  should  not  we  bring  up  thit 
Tis  ceremony  more  than  duty,  that  consists 
In  the  remooving  of  a  piece  of  felt : 
Be  you  the  example  to  the  rest  o*  th*  court. 
Put  on  your  hat  nrst. 

Ant,  You  must  pardon  me : 
:  I  have  scene,  in  colder  countries  than  in  Fraoct^ 
Nobles  stand  bare  to  th*  prince;  and  the  dis- 
tinction 
My  thought  shew'd  reverently. 

Bos.  I  have  a  present  for  your  grace. 
Dutch,  For  roe,  sir  ? 
Bos.  npricocks  (madame).  |  / 

Dutch.  O  sir,  where  are  they  ? 
I  have  heard  of  none  to  yeere. 
Bos,  Good,  her  colour  rises. 
Dutch.  Indeed  I  thanke  yon :  they  are  woa* 
drous  fieiire  ones : 
What  an  unskilfutl  fellow  is  our  gardiner  ? 
We  shall  have  none  this  moneth. 
JBos.  Will  not  your  grace  pare  them  ? 
Dutch.  No,  they  taste  of  muske  (methinkes) 

indeed  tiiey  doe. 
Bos,  I  know  not :  yet  I  wish  yonr  gr^ce  bs^ 

parde  'em. 
Dutch,  Why? 
Bos.  I  foi^ot  to  tell  you  the  l^nave  e^rdioer, 


^nljr  to  raise  his  prp^t'bjc  tt^m  tb«  ^QoneTi]^ 
I  Didrij 


ripen  them  in  horse-dnng. 
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Dutch,  O  you  jest: 
You  shall  jodge :  pray  taste  one. 

Ant,  Indeed,  madan^y 
I  doe  not  love  the  fruit. 

Dutch,  Sir,  you  are  loath 
To  rob  OS  of  our  dainties :  'tis  a  delicate  fruit, 
They  say  they  are  restorative  P 

Bo9,  Tis  a  pretty 
Art :  this  grafting. 

Dutch,  'Tis  so :  bettring  of  nature. 

Bos,  To  make  pippin  grow  upon  a  crab, 
A  dampson  on  a  black-tbome:  how  greedily 

she  eats  them ! 
/A  whirlewinde  strike oflf these  bawd-farthingalls, 
For,  but  for  that,  and  the  loose-bodied  gowne, 
I  should  have  diecoverM  apparently 
The  yong  spring-hall  cutting  a  caper  in  her 
*  belly. 

Dutch,  I  thanke  you  (Bosola)  they  were  right 
good  ones, 
If  they  do  not  make  me  sicke. 

Ant,  How  now,  madame  ? 

Dni^,  This  greene  fruit  and  my  stomacke 
are  not  friends, 
How  they  s^vell  roe ! 

Bos.  Nay,  you  are  too  much  swell'd  already. 

Dutch.  Oh,  I  am  IB  an  extreame  cold  sweat. 
,   Bos,  I  am  very  sory. 

/  Dutch.  Lights'  to  my  chamber  I  O,  good  An- 
/  tonio, 

I  feare  I  am  undone.  [Eant  Dutch€S$c. 

Del,  Lights  there  !  lights ! 

Ant,  O  my  trusty  Delw,  we  are  lost : 
I  leare  she  *8  falne  in  labour :  and  there  *s  left 
No  time  for  her  remove. 

Del.  Have  you  prepared 
Those  ladies  to  attend  her  ?  and  procurM 
Tliat  politique  safe  conveyance  for  the  mid-^wife 
Your  dutchesse  plotted } 

Ant.  T  have. 

DeL  Make  use  then  of  this  fofc'd  occasion : 
Give  out  that  Bosola  hath  poyson'd  her. 
With  these  apricocks :  that  will  give  some  coh>ur 
jpor  her  keeping  close. 

Ant.  Fye,  fye,  the  physitians 
Will  then  flocke  to  her. 

Del,  For  that  you  may  pretend 
She  Ml  use  some  prepared  antidote  of  her  own^ 
Least  the  physitians  should  repoyson  her. 

Ant.  1  am  lost  in  amazement:  I  know  not 
what  10  thhik  on  't.  [E;t€unt. 


SCENA  n. 

Bosola,  Old  Lady,  Antonio,  Rodorico,  Gri- 
soLANy  Servants^  Delio,  Cariola. 

*>     Jtotk  $o  so :  there  'sno  question  but  her  tealch- 
j  ives 

ykiid  most  vulteroof  eating  of  the  apricocksy  ale 
/  apparant 

Sigiiefi  of  breeding,  oiam  ? 
O.  Lady.  I  am  4Q  hat^te  (air)» 


Bos.  There  was  a  yong  waiting-woman  bad 
a  monstrous  desire 
To  see  the  glasse-house. 

O.  Lady,  Nay,  pray  let  me  go. 
Bos,  And  it  was  only  to  know  what  strange 
instrument  it  was, 
Should  swell  up  a  glasse  to  the  fashion  of  a  wo- 
maus  belly. 
O,  Lady,  I  will  heare  no  more  of  the  glasse- 
house, 
Vou  are  still  abusing  women  ? 
JBoi.  Who  I  ?  no,  only  (by  the  way  now  and 
then)  mention 
Your  frailties.    The  orrenge  tree  beare  ripe  and 

greene 
Fruit,  and  blossoms  altogether :  and  some  of  yoo 

give  entertainment 
For  pure  love :  but  more,  for  more  preceioos  re* 
ward.    The  lusty  "^ 

Spring  smels  well :  but  drooping  autoi^ne  tasts  ; 
weU.    If  we  > 

Have  the  same  golden  showres,  that  rained  ut 

the  time  of  Jnpiter 
The  Thunderer,  you  have  the  same  dames  still, 

to  hold  up  their 
Laps  to  receive  them :  didst  thou  never  study  the 
mathematiques? 
O.  Lady.  What 's  that  (sir)  ? 
Bos.  Why,  to  know  the  tricke  how  to  make  s 
many  lines  meete 
In  one  center :  Go,  go ;  give  your  foster-daogh* 

ters  good  counsell. 
Tell  them  that  the  divell  takes  delight  to  haog 

at  a  woman's  girdle 
Like  a  false  rusty  watch  that  she  cannot  disceme 

how 
The  time  passes. 

Ant,  Shut  up  the  court  gates. 
Rod,  Why,  sir?  what  *s  the  danger? 
Ant.  Shut  up  the  posternes  presently;  ami 
call 
All  the  officers  o'  th'  court. 
Gris,  I  shall  instantly. 
Ant,  Who  keepes  the  key  o'  th'  park-gate  ? 
Rod.  Forobosco. 
Ant,  Let  him  bring  't  presently. 
Ut  Serv.  Oh,  ^rentlemen  o'  th'  court,  the  fowV> 

est  treason. 
Bos.  If  that  these  apricocks  should  be  poy-* 
son*d  now, 
Without  my  knowledge. 

Xst  Serv.  There  was  taken  even  now  a  Switiet 
In  the  dutchesse  bed-chamber, 
id  Serv.  A  Switzer? 

Ut  Serv.  With  a  pistol!  in  his  great  cod-piece. 
Bos.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Ut  Serv,  The  cod-piece  was  the  case  for 't. 
2d  Serv,  There  was  a  cunning  traitor. 
Who  wouW  have searcb'd  his  cod-piece? 
Ut  Serv,  True,  if  he  had  kept  out  of  the  ladies 

chambers  t 
And  all  the  mowldes  of  bis  buttona  were  leadea 
bullets. 
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2d  Sert.  Oh  wicked  canibali !  a  fire-lock  in  's 

cod-piece  ? 
tst  Serv,  Twas  a  French  plot,  upon  my  life. 
Zd  Serv,  To  see  what  the  divell  can  doe. 
Ant,  Ali  the  officers  here. 
lit  Serv.  We  are. 
Ant,  Gentlemen, 
We  have  lost  much  plate  you  know ;  and  but 

this  evening 
Jewels,  to  the  value  of  four  thousand  duckats 
Are  missing  in  the  dutchesse  cabinet, 
Are  the  gates  shut  ? 
1st  Serv.  Yes. 

Ant,  'Tis  the  dutchesse  pleasure 
Each  officer  be  lock't  into  his  chamber 
Till  the  sun  rising ;  and  to  send  the  keyes 
Of  all  their  chests,  and  of  their  outward  doores 
Into  her  bed-chamber :  she  is  very  sicke. 
Rod.  At  her  pleasure. 

Ant,  She  in  treats  you  tak  't  not  ill :  the  inno- 
cent 
Shall  be  the  more  approvM  by  it. 
Bos,   Gentlemen  o*  th*  wood-yard,  where  's 

your  Switzer  now  ? 
Iti  Serv,  By  this  hand 'twas  credibly  reported 

by  one  o*  th*  black-guard. 
Del.  How  fares  it  with  the  dutchesse  ? 
Ant.  She  *8  expos*d 
Unto  the  worst  of  torture,  paine  and  fear. 
Del.  Speake  to  her  all  happy  comfort. 
Ant,  How  I  do  play  the  foole  with  mine  owne 
danger ! 
You  are  this  night  (deare  friend)  to  post  to  Rome, 
My  life  lies  in  your  service. 
Del.  Do  not  doubt  me. 
Ant,  Oh,  'tis  farre  from  me :   and  yet  feare 
.  presents  me 
Somewhat  that  looks  like  danger. 

Del,  Beleeve  it, 
^rris  but  the  shadow  of  your  feare,  no  more  : 
;  How  superstitiously  we  mind  our  evils  ? 
'  The  throwing  downe  salt,  or  crossing  of  a  hare ; 
!  Bleeding  at  nose,  the  stumbling  of  a  horse, 
/  Or  singing  of  a  cricket,  are  of  power 
\To  daunt  whole  man  in  us.     Sir,  fare  you  well; 
1  wish  you  all  the  joyes  of  a  blest  father; 
And  (for  my  faiih)  lay  this  into  your  brest, 
Old  friends  (like  old  swords)  stillare  trusted  best. 
Cari.  Sir,  you  are  the  happy  father  of  a  sonne, 
Your  wife  commends  him  to  you. 
Ant,  Blessed  comfort ! 
,  For  Heaven  sake  send  her  well :  I  'le  presently 
Go  set  a  figure  for  's  nativity.  [Exeunt, 

SCENA  m. 

BosoLA,  Antonio. 

Bos.  Sure  I  did  heare  n  woman  shrieke :  list, 
hah! 
And  the  sound  came  (if  I  received  it  right) 
From  the  dutchesse  lodgings  :  there 's  some  stra- 
tagem, 


In  the  confining  all  our  courtiers 
To  their  several  wards  :  I  must  have  part  of  it, 
JMy  intelligence  will  frieze  else.     List  againe. 
It  may  be  'twas  the  melancliolly  bird, 
(Best  friend  of  silence  and  of  solitarines,) 
Theowle,  that  schreamM  so:   hah  !  Antonio? 
Ant,  I  heard  some  noyse :  who  's  there  ?  whit 

art  thou?  speak. 
Bos.  Antonio  ?  Put  not  your  face,  nor  bodj^ 
To  such  a  forc'd  expression  of  feare, 
I  am  Bosola  your  friend. 

Ant,  Bosola? 
(This  moale  do*s  undermin  me),  heard  yoa  not 
A  noise  even  now  ? 
Bos.  From  whence  ? 
Ant,  From  the  dutchesse  lodging. 
Bos,  Not  I :  <lid  you  ? 
Ant,  I  did,  or  else  I  drearo'd« 
Bos,  Let  *s  walk  towards  it. 
Ant,  No :  it  may  be  'twas 
But  the  rising  of  the  winde. 

Bos,  Very  likely : 
Methinkes  'tis  very  cold,  and  yet  you  sweat. 
You  looke  wildly. 

Ant.  1  have  bin  setting  a  figure 
For  the  dutchesse  jewels. 

Bos.  Ah,  and  how  falls  your  question  ? 
Do  you  find  it  radicall  ? 

Ant.  What 's  that  to  you  ? 
Tis  rather  to  be  question'd  what  desigoe  [iRgs) 
(When  all  n)en  were  commanded  to  their  lo^ 
Makes  you  a  night-walker. 

Bos,  In  sooth  Tie  tell  you: 
Now  all  the  court 's  asleepe,  I  thought  the  divell 
Had  least  to  doe  here;  I  came  to  say  my  prayers; 
A  nd  if  it  doe  offend  you,  I  doe  so, 
You  are  a  fine  courtier. 

Ant.  This  fellow  will  undoe  me ; 
You  gave  the  dutchesse  apricocks  to  day, 
Pray  Heaven  they  were  not  poyson*d  ? 

Bos.  Poyson'd!  aSpanish  fig 
For  the  imputation. 

Ant.  Traitors  are  ever  confident, 
Till  they  are  discovered.  There  were  jewels  stolae 

too. 
In  my  conceit,  none  are  to  be  suspected 
More  than  your  selfe. 
Bos.  You  are  a  false  stew^ard. 
Ant.  Sav>v  slave;  Tie  pull  thee  up  by  the 

rootes. 
Bos.  May  be  the  ruyne  willcrusli  you  topeeoes. 
Ant.  You  are  an  impudent  snake  indeed  (sir): 
Are  you  scarce  warme,  aud  doe  you  shew  your 

stinj5? 
You  libell  well  (sir.) 

Bos.  No,  sir. 
Copy  it  out,  and  I  will  set  my  hand  to  *t. 
Ant,  My  nose  bleeds.     One  that  were  supeA 
stitious,  would  count  \ 

This  ominous,  when  it  meerely  comes  by  chance. 
Two  It  tters,  that  are  wrought  here  for  ray  name, 
Are  drown'd  in  blood,  meere  accident:  foryoo^ 
(sir)  rie  take  order  s 
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th*  morne  you  shall  be  safe;   His  that  must 

colour 
[er  lying  in  ;  sir,  this  dore  yon  passe  not : 
doe  not  hold  it  fit,  thnc  you  come  neere 
be  dutcbesse  lodgings,  till  you  have  quite  your 

selfe ; 
^he  great  are  like  the  lose ;  nay,  they  are  the 

tame, 
Vhen  they  seeke  shamefull  waies,  to  avoyd  shame, 

[Exit, 
Bos.  AntODio  here  about  did  drop  a  paper, 
ome  of  your  helpe  (false  friend) :  oh,  here  it  is : 
^hat  's  here?  a  childes  nativity  calculated? 

[The  dutchesse  was  delivered  of  a  sonne  Uweene 
the  houres  twelve  and  one,  in  the  night,  anno 
Dom.  1504,  (that  '*  thisyeer,)  decimo  nono 
Decembris,  (that  '«  this  night,)  taken  ac- 
cording to  the  meridian  of  Mnlfy ;  (that  *s 
our  dutchesse  :  happy  discovery  !)  the  lord 
of  the  first  house  being  combust  in  the  ascend- 
ant, signifies  short  life  :  and  Mars  being  in 
a  human  signe,joynd  to  the  taile  of  the  Dra- 
gon, in  the  eight  house,  doth  threaten  a  vio- 
lent death  ;  csetera  non  scrutantur.] 

Vhy  now  *tis  most  apparant :  this  precise  fellow 
8  the  dutchesse  bawde :  I  have  it  to  my  wish : 
This  is  a  parcell  of  intelligency 
)ur  courtiers  were  cas*d  up  For !  It  needes  must 

follow, 
rhat  I  must  be  committed,  on  pretence 
)f  poysooing  her:  which  IMe  endure,  and  laugh 

at: 
f  one  could  finde  the  father  now :  but  that 
rime  will  discover ;  old  Castruchio 
'  th*  rooming  posts  to  Home :  by  him  I'le  send 
I  letter,  that  shall  make  her  brothers  galls 
>re-flow  their  livers :  this  was  a  thrifty  way : 

rhough  lust  doe  masque  in  ned'r  so  strange  dis- 
guise, 
ihe  U  oft  found  witty,  but  is  never  wise. 


SCENA  IV. 
Cardinall,  and  Julia,  Servant,  andJ^ELJo. 

Card.  Sit :  thou  art  my  best  of  wishes,  pre- 
tbee  tell  me 
¥hat  tricke  didst  thou  invent  to  come  to  Rome, 
Vithout  thy  husband  ? 

Jul,  Why  (my  lord)  I  cold  him 
!  came  to  visit  an  old  anchorite 
lere,  for  devotion. 

Card.  Thou  art  a  witty  false  one : 

nieane  to  him. 

Jul,  You  have  prevailed  with  me 
)eyond  my  strongest  thoughts :  I  would  not  now 
rind  you  inconstant. 

Card.  Do  not  put  thy  selfe 
?o  such  a  voluntary  torture,  which  proceedes 
)at  of  your  owne  guilt. 

Jul.  How  (my  lord  ?) 


Card.  You  feare  my  constancy,  because  yoa 
have  approov'd 
Those  giddy  and  wild  turning  in  your  selfe. 

Jul.  Did  you  ere  find  them  ? 

Card.  Sooth  generally  for  women ; 
A  man  might  strive  to  make  glasse  male^ble, 
Ere  he  should  make  them  fixed. 

Jul.  So,  (my  lord). 

Card,  We  had  need  go  borrow  that  fantastique 
glasse 
Invented  by  Galileo  the  Florentine, 
To  view  another  spacious  world  i'  th'  rooone, 
And  look  to  finde  a  constant  woman  there. 

Jul.  This  is  very  well  (my  lord). 

Card.  Why  do  you  weep  ? 
Are  teares  your  justification?  the  selfe  same  teares 
Will  fall  into  your  husbands  bosome,  (lady,) 
With  a  loud  protestation,  that  you  love  lum 
Above  the  world :  come,  I'le  love  you  wisely. 
That  jealously,  since  I  am  very  certaine 
You  cannot  make  me  cuckould. 

Jul.  Vie  go  home 
To  my  husband. 

Card.  You  may  thanke  me,  lady, 
I  have  taken  you  off  your  melanchoUy  pearch, 
Boare  you  upon  my  fist,  and  shewM  you  game, 
And  let  you  flye  at  it:  I  prethee  kisse  me. 
When  thou  was*t  with  thy  husband,  thou  was't 

watch't 
Like  a  tame  elephant :  (still  you  are  to  thanks 

me:) 
Thou  hadst  only  kisses  from  him,  and  high  feed- 
ing, 
But  what  delight  was  that?  'twas  just  like  one 
That  hath  a  little  fingring  on  the  lute, 
Yet  cannot  tune  it :  (still  you  are  to  thanke  me.) 

Jul.  You  told  me  of  a  piteous  wound  i'  th* 
heart. 
And  a  sicke  liver,  when  you  woed  me  first, 
And  spake  like  one  in  physicke. 

Card.  Who  's  that  ? 
Rest  firnie,  for  my  aflfection  to  thee. 
Lightning  moves  slow  to  *t. 

Scrv.  Madam,  a  gentleman 
That's  come  poste  from  Malty,  desires  to  see  you. 

Card.  Let  him  enter,  I'le  withdraw.       [Exit, 

Serv,  He  saies, 
Your  husband  (old  Castruchio)  is  come  to  Rome, 
Most  pitti fully  tyr'd  with  riding  post. 

Jut.  Signior  Delio?  'tis  one  of  my  old  suitors. 

Del,  I  was  bold  and  come  to  see  you. 

Jul.  Sir,  you  are  welcome. 

Del.  Do  you  lie  here  ? 

Jul.  Sure,  your  owne  experience 
Will  satisfie  you  now,  our  Roiuane  prelates 
Do  not  keep  lodging  for  ladies. 

Del.  Very  well : 
I  have  brought  you  no  commendations  from  your 

husband. 
For  I  know  none  by  him. 

Jul,  I  heare  he 's  come  to  Rome. 

Del,  I  never  knew  man,  and  beast,  of  a^bicyc^ft.^ 
and  a  kwv^Vw., 
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So  weary  of  each  other,  if  he  had  had  a  good  hack, 
He  would  have  undertooke  to  have  borne  his 

horie. 
His  hreech  was  so  pitifully  sore. 

Jul,  Your  laughter 
Is  my  pitty. 

Del,  Lady,  I  know  not  whether 
You  want  money,  but  I  have  brought  yOu  sotne. 

JuL  From  ray  husband  f 

Del,  No,  from  mine  own  allowance. 

Jul,   I  most  heare  the  comlitioo  ere  I  be 
bound  to  take  it. 

Del.  Look  on  't,  'tis  gold,  hath  it  Hot  a  fine 
colour  ? 

Jul.  I  have  a  bird  more  beaotifull. 

Del,  Try  the  sound  on  't. 

Jul,  A  lute-string  far  exceeds  it. 
It  hath  no  smell,  like  cassia,  or  cyvit^ 
Nor  is  it  phisieall,  though  some  fond  doctors 
Perswade  us,  seeth's  in  cullisses,  I'le  tell  you, 
This  is  a  creature  bred  by- • 

Sero,  Your  husband 's  come, 
Hath  delivered  a  letter  to  the  duke  of  Calabria, 

that, 
To  mv  thinking,  hath  pot  him  Out  of  his  wits. 

Jul,  Sir,  you  heare; 
Pray  let  roe  know  yoUr  businesse,  and  your 

suite, 
As  briefly  as  can  be. 

DeL  With  good  speed,  I  would  wish  you 
(At  such  time,  as  you  are  non-resident 
With  your  husband)  my  mfstris. 

Jul,  Sir,  He  go  aske  my  husband  if  I  shall. 
And  straight  returne  your  answer.  [Exit, 

DeL  Very  fine.    Is  this  her  wit,  or  honesty 
that  speak  thus  ? 
I  heard  one  say  the  duke  was  highly  mov'd 
With  a  letter  sent  from  Malfy:  I  do  feare 
Antonio  is  betray'd :  how  fearfolly 
Shewes  his  ambition  now,  (unfortunate  fortune,) 
They  passe  through  whirle-pooles,   and  deep 

wos  do  shun, 
Who  the  event  weigh,  ere  the  action  's  done. 


SCENA  V. 
Cardinall,  ancf  Ferdinand,  with  a  Letler. 

Fer,  I  have  this  night  di^d  up  a  man<*darkc. 

Card.  Soy  you? 

Fer,  And  I  am  grown  mad  with  't. 

Card.  What 's  the  progedy } 

Fer.  Read  there,  a  sister  damn'd,  she  's  loose 
i'  th'  hilts : 
Growne  a  notorious  strumpet. 

Card,  Speake  lower. 

Fer.  Lower? 
Eogucs  do  not  whisper  'C  now,  but  seeke  to 

publish 't, 
(As  servants  do  the  bounty  of  tbeir  lords,) 
Aloud ;  and  with  a  covetous  searching  eye. 
To  marke  who  note  (hem :  Oh  confusion  stase 
her. 


Sliahaih  had  moat  canning  tm^^es  to  serve  h& 

torne. 
And  mnrt  secure  oon^Peyotiees  for  lasti 
Than  townes  of  garrisoii  for  service. 

Card*  Is  ^l  possible  t 
Can  this  be  certaine  ? 

Fdt,  Rttbarbe,  oh  fbr  Hibarbe 
To  purge  this  choller,  here  's  the  corsed  day 
To  prompt  ray  memoryi  aiid  here  't  MA  M/t 
Till  of  her  bleeding  heart  I  make  a  sponge 
To  wipe  it  out. 

Card,  Why  doe  you  make  your  selie 
So  wild  a  tempest? 

Fer.  Wouio  I  could  be  one. 
That  I  might  tosse  her  pallace  'bout  her  eare^ 
Root  up  her  goodly  forrests,  blast  her  meades^ 
And  lay  her  generall  territory  aa  waste. 
As  she  hath  done  her  honors. 

Card.  Shall  our  blood, 
(the  royall  blood  of  Arragon,  and  Castile,] 
fie  thus  attaiocted? 

Fer,  Apply  desperate  physicke. 
We  must  not  now  use  balsamuio,  but  fire, 
The  smarting  cupping-glasse,  for  that 's  the  aeiiie 
To  purge  intected  blo^,  (such  blood  as  ben:) 
Tliere  ie  a  kinde  of  pitty  in  mine  eye, 
I  'le  give  it  to  my  hand-kercher ;   and  now  tii 

here, 
I  'Ie  bequeath  ibis  to  her  bttsCard. 

Card,  What  to  doe? 

Fer.  Why  to  make  sofk  lint  for  hb  nsocka 
wounds. 
When  I  have  hewed  her  to  peeces. 

Card.  Curs'd  creature ! 
Unequall  nature,  to  place  wOioena  hearts 
So  farre  upon  the  left  side. 

Fer,  Foolish  men. 
That  ere  will  trust  their  honor  in  m  harke^ 
Made  of*  so  slight,  weake   bul-rush,  as  tb 

woman. 
Apt  every  minute  to  sinke  it. 

Card.  Thus 
Ignorance,  when  it  hath  purchas'd  honor, 
It  cannot  weild  it. 

Fer,  Me  tliinkes  I  see  her  laughing; 
Excellent  Hyenna!    talke    to   aae   soflMvH 

quickly. 
Or  my  imagination  will  carry  me 
To  see  her  in  the  shamefiill  act  of  siane. 

Card.  With  Whom  ? 

Fer,  Happily,  with  someatrbngthigb'ilbaife' 
man? 
Or  one  th'  wood^yard,  tlrnt  cafi  quoit  thesMr> 
Or  tosse  the  barre,  or  else  some  lovely  sqaire 
That  carries  ooles  op  to  her  pHtale  lodgings 

Card.  You  flye  beyond  your  i^aon. 

Fer.  Go  (O(mistriaf) 
Tie  not  your  whorea  H^ke  that  can  ^aeod  *! 

wild-fire. 
But  your  whores  MoOd. 

Card.  How  idlely  aliewes  dm  fate ! 
Which  carries  you,  as  meo  oMite/dby 
through  the  ayrti 
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On  Tiolent  whirle-windes :  thb  intemperate  noise, 
Fitly  resembles  deafe  men's  shrill  discourse, 
Wbo  talke  aloud,  thinking  ail  other  men 
To  have  their  imperfection. 
.   Fer,  Have  not  you 
My  palsey  ? 

Card,  Yes,  I  can  be  angry 
Without  this  rupture,  there  is  not  in  nature 
A  thing  that  makes  man  so  deform*d,  so  beastly. 
As  doth  intemperate  anger :  chide  your  selfe. 
Yon  have  divers  men,  who  never  yet  exprest 
Their  strong  desire  of  rest,  but  by  unrest. 
By  vexing  of  themselves :  come,  pat  your  selfe 
In  tune* 

Fer.  So,  I  will  only  study  to  seeme 
The  thing  I  am  not :  I  could  kill  her  now. 
In  you,  or  in  my  selfe,  for  I  doe  thinke 
It  is  some  sinne  in  us.  Heaven  doth  revenge 
3y  her. 

Card.  Are  you  starke  mad  } 


Fer.  I  wonld  have  their  bodies 
Burnt  in  a  cole-pit,  with  the  veninge  stop'd. 
That  their  cursM  smoake  might  not  ascend  to 

Heaven : 
Or  dip  the  sheetes  they  lie  in,  in  pitch  or  sul« 


phure, 


[match  : 


Wrap  them  in  't,  and  then  light  them  like  a 
Or  else  to  boyle  their  bastard  to  a  cuUisse, 
And  ^iv  't  his  leacherous  father,  to  renew 
The  smne  of  his  backe. 

Card.  I  'le  leave  you. 

Fer,  Nav,  I  have  done, 
I  am  coiificfent,  had  I  bin  damn'd  in  hell, 
And  should  have  heard  of  this,  it  would  have 

put  me 
Into  a  cold 
Till  I  know 
That  knowne, 

whips. 
And  fix  her  in  a  geoerall  eccHpse.        [Exeunt, 


ACTUS  III. 


SCENA  I. 
Ajitonio,  and  Delio,  Dutckesse,  Ferdinand, 

BOSOLA. 

Ant.   Our  noble  friend,  (my  most  beloved 
Delio  !) 
Ob,  you  have  bin  a  stranger  long  at  court, 
Carae  you  along  with  the  lord  Ferdinand  ? 
VeL  I  did,  sir,  and  how  fares  your  noble 

dutchesse  ? 
Ant,  Right  fortunately  well :  she  's  an  excel- 
lent 
Feeder  of  pedegrees:  since  you  last  saw  her, 
She  hath  had  two  children  more,  a  sooue  and 
daughter. 
Del,  Methinkes  't  was  yesterday :  let  me  but 
winke. 
And  not  behold  your  face,  which  to  mine  eye 
Is  somewhat  leaner,  verilv  I  should  dreame 
It  were  within  this  halfe  iionre. 

Ant,  You  have  not  beene  in  law  (friend 
Delio) 

i  Nor  in  prison,  nor  a  suitor  at  the  court, 
;Nor  beg'd  the  reversion  of  some  great  roan's 
{  place, 

I  Nor  troubled  with  an  old  wife,  which  doth  make 
^Your  time  so  insencihly  hasten. 
Del,  Pray  sir,  tell  roe. 
Hath  not  this  newes  arrived  yet  to  the  eare 
Of  the  lord  Cardinall  ? 
Ant.  I  feare  it  hath, 
The  lord  Ferdinand  (that  's  newly  come  to 

court) 
Doth  beare  himrselfe  right  dangerously. 

Del.  Pray  why  ? 
/    Ant.  He  is  so  auiet,  that  he  seemes  to  sleepe 
(jThe  tempest  out  (as  dormice  do  in  winter) : 

VOL.  Ill, 


r 


Those  houses  that  are  haunted,  are  most  8tiH, 
Till  the  divell  be  up. 

Del.  What  say  the  common  people  ? 

Ant.  The  common-rable  do  directly  say 
She  is  a  strumpet. 

Del.  And  your  graver  heads, 
(Which  would  be  politique,)  what  censure  they? 

Ant.  They  do  observe,  I  grow  to  infinite  pur- 
chase 
The  left  hand  way,  and  all  suppose  the  dutchesse 
Would  amend  it,  if  she  coulo :  for,  say  they. 
Great  princes,  though  they  grudge  their  officers 
Should  have  such  large  and  unconfined  meanes 
To  get  wealth  under  them,  will  notcomplaine, 
Lest  thereby  they  should  make  them  odious 
Unto  the  people,  for  other  obligation 
Of  love  or  marriage,  betweene  her  and  me. 
They  never  dreame  of. 

Del.  The  lord  Ferdinand 
Is  going  to  bed. 

Fer.  I  *\e  instantly  to  bed. 
For  I  am  weary ;  I  am  to  be^peake 
A  husband  for  you. 

Dutch.  For  me,  sir  ?  pray  who  is  't  f 

Fer.  The  great  count  Malateste. 

Dutch.  Fye  upon  him  !  ,  ^ 

A  count  ?  he  's  a  meere  sticke  of  sugar-candy, . } 
(You  may  looke  quite  thorough  him :)  when  I 

choose 
A  husband,  I  will  marry  for  your  honor. 

Fer.  You  shall  do  well  in  't :  how  is  't  (wor- 
thy Antonio?) 

Dutch.  But  (sir)  I  am  to  have  private  confer* 
ence  with  you 
About  a  scandalous  report,  is  spread 
Touching  mine  honor. 

Fer.  Let  roe  be  ever  deafe  to  't : 
One  of  Pasquils  paper-bullets,  court  calumney, 

3u 
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A  pestilent  ayre,  which  princes  pallaces 

Are  seldoroe  purg'd  off:  yet,  say  that  it  were 

true, 
I  poure  it  in  your  bosome,  my  fix'd  love, 
Wogid  strongly  excuse,  extenuate,  nay  deny 
Faults  were  they  apparant  in  you :  go,  be  safe 
Jn  your  owne  innocency. 

Dutch,  Oh  bless*d  comfort ! 
\    This  desidly  a^t.is  purged.  [Exeunt, 

I  ^         Fer,  Her  gunt  treads  on 

Hot  burning  cultures:  now,  Bosola, 
How  thrives  our  intelligence  ? 

Bos,  Sir,  uncertainly  ; 
Tis  rumourM  she  hath  had  three  bastards,  but 
By  whom,  we  may  go  read  i'  th'  starres. 

Fer.  Why,  some 
IJold  opinion,  all  things  are  written  there. 

Bos,  Yes,  if  we  could  finde  spectacles  to  relid 
them  ; 
J  do  suspect,  there  hath  bin  some  sorcery 
Us'd  on  the  dutchesse. 

Fer,  Sorcery,  to  what  purpose? 

Bos,  To  make  her  dote  on  some  desertles 
fellow, 
She  shames  to  acknowledge. 

Fer*  Can  your  faith  give  way 
To  thinke  there 's  power  in  potions,  or  in  charmes. 
To  make  us  love,  whether  we  will  or  no  ? 

£05.  Most  certainly.  [things 

Fer.  Away,  these  are  meere  gulleries,  liorr^ 
Invented  by  some  cheating  mounte-banckes 
^o  abuse  us:    do  yoi^  thinke  that  heroes,  or 

charmes 
Can  force  the  will  ?  Some  trialls  have  bin  made 
In  this  foolish  practise;  but  the  ingredients 
Were  lenative  poysons,  such  as  are  offeree 
To  make  the  patient  mad;  and  straight  the 

witch 
Sweares  (by  equivocation,)  they  ai*e  in  love. 
The  witcii-craft  lies  in  her  rancke  blood :  this 

night 
I  will  force  confessiqn  from  her :  you  told  me 
You  had  got  (within  these  two  dayes)  a  false 

key 
Into  her  bedwchamber. 

Bos.  I  have. 

Fer,  As  J  would  wi^h. 

Bos,  What  doe  you  intend  to  do? 

Fer,  Qan  yQu  gnesse  ? 

Bos,  No. 

Fer,  Do  notaske  then  : 
He  that  can  compasse  me,  and  know  my  drifts, 
May  ^ay  he  hath  put  a  girdle  *bout  the  world. 
And  sounded  all  her  quick-sands. 

Bos.  I  doe  not 
T'hinke  so. 

Fer,  What  do  you  thinke  then,  pmy  ? 

Bos,  That  you  afe 
Your  owne  chronicle  top  much :  and  grosly 
Flatter  your  selfe. 

Fer,  Give  me  thy  hand,  I  thanke  thee ; 
J  never  gave  pension  but  to  flattererS| 
Till  I  eptertatued  thee :  fare  well. 


That  friend  a  great  matCs  ruine  strc 

checks^ 
Who  railes  into  his  beliefe^  all  his  def 


SCENA  II. 

Dutchesse,  Antonio,  Cariola,  Ferdin 
Bosola,  Officers, 

Dutch,  Bring  me  the  casket  hither,  ao 
glasse ; 
You  get  no  lodging  here,  to  night,  (my  lor 

Ant,  Indeed  I  must  perswade  one. 

Dutch,  Very  good : 
I  hope  in  time  't  taill  grow  into  a  CDStome, 
That  noble  men  shall  come  with  cap  and  k 
To  purchase  a  nights  lodging  of  their  wive 

Ant,  1  must  lye  here. 

Dutch.  Must?  you  are  a  lord  of  mi»<m 

Ant.  Indeed,  my  rule  is  only  in  the  nigl 

Dutch.  To  what  use  will  you  put  me? 

Ant.  We  'U  sleep  together. 

Dutch,  Alas !  what  pleasure  can  two  1 
find  in  sleeper 

Cari,  My  lord,  |[  lye  with  her  often; 
know 
She  *11  much  disquiet  you. 

Ant,  See,  you  are  complain'd  of. 

Cari,  For  she  *s  the  sprawlingst  bedfelh 

Ant,  I  shall  like  her  the  better  for  tliat. 

Cari.  Sir,  shall  I  aske  you  a  question } 

Ant.  I  pray  thee,  Cariolo. 

Cari,  Wherefore  still  when  you  lye  wi 
lady 
Do  you  rise  so  early  ? 

Ant,  Labouring  men 
Count  the  clocke  ofcnest,  Cariola, 
Are  glad  when  their  task  's  ended. 

Dutch.  I  *le  stop  your  mouth. 

Ant,  Nay,  that  *s  but  one,  Venus  ha 
soft  doves 
To  draw  her  chariot :  I  mast  have  anothe 
W(ien  wilt  thoij  marry,  Cariola  ? 

Cfri,  Never  (my  lord). 

Ant.  O  fie  upon  this  single  life !  for^o  i 
We  read  how  Daphne,  for  her  peevish  si^ 
Became  a  fruitlesse  bay-tree :  Siriux  turn' 
To  the  pale  empty  reede :  Anaxarate 
Was  frozen  into  marble:  whereas  those 
Which  married,  or  prov*d  kind  unto  their  ft" 
Were,  by  a  gracious  influence,  traoshap*d 
Into  the  olive,  pom^ranet,  mulbery  : 
Became  flowers,   precious  stones,  or  en 
starres. 

Cari,  This  is  a  vaine  poetry ;  bat  I  pn 
tell  me. 
If  there  were  propos*d  me,  wisdome,  ricbe 

beauty. 
In  three  severall  yong  mco,  which  sbo 
choose  ? 

Ant.  Tis  a  hard  question:    this  ^m 
case. 
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And  he  was  blind  in  \  nnd  there  was  great  cause : 
For  huw  was  't  possible  he  should  judge  right,  • 
Having  three  amorous  goddesses  in  view, 
And  they  starke  naked :  't  was  a  motion 
Were  able  to  benight  the  apprehension 
Of  the  severest  counsellor  of  £urope. 
Now  I  looke  on  both  your  faces,  so  well  form*d, 
It  puts  me  in  minde  of  a  question,  I  would  aske. 
Cari  What  is 't  f 

Ant,  I  doe  wonder  why  hard-favour*d  ladies, 
For  the  roost  part,  keepe  worse  favoured  wayiing 

women. 
To  attend  them,  and  cannot  endure  faire  ones. 

Dutcfi,  Oh,  that 's  soone  answered. 
Did  you  ever  in  your  life  know  an  ill  painter 
Desire  to  have  his  dwelling  neiLt  doore  to  the 

shop 
Of  an  excellent  picture-maker?  'twould  disgrace 
His  face-making,  and  undo  him :  I  pre-thee 
When  were  we  merry?  my  haire  tangles. 
Ant,  Pray-thee,  Cariola,  let's  steale  forth  the 
room, 
And  let  her  talke  to  her  selfe:  I  have  divers  times 
Served  her  the  like  when  she  had  chafd  extreamely : 
I  love  to  see  her  angry :  softly,  Cariola.  [Exeunt, 
Dutch,  Doth  not  the  colour  of  my  hidre  'gin 
to  change  ? 
When  I  waxe  gray,  I  shall  have  all  the  court 
Powder  their  haire  with  arras,  to  be  like  me : 
You  have  cause  to  love  me,  I  entred  into  my 

heart 
Before  you  would  vouchsafe  to  call  for  the  keyes. 
We  shall  one  day  have  my  brothers  take  you 

napping: 
-Me  thinkes  his  presence  (being  now  in  court) 
Should   make  you  keep  your  own  bed:    but 

you  'II  say 
Love  mixt  with  feare,  is  sweetest :  IMe  assure  you 
You  shall  get  no  more  children  till  my  brothers 
Consent  to  bee  your  gossips :  have  you  lost  your 

tongue  ?  *tis  welcome : 
For  know,  whether  I  am  doomb*d  to  live  or  die, 
I  can  do  both  like  a  prince. 

[Ferdinand  gives  her  a  poniard, 
Fer,  Die  then,  quickly : 
Vertoe,  where  art  thou  hid  ?  wliat  hideous  thing 
Is  it,  that  doth  clip  thee? 
liutch.  Pray,  sir,  heare  roe. 
Fer,  Or  is  it  true,  thou  art  but  a  bare  name. 
And  no  essential!  thing  ? 
Dutch.  Sir? 
Fer.  Do  not  speake. 
Dutch,  No,  sir : 
I  will  plant  my  soule  in  mine  eares,  to  heare  you. 
Fen  Oh  roost  imperfect  light  of  humane  rea- 
son; 
That  mak*st  so  unhappy,  to  fore-see 
What  we  can  least  prevent.    Pursue  thy  wishes. 
And  glory  in  tliem :  there 's  in  shame  no  comfort. 
But  to  be  past  all  bounds,  and  sense  of  shame. 
Dutch,  I  pray,  sir,  heare  me :  I  am  married. 
Fer,  So.  [that, 

Dutch.  Happily,  not  to  your  liking :  but  for 


Alas !  your  sheeres  do  come  untimely  now 
To  clip  the  birds  wings,  that 's  already  flowne : 
Will  you  see  my  husband  ? 

Fer,  Yes,  if  I 
Could  change  eyes  with  a  basilisque. 

Dutch,  Sure,  you  came  hither 
By  his  con6deracY. 

Fer,  The  howlmg  of  a  wolfe 
Ismusicke  to  the  (screch-owle)  prethee  peace; 
What  ere  thou  art,  that  hast  enjoy *d  my  sister, 
(For  I  am  sure  thou  heardst  me,)  for  mme  owne 

sake 
Let  me  not  know  thee:  I  came  hither,  prepared 
To  worke  thy  discovery ;  yet  am  now  perswaded 
It  would  beget  so  violent  effects 
As  would  damne  us  both:  I  would  not  for  ten 

millions 
I  had  beheld  thee;  therefore  use  all  meanes 
I  never  may  have  knowledge  of  thy  name; 
Enjoy  thy  lust  still,  and  a  wretched  lite. 
On  that  condition :  and  for  thee  (wilde  woman) 
If  thou  doe  wish  thy  leacher  may  grow  old 
In  thy  embracements,  I  would  have  thee  build 
Such  n  roome  for  him  as  our  anchorites 
To  holier  use  inhabite :  let  not  the  sun 
Shine  on  him,  till  he  *s  dead :  let  dogs  and  mon- 
keys 
Only  converse  with  him,  and  such  dumbe  things 
To  whom  nature  denies  use,  to  sound  his  name. 
Doe  not  keepe  a  paraf^ueto,  lest  she  learne  it ; 
If  thou  doe  love  him,  cut  out  thine  owne  tongue. 
Lest  it  bewray  him. 

Dutch,  Why  might  not  I  marry  ? 
I  have  not  gone  about,  in  this,  to  create 
Any  new  world,  or  custome. 

Fer,  Thou  art  undone. 
And  thou  hast  taiue  that  massy  sheet  of  lead 
That  lud  thy  husbands  bones,  and  foulded  it 
About  my  heart. 

Dutch,  Mine  bleedes  for 't. 

Fer,  Thine  ?  thy  heart  ? 
What  should  I  name  't,  unlesse  a  hollow  bullet 
Fill'd  with  unquenchable  wild-fire  ? 

Dutch,  You  are  in  this 
Too  strict ;  and  were  you  not  my  princely  bro- 
ther 
I  would  say  too  wilfuU :  my  reputation 

Is  safe. 

Fer,  Dost  thou  know  what  reputation  is, 

I*le  tell  thee  to  small  purpose,  since  th'  in- 
struction 

Comes  now  too  late. 

Upon  a  time,  reputation,  love,  and  death, 

Would  travell  o're  the  world :  and  it  was  con- 
cluded 

That  they  should  part,  nnd  take  three  severally 
wayes : 

Death  told  them,  they  should  find  him  in  great  ; 
battailes;  , 

Or  cities  plagu'd  with  plagues :  Love  gives  them  i 
couosell 

To  enquire  for  him  'mongst  unambitious  sbep- 
heids, 
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What  takes  that  from  him  ?  only  the  hare  name 
Of  being  a  father,  or  the  weake  delight 
To  see  the  little  wanton  ride  a  cock-horse 
Vpon  a  painted  stick,  or  heare  him  chatter 
Like  a  taueht  starling. 

Dutch,  rye,  fye,  what 's  all  this? 
One  of  yout  eyes  is  blood-shot,  use  my  ring  to  't, 
They  say  'lis  very  soveraigne,  'twas  my  wedding 

ring. 
And  I  did  vow  never  to  part  with  it. 
But  to  my  second  husband. 

Ant,  You  have  parted  with  it  now. 

Dutch.  Yes,  to  helpe  your  eye-sight. 

Ant.  You  have  made  me  starke  blinde. 

Dutch.  How  ? 

Ant.  There  is  a  sawcy  and  ambitious  divell, 
Is  dancing  in  this  circle. 

Dutch.  Remoove  him. 

Ant.  How? 

Dutch.  There  needes  small  conjuration,  when 
your  finger 
May  doe  it :  thus,  is  it  fit  ?  [He  kneeles. 

Ant.  What  said  you  ? 

Dutch.  Sir, 
This  goodly  roofe  of  yours  is  too  low  built, 
I  cannot  stand  upright  in  't,  nor  discourse, 
Without  I  raise  it  higher:  raise  your  selfe, 
Or  if  you  please,  my  hand  to  helpe  you :  so. 

Ant.  Ambition    (madam)    b   a  great  mans 
madnes. 
That  is  not  kept  in  chaines,  and  close-pent- 

roomes. 
But  in  faire  lightsome  lodging,  and  is  girt 
With  the  wild  noyse  of  pratling  visitans. 
Which  makes  it  lunatique,  beyond  all  cure. 
Conceive  not  I  am  so  stupid,  hut  I  ayme 
Whereto  your  favours  tend :  but  he  *s  a  fbole 
That  (being  a  cold)  would  thrust  his  hands  i'  th' 

fire 
T9»warme  them. 

Dutch.  So,  no%v  the  ground 's  broke. 
You  may  discover  what  a  wealthy  mine 
I  make  you  lord  of. 

Ant.  Oh  my  uiiworthinesse ! 

Dutch,  You  were  ill  to  sell  your  selfe : 
This  darkning  of  your  worth,  is  not  like  that 
Which  trades-men  use  i'  th*  city;   their  fisilse 

lights 
Are  to  rid  bad  wares  off:  and  I  must  tell  you. 
If  you  would  know  where  breathes  a  conipleat 

man, 
(I  speake  it  without  flattery,)  turne  your  eyes, 
And  progresse  through  your  selfe. 

Ant.  Were  there  nor  heaven  nor  hell, 
I  should  be  honest :  I  have  long  serv'd  vertue^ 
And  nev'r  tane  wages  of  her. 

Dutch.  Now  she  paies  it. 
The  misery  of  us,  that  are  borne  great. 
We  are  forced  to  woe,  because  none  dare  woe 


us: 


And  as  a  tyrant  doubles  with  has  words, 

And  fearefuUy  equivocates ;  so  we 

Are  forc'd  to  ezpresse  our  violent  passions 


In  riddles,  and  in  dreames,  and  leave  the  path 
Of  simple  vertue,  which  was  never  made 
To  seeme  the  thing  it  is  not.     Goe,  go  brag 
Yon  have  left  me  heartiessey  mine  is  m  your  bo- 
some; 
I   hope  'twill  multiply  love   there:    yon   doe 

tremble : 
Make  not  your  heart  so  dead  a  peece  of  flesh 
To  feare,  more  than  to  love  roe :  sir,  be  con^ 

dent, 
What  is  't  distracts  you?    This  is  flesh,  and 

blood  (sir); 
Tk  not  the  figure  cut  in  aUablaster, 
Kneeles  at  my  husbands  tombe.    Awake,  awake, 

(man), 
I  do  here  put  otif  all  vaine  ceremony. 
And  onl^  do  appeare  to  you,  a  yong  widow 
That  clainies  you  for  her  husband,  and,  like  a 

widow, 
I  use  but  halfe  a  blush  in  't. 

Ant.  Truth  speake  for  me, 
I  will  remnine  the  constant  sanctuary 
Of  your  good  name. 

Dutch.  1  thanke  you  (gentle  love) ; 
And  cause  you  shall  not  come  to  me  in  debt, 
(Being  now  my  steward,)  here  upon  your  Ups 
I  signe  your  quietus  est.    This  you  should  hait 

beg*d  now : 
I  have  seene  cliiidren  oft  eate  sweet-meates 

thus. 
As  fearefull  to  devoure  them  too  soone. 
Ant.  But  for  your  brothers  ? 
Dutch.  Do  not  thinke  of  them  : 
All  discord,  without  this  circumference, 
Is  only  to  be  pittied,  and  not  fear*d : 
Yet,  should  they  know  it,  time  will  easily  ; 
Scatter  the  tempest. 

Ant.  These  words  should  be  mine. 
And  ail  the  parts  you  have  spoke,  if  some  part 

of  It 
Would  not  have  favonr'd  flattery. 
Dutch,  Kneele. 
Ant.  Hah! 

Dutch.  Be  not  amaz'd,  this  woman  's  of  my 
councell : 
I  have   heard  lawyers   say,  a   contract  in  a 

chamber, 
(Per  verba  presently)  is  absolute  marriage : 
Blesse  (Heaven)  this  sacred  Gordian,  which,  let 

violence 
Never  untwine. 
Ant.  And  may  our  sweet  affections  (like  tbe 
spheares) 
Be  still  in  motion. 

Dutch.  Quickning,  and  make 
The  like  soft  musique. 

Ant.  That  we  may  imitate  the  loving  palmes 
(Best  embleme  of  a  peacefull  marriage) 
That  nev'r  bore  fruit  divided. 

Dutch.  What  can  the  church  fostie  more? 
Ant,  That  fortune  may  not  know  an  accideot 
Either  of  joy,  or  sorrow,  to  divide 
Our  fixed  wishes. 
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Dutch,  How  can  the  church  build  faster? 
We  now  are  man  and  wife,  and  'tis  the  church 
That  must  but  eccho  this.    Maid,  stand  apart, 
I  now  am  blinde. 

Ant.  What 's  your  conceit  in  this? 

Dutch.  I  would  have  you  lead  your  fortune 
by  the  hand. 
Unto  your  manage  bed : 
(You  speake  in  me  this,  for  we  now  are  one,) 
We'll  only  lie,  and  lalke  together,  and  plot 
T*  appease  my  humorous  kindred ;  and  if  you 
please, 


(Like  the  old  tale,  in  Alexander  and  Lodo- 

wicke,) 
Lay  a  naked   sword  betweene   us,    keepe  us 

chast : 
Oh,  let  me  shrowd  my  blushes  in  your  bosome. 
Since  'tis  the  treasury  of  all  my  secrets. 

Can*.  Whether  the  spirit  of  greatues,  or  of  ! 

woman, 
Raigne  most  in  her,  I  know  not,  but  it  shewes      | 
A  fearfull  madaes,  I  owe  her  much  of  pity.  j 

[Exeunt,' 


ACTUS  IL 


SCENA  I. 

BosoLA,  Castruchio,  an  Old  Lady,  Antonio, 
Delio,  Dutchesse,  Rodorico,  Gri solan. 

Bos.  You  say  you  would  fain  be  taken  fo;*  an 

eminent  courtier? 
Cos.  Tis  the  very  maine  of  npy  ambition. 
Bos*  Let  me  see,  yoq  have  a  reasonable  good 
face  for  't  already. 
And  your  night-cap  expresses  your  eares  suffi« 

cient  largely ; 
I  would  have  you  learne  to  twirle  the  strings  of 

your  band  with  a 
Good  grace ;  and  in  a  set  speech  (at  tb'  end  of 

every  sentence) 
To  h\im]^  three  or  four  times,  or  blow  your  nose 

(till  it  smart  again) 
To  recover  your  memory :   when  you  come  to 

be  a  president  in 
Criminall  causes,  'if  you  smile  upon  a  prisoner, 

hang  him ;  but  if 
You  frowne  upon  him,  and  threaten  him^  let 

him  be  sure  to  scape 
The  gallowes. 

Cos.  I  would  be  a  very  merry  president 
Bos.  Do  not  sup  a  nights,  't  will  bege^  you 

an  admirable  wit. 
Cos.  Rather  it  would  make  me  have  a  good 
stomack  to  quarrel, 
For  they  say,  your  roaring  boyes  eat  meat  sel- 

dome, 
And  that  makes  them  so  valiant :  [me 

But  how  shall.  I  know  whether  the  people  take 
For  an  eminent  fellow  ? 

Bos.  I  will  teach  a  tricke  to  know  it : 
Give  out  you  lye  a  dying,  and  if  you 
Heare  the  common  people  curse  you, 
Pe  sure  you  are  taken  for  one  of  the  prime  night- 
caps. 
You  come  from  painting  now  ? 
O.  Lady,  From  what  ? 
Bos.  Why,  from  your  scurvy  face*physicke, 
To  behold  thee  not  painted  inclines  somewhat 

neere 
A  mirade :  these  in  thy  face  here,  were  deep 


rutts 


X 


And  foule  sloughes  the  last  prqgresse : 

There  was  a  lady  in  France,  that  having  had 

the  small  pockes, 
Flead  the  skinne  off  her  face^  to  make  it  more 

levell : 
And  whereas  before  she  look't  like  a  nutmeg 

grater. 
After  she  resembled  an  abortive  hedge-hog. 
0.  Lady.  Do  you  call  this  paining  ? 
Bos,  No,  no,  but  you  call  carreening  of  an  old 
Morphew'd  lady,  to  make  her  disembogue  againe, 
There  's  rougli-cast  phrase  to  your  plastique. 
O,  Lady.  It  s^enies  you  are  well  acquainted 

with  my  closset  ? 
Bos.  One  would  suspect  it  fori^shop  of  witch- 
craft, 
To  finde  in  it  the  fat  of  serpents^  spawne  of 

snake^  Jewes  spittle, 
And  their  yong  child  rens  ordure,  and  all  these 

for  the  face : 
I  would  sooner  eat  a  dead  pigeon,  ta^en  from  ^ 

the  soles  oi  the  feet 
Of  one  sicke  of  the  plague,  than  kisse  one  of  you 

-  fasting : 
Here  are  two  of  you,  whose  sin  of  your  youth, ) 
is  the  very  * 

Patrimony  of  the  physitian,  makes  him  renew  his  \ 
Foot-cloth  with,  the  spring,  and  change  his  , 

Higli-priz'd  curte^an  with  the  fall  of  the  l^ufe:  - 
I  doe  wonder  you  doe  not  loath  your  selves. 
Observe  my  meditation  now  : 
What  thing  is  in  this  outward  forme  of  man. 
To  be  beloy'd  ?  we  acgount  it  ominous. 
If  nature  doe  produce  a  colt,  ur  lumbe, 
A  fawne,  or  goat,  in  any  limbe  resembling 
A  man ;  and  flye  from  't  as  u  prodegy. 
Man  stands  amaz'd  to  see  his  deformity, 
In  any  other  (;reature  but  himselfe. 
But  in  our  owne  flesh,  though  we  beare  diseases 
Which  have  their  true  names,  only  tane  from 

beasts. 
As  the    most    ulcerous    woolfe,    and    swinish 

meazeail ; 
Though  we  are  eaten  up  of  lice,  and  wormes. 
And  though  continually  we  beare  abovit  us 
A  rotten  and  dead  body,  we  delight 
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To  hide  it  in  rich  tissew;  all  our  feare, 
(Nay* all  our  terrour,)  is  least  our  physitian 
Should  put  us  in  the  ground,  to  be  made  sweet. 
Your  wife  's  gone  to  iiome :  you  two  couple, 

and  get  you 
To  the  wels  at  Leuca,  to  recover  your  aches. 
I  have  other  worke  on  foot :  I  observe  our  dutch- 

esse 
Is'sicke  a  dayes,  she  puykes,  her  stomacke 

seethes, 
The  fins   of  her  eye-lids  looke  roost  teeming 

blew, 
She  waincs  i'  th'  cheeke,  and  waxes  fat  i*  th* 

flanke ; 
And  (contrary  to  our  Italian  fashion) 
Weares  a  loose  bodied  gowne :  there  's  some- 
what in  't, 
I  have  a  tricke  may  chance  discover  it 
^/(A  pretty  one);  I  have  bought  some  apricocks, 
' ':  The  first  our  spring  yeelds. 
'^       Del,  And  so  lung  since  married  ? 
You  amaze  me. 

Ant,  Let  meseale  your  lips  for  ever, 
For  did  I  thinke,  that  any  thing  but  th*  ayre 
Could  carry  these  words  from  you,  I  should  wish 
You  had  no  breath  at  all:  Now,  sir,  in  your 

contemplation  ? 
You  are  studying  to  become  a  great  wise  fellow? 
Boi,  Oh,  sir,  the  opinion  of  wisdome  is  a  foule 
terror, 
That  runs  all  over  a  man's  body:  if  simplicity 
Direct  us  to  have  no  evill,  it  directs  us  to  a 

happy 
Being :  for  the  subtlest  folly  proceedes  from  the 
Subtlest  wisdome  :  let  me  be  simply  honest. 
Ant,  I  doe  understand  your  in-side. 
Bos.  Do  you  so  ? 

Ant,  Because  you  would  not  seeme  to  appeare 
to  th*  world 
Puff'd  up  with  your  preferment,  you  continue 
This  out  of  fashion  melancholly :  leave  it,  leave  it. 
JBot.  Give  me  leave  to  be  honest  in  any  phrase, 
m  any 
Complement  whatsoever;  shaH  I  confesse  my 

selfe  to  you  ? 
I  looke  no  higher  than  I  can  reach  : 
They  are  tlie  gods,  that  must  ride  on  winged 

horses, 
A  lawyers  mule  of  a  slow  pace,  will  both  suit 
My  disposition,  and  businesse  :  for  (marke  me) 
When  a  man's  mind  rides  fiister  than  his  horse 

can  gallop. 
They  quickly  both  tyre. 

Ant,  You  would  looke  up  to  Heaven,  but  I 
thinke 
The  divell,  that  rules  i*  th'  aire,  stands  in  your 
Hght. 
Bos,  Gh  (sir)  you  are  lord  of  the  ascendant, 
Chiefe  man  with  the  dutchesse,  a  duke  wasyour 
Cosen  gennan  remov'd  :  say  you  were  lineally 
Descended  from  king  Pippin,  or  he  hiniselfe, 
AVkatofthis?  search  the  heads  of  the  ^reates^t 
rivers  in 


The  world,  you  shall  finde  tbei9  bot  bubbles  of 

water : 
Some  would  thinke  the  soulet  of  princes  veic 

brought 
Forth  by  some  more  weighty  cause,  than  tkoK 

of  meaner  persons, 
They  are  deceiv'd,  there  's  the  tame  band  to 

them : 
The  like  passions  sway  them,  the  same  nsu/m, 

that  makes 
A  vicar  to  soe  to  law  for  a  titbe-pig. 
And  undoe  his  neighbours,  makes  them  spoile 
A  whole  province,  and  batter  downe  goodl?   ^ 
Cities,  with  the  canon.  l&t? 

Dutch,  Your  arme,  Antonio,  do  I  not  grow 
I  ai|)  exceeding  short-winded  :  Bosola, 
I  would  have  you  (sir)  provide  for  me  a  Utter, 
Such  a  one  as  the  dutchesse  of  Florence  road  is. 
Bo$,  The  dutchesse  us'd  one  when  she  wis 

great  with  ohikle. 
Dutch,  I  thinke  she  did  :  cone  hither,  vend 
my  ruffe. 
Here,  when  ?  thou  art  such  a  tedious  lady;  tod 
Thy  breath  smels  of  lemmon  pila,  woud  tfao« 

hadst  done. 
Shall  I  swound  under  thy  fingers  ?  I  am 
So  troubled  with  the  mother. 
Bos,  I  feare  too  much. 
Dutch,  I  have  heard  you  say,  that  theFreock 
courtiers 
Weare  their  hats  on  fore  the  king. 
Ant,  I  have  seene  it. 
Dutch.  In  the  presence  ? 
Ant,  Yes.  [ftsbkwf 

Dutch.  Why  should  not  we  bring  up  tkit 
Tis  ceremony  more  than  duty,  that  consists 
In  the  remooving  of  a  piece  of  felt : 
Be  you  the  example  to  the  rest  o*  th*  coort. 
Put  on  your  hat  nrst. 

Ant,  You  must  pardon  me : 
I  have  seene,  in  colder  countries  than  in  Frsnce, 
Nobles  stand  bare  to  th'  prince;  and  the di^* 

tinction 
My  thought  shew'd  reverently. 

Bos,  1  have  a  present  for  your  grace. 
Dutch,  For  me,  sir  ? 
Bos,  apricocks  (madame).  |  ^ 

butch,  G  sir,  where  are  they  ? 
I  have  heard  of  none  to  yeere.. 
Bos,  Good,  her  colour  rises. 
Dutch,  Indeed  I  thanke  you  :  they  are  woo* 
drous  foire  ones : 
What  an  unskilfull  fellow  is  our  gardiner  ? 
We  shall  have  none  this  moneth. 
Bos,  Will  not  your  grace  pare  them  ? 
Dutch.  No,  they  taste  of  muske  (methinkcs) 

indeed  they  doe. 
Bos,  1  know  not :  yet  I  wish  yoor  gr^ce  kid 

parde  *em, 
Dutch,  Why? 

Bos,  I  forgot  to  tell  you  the  l^nave  gardiscff 
^nly  to  raise  his  prpftt  by  tk^pm  tiMS  (QonerA 
Did  ripen  them  in  horse-dang. 
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Dutch,  Oyottjett: 
You  shall  judge :  pray  taste  one. 

Ant.  Indeed,  madaniy 
I  doe  not  love  the  fruit. 

Dutch,  Sir,  you  are  loath 
To  rob  us  of  our  dainties :  'tis  a  delicate  fruit, 
They  say  they  are  restorative  ? 

Bos.  Tis  a  pretty 
Art :  this  grafting. 

Dutch.  'Tis  so :  bettring  of  nature. 

Bos.  To  make  pippin  grow  upon  a  crab, 
A  dampson  on  a  blnck-tbome:  bow  greedily 
.  she  eats  them ! 

/A  whirlewinde  strike  00" these  bawd-farthingalls, 
For,  but  for  that,  and  the  loose-^^odied  gowne, 
I  should  have  diecover'd  ap^rently 
The  yong  spring-hall  cutting  a  caper  in  her 
belly. 

Dutch.  I  thanke  you  (Bosola)  they  were  right 
good  ones, 
If  they  do  not  make  me  sicke. 

Ant.  How  now,  madame  ? 
'l     Dni<h.  This  greene  fruit  and  my  stomacke 
are  not  friends. 
How  they  swell  roe ! 

Bot,  Nay,  you  are  too  much  sweird  already. 
^-    Dutch.  Ob,  I  am  io  an  extreane  cold  sweat. 
,   Bot.  I  am  very  sory. 

/  Dutch.  Lights'  to  my  chamber !  O,  good  An- 
/  tonio, 

^1  feare  I  am  undone.  [Ejfit  Dutch4S9e. 

Del.  Lights  there!  lig;hts! 

Ant.  O  my  trusty  Delio,  we  are  lost : 
I  feare  she  *s  ftiloe  in  labour :  and  there  *8  left 
l^o  time  fop  her  remove. 

Del.  Have  you  prepared 
Those  ladies  to  attend  her  ?  and  procurM 
Tliat  politique  safe  conveyaaoe  for  the  mid-«wife 
Your  dutchesse  plotted  ? 

Ant.  }  have. 

Del.  Make  use  then  of  this  fofc'd  occasion : 
Give  out  that  Bosola  hath  poyson'd  her. 
With  these  apricocks :  that  will  give  some  colour 
JFor  her  keeping  close. 

Ant.  Fye,  fye,  the  physitians 
Will  then  flocke  to  her. 

Del,  For  that  you  may  pretend 
She  Ml  use  some  prepar'd  antidote  of  her  own^ 
Least  the  physitians  shoqld  repoyson  her. 

Ant.  I  am  lost  in  amazement:  I  know  not 
what  to  think  on  't.  [Exeunt, 


SCENA  II. 

Bosola,  Old  Lady,  Antokio,  Rodorico,  Gri- 
soLAN,  Servants,  Delio,  Cariola. 

*\     Jlofk  So  s0  :  there  Vno  question  bat  her  teatch- 

j  ives 

ykod  most  viUleroof  eating  of  the  apricoeks^  afe 
I  /  apparant 

^  Signea  of  breeding,  niow  ? 

0.  Ladif.  I  am  Ml  haute  (sir)^ 


Bos.  There  was  a  yonp  waiting-woman  bad 
a  monstrous  desire 
To  see  the  glasse-house. 

O.  Ladjf.  Nay,  pray  let  me  go. 
Bos.  And  it  was  only  to  know  what  strange 
instrument  it  was, 
Should  swell  up  a  glasse  to  the  fashion  of  a  wo- 
mans  belly. 
0.  Lady.  I  will  heare  no  more  of  the  glasse- 
house. 
You  are  still  abusing  women  ? 
Bos.  Who  I  ?  no,  only  (by  the  way  now  and 
then)  mention 
Your  frailties.    The  orrenge  tree  beare  ripe  and 

greene 
Fruit,  and  blossoms  altogether:  aad  some  of  yon 

give  entertainment 
For  pure  love :  but  more,  tor  niore  preceioos  re* 
ward.    The  lusty  -» 

Spring  smels  well :  but  drooping  autuv^ne  tasts  ; 
well.    If  we  > 

Have  the  same  golden  showres,  that  rained  ui 

the  time  of  Jupiter 
The  Thunderer,  you  have  the  same  dames  still, 

to  hold  up  their 
Laps  to  receive  them :  didst  thou  never  study  the 
mathematiques  ? 
O.  Lady,  What 's  that  (sir)  ?     . 
Bos.  Why,  to  know  the  tricke  how  to  make  ft 
many  lines  meete 
In  one  ceater :  Go,  go ;  give  your  foster-daugh- 
ters good  counsell. 
Tell  them  that  the  divell  takes  delight  to  haog 

at  a  woman^s  girdle 
Like  a  false  rusty  watch  that  she  cannot  disceme 

how 
The  time  passes. 

Ant,  Shut  up  the  court  gates. 
Rod.  Why,  sir?  what  *8  the  danger? 
Ant.  Shut  up  the  posternes  presently;  and 
call 
All  the  officers  o'  th'  court. 
Gris.  I  shall  instantly. 
Ant.  Who  keepes  the  key  o'  th'  park-g^te  } 
Rod.  Forobosco. 
Ant.  Let  him  bring 't  presently. 
ist  Serv,  Ob,  erentlemen  o'  th'  cour^  the  fbwl^ 

est  treason. 
Bos.  If  that  these  apricocks  should  be  poy« 
son*d  now, 
Without  my  knowledge. 

tst  Serv.  There  was  taken  even  now  a  Switieff 
In  the  dutchesse  bed-chamber. 
2d  Serv.  A  Switzer  ? 

1st  Serv.  With  a  pistoll  in  his  great  cod-piece. 
Bos,  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Ut  Serv.  The  cod-piece  was  the  case  for 't. 
2rf  Serv.  There  was  a  cunning  traitor. 
Who  would  have  searcb'd  his  cod-piece  ? 
1st  Serv.  True,  if  he  had  kept  out  of  the  ladies 
chambers  t 
And  all  the  mowldes  of  bis  battons  were  leadea 
bullets. 
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Zd  Serv.  Oh  wicked  caniball !  a  fire*lock  in  's 

cod-piece  ? 
ist  Serv.  T was  a  French  plot,  upon  my  life, 
2(/  Serv,  To  see  wluit  the  diveli  can  doe. 
Ant,  All  the  otficers  here. 
lit  Serv,  We  are. 
Ant.  Gentlemen, 
We  have  lost  much  plate  you  know ;  and  but 

this  evening 
Jewels,  to  the  value  of  four  thousand  duckats 
Are  missing  in  the  dutchesse  cabinet, 
Are  the  gates  shut  ? 
Ut  Serv.  Yes. 

Ant.  Tis  the  dutchesse  pleasure 
Each  officer  be  lock*t  into  his  chamber 
Tilt  the  sun  rising ;  and  to  send  the  keyes 
Of  all  their  chests,  and  of  their  outward  doores 
Into  her  bed-chamber :  she  is  very  sicke. 
Rod.  At  her  pleasure. 

Ant.  She  intreats  you  tak  't  not  ill :  the  inno- 
cent 
Shall  be  the  more  approvM  by  it. 
Bos,   Gentlemen  o'  tb'  wood-yard,  where  's 

your  Switzer  now  ? 
ist  Serv,  By  this  hand 'twas  aredibly  reported 

by  one  o*  th'  black-guard. 
Del,  How  fares  it  with  the  dutchesse? 
Ant,  She  *s  expos*d 
Unto  the  worst  of  torture,  paine  and  fear. 
Del.  Speake  to  her  all  happy  comfort. 
Ant,  How  I  do  play  the  foole  with  mine  owne 
danger ! 
You  are  this  night  (deare  friend)  to  post  to  Rome, 
My  life  lies  in  your  service. 
Del.  Do  not  doubt  me. 
Ant.  Oh,  'tis  farre  from  me :   and  yet  feare 
.  presents  me 
Somewhat  that  looks  hke  danger. 

Del.  Beleeve  it, 
,^Tris  but  the  shadow  of  your  feare,  no  more : 
How  superstitiously  we  mind  our  evils? 
'  The  throwing  downe  salt,  or  crossing  of  a  hare; 

Bleeding  at  nose,  the  stumbling  of  a  horse, 
/  Or  singing  of  a  cricket,  are  of  power 
\To  daunt  whole  man  in  us.     Sir,  fare  you  well; 
1  wish  you  all  the  joyes  of  a  blest  father; 
And  (for  my  faith)  lay  this  into  your  brest, 
Old  friends  (like  old  swords)  still  are  trusted  best. 
Cari,  Sir,  you  are  the  happy  fatlier  of  a  sonne, 
Your  wife  commends  him  to  you. 
Ant,  Blessed  comfort ! 
,  For  Heaven  sake  send  her  well :  I  Me  presently 
Go  set  a  figure  for  's  nativity.  [Exeunt, 


SCENA  III. 
BosoLA,  Antonio. 

Bos,  Sure  I  did  heare  n  woman  shneke :  list, 
hah! 
And  the  sound  came  (if  I  receiv'd  it  right) 
From  the  dutchesse  lodgings :  there 's  some  stra- 
tagem, 


In  the  confining  all  our  courtiers 
To  their  several  wards  :  I  must  have  part  of  it, 
IVIy  intelligence  will  frieze  else.     List  againe, 
It  may  be  'twas  the  melancliolty  bird, 
(Best  friend  of  silence  and  of  solitarines,) 
Theowle,  that  schream*d  so:   bah  !  Antonio? 
Ant.  I  heard  some  noyse  :  who  's  there?  what 

art  thou  ?  speak. 
Bos.  Antonio  ?  Put  not  your  faeCf  nor  bodj, 
To  such  a  forc'd  expression  of  fimre, 
I  am  Bosola  your  friend. 

Ant.  Bosola? 
(This  moale  do*s  underrain  me),  beard  yoa  sot 
A  noise  even  now  ? 
Bos.  From  whence  ? 
Ant.  From  the  dutchesse  lodging. 
Bos.  Not  I :  did  you  ? 
Ant.  I  did,  or  else  I  dream'd. 
Bos.  Let  *8  walk  towards  it. 
Ant.  No :  it  may  be  'twas 
But  the  rising  of  the  winde. 

Bos.  Very  likely : 
Methinkes  *tis  very  cold,  and  yet  you  sweat. 
You  looke  wildly. 

Ant.  I  have  bin  setting  a  figure 
For  the  dutchesse  jewels. 

Bos.  Ah,  and  how  falls  your  question  ? 
Do  you  find  it  radicall  ? 

Ant,  What 's  that  to  you  ? 
Tis  rather  to  be  questioned  what  designe  [ioes) 
(When  all  nien  were  commanded  to  their  Mf- 
Makes  you  a  night-walker. 

Bos.  In  sooth  I'le  tell  you : 
Now  all  the  court 's  asleepe,  I  thought  the  diveS 
Had  least  to  doe  here;  I  came  to  say  my  pnven; 
And  if  it  doe  offend  you,  I  doe  so. 
You  are  a  fine  courtier. 

Ant.  This  fellow  will  undoe  me ; 
You  gave  the  dutchesse  apricocks  to  day, 
Pray  Heaven  they  were  not  poysoo*d  ? 

Bos.  Poyson'd!  a  Spanish  fig 
For  the  imputation. 

Ant.  Traitors  are  ever  confident. 
Till  they  are  discovered.  There  were  jewels  stoloe 

too. 
In  my  conceit,  none  are  to  be  sa^>ected 
More  than  your  selfe. 

Bos.  You  are  a  false  steward. 

Ant.  SarVv  slave;  Tie  pull  thee  up  by  dx 

rootes. 
Bos.  May  be  the  ruyne  willcrusli  you  topeeces* 
Ant.  You  are  an  impudent  snake  indeed  (sir): 
Are  jTou  scarce  warme,  aud  doe  you  shew  yoor 

stin^? 
You  libell  well  (sir.) 

Bos.  No,  sir. 
Copy  it  out,  and  I  will  set  my  hand  to  *t 
Ant.  My  nose  bleeds.     One  that  were  tapeA^ 
stitious,  would  count 
This  ominous,  when  it  meerely  comes  by  chance. 
Two  Utters,  that  are  wrought  here  for  my  oane, 
Are  drown'd  in  blood,  meere  accident :  for  joa^ 
(sir)  rie  take  order ; 
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'th*  morne  you  shall  be  safe;   'tis  that  most 

colour 
[er  lying  in ;  sir,  this  dore  you  passe  not : 
doe  not  hold  it  fit,  that  you  come  ueere 
'be  dutchesse  lodgings,  till  you  have  quite  your 

selfe ; 
jfte  great  are  like  the  base ;  nay,  they  are  the 

tame, 
Vhen  they  seeke  shamefuU  waies,  to  avoyd  shame, 

[Exit. 
Bos,  Antonio  here  about  did  drop  a  paper, 
lome  of  your  helpe  (false  friend) :  oh,  here  it  is : 
Vhat  's  here?  a  childes  nativity  calculated? 

[The  dutchesse  was  delivered  of  a  sonne  Uweene 
the  houres  twelve  and  one,  in  the  night,  anno 
Dom.  1504,  (that  *s  thisyeer,)  decimo  nono 
Decembris,  (that  '«  this  night,)  taken  ac- 
cording to  the  Meridian  of  MalJ'y  ;  (that  *s 
our  dutchesse  :  happy  discovery  !)  the  lord 
of  the  first  house  being  combust  in  the  ascend- 
ant, signifies  short  life :  and  Mars  being  in 
a  human  signe,joynd  to  the  taile  of  the  lira- 
eon,  in  the  eight  house,  doth  threaten  a  vio- 
lent death  ;  csetera  non  scrutantur.] 

Vhy  now  *cis  most  apparant :  this  precise  fellow 
J  the  dutchesse  bawde :  I  have  it  to  my  wish : 
This  is  a  parcell  of  intelligency 
!)ur  courtiers  were  cas*d  up  tor !  It  needes  must 

follow, 
That  I  must  be  committed,  on  pretence  . 
)f  poysooing  her:  which  Tie  endure,  and  laugh 

at: 
Tone  could  finde  the  father  now :  but  that 
rime  will  discover ;  old  Castruchio 
*  th*  morning  posts  to  Rome :  by  him  Tie  send 
II  letter,  that  shall  make  her  brothers  galls 
)re-flow  their  livers :  this  was  a  thrifty  way : 

Vhough  lust  doe  masque  in  nea*r  so  strange  dis- 
ihe  *s  oft  found  witty,  but  is  never  wise. 


SCENA  IV. 
Cardinall,  and  Julia,  Servant,  and'DELio, 

Card,  Sit :  thou  art  my  best  of  wishes,  pre- 
tbee  tell  me 
^bat  tricke  didst  thou  invent  to  come  to  Rome, 
Without  thy  husband  ? 

Jul,  Why  (my  lord)  I  told  him 
[  came  to  visit  an  old  anchorite 
^ere,  for  devotion. 

Card,  Thou  art  a  witty  false  one : 
[  nieane  to  him. 

Jul,  You  have  prevailed  with  me 
Beyond  my  strongest  tiioughts :  I  would  not  now 
Find  you  inconstant. 

Card.  Do  not  put  thy  selfe 
To  such  a  voluntary  torture,  which  proceed es 
[)ut  of  your  owne  guilt. 

Jul,  How  (my  lord  ?) 


Card.  You  feare  my  constancy,  because  yoa 
have  approov'd 
Those  giddy  and  wild  turning  in  your  selfe. 

Jul.  Did  you  ere  find  tb^m  ? 

Card.  Sooth  generally  for  women ; 
A  man  might  strive  to  make  glasse  male-able. 
Ere  he  should  make  them  fixed. 

Jul.  So,  (my  lord). 

Card,  We  had  need  go  borrow  that  fantastique 
glasse 
Invented  by  Galileo  the  Florentine, 
To  view  another  spacious  world  i'  th'  moone, 
And  look  to  finde  a  constant  woman  there. 

Jul.  This  is  very  well  (my  lord). 

Card.  Why  do  you  weep  ? 
Are  teares  your  justification?  the  selfe  same  teares 
Will  fall  into  your  husbands  bosome,  (ladv,) 
With  a  loud  protestation,  that  you  love  him 
Above  the  world :  come,  I'le  love  you  wisely. 
That  jealously,  since  I  am  very  certaine 
You  cannot  make  me  cuckould. 

Jul,  rie  go  home 
To  my  husband. 

Card,  You  may  thanke  me,  lady, 
I  have  taken  you  off  your  melancholly  pearch, 
Boare  you  upon  my  fist,  and  sliew'd  you  game. 
And  let  you  fiye  at  it :  I  prethee  kisse  me. 
When  thou  was*t  with  thy  husband,  thou  was't 

watch't 
Like  a  tame  elephant :  (still  you  are  to  thanks 

me :) 
Thou  hadst  only  kisses  from  him,  and  high  feed- 
ing,. 
But  what  delight  was  that?  'twas  just  like  one 
That  hath  a  little  fingring  on  the  lute, 
Yet  cannot  tune  it:  (still  you  are  to  thanke  me.) 

Jul.  You  told  me  of  a  piteous  wound  i'  th' 
heart. 
And  a  sicke  liver,  when  you  woed  me  first, 
And  spake  like  one  in  physicke. 

Card,  Who  's  that  ? 
Rest  firme,  for  my  affection  to  thee. 
Lightning  moves  slow  to  *t. 

Strv.  Mndnin,  a  gentleman 
That's  come  poste  from  Malfy,  desires  to  see  you. 

Card.  Let  him  enter,  I*le  withdraw.      [Exit, 

Serv.  He  saies, 
Your  husband  (old  Castruchio)  is  come  to  Rome, 
Moftt  pittifully  tyrM  with  riding  post. 

Jul.  Signior  Delio?  'tis  one  of  my  old  suitors. 

Del.  I  was  bold  and  come  to  see  you. 

Jul.  Sir,  you  are  welcome. 

Del.  Do  you  lie  here  ? 

Jul.  Sure,  your  owne  experience 
Will  satisfie  you  now,  our  Romane  prelates 
Do  not  keep  lodging  for  ladies. 

Del.  Very  well : 
I  have  brought  you  no  commendations  from  your 

husband, 
For  I  know  none  by  him. 

Jul.  I  heare  he 's  come  to  Rome. 

Del,  I  never  knew  man,  and  beast,  of  a  horse, 
I  and  a  knight. 
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So  waarj  of  each  others  if  he  had  had  a  good  hack. 
He  woiud  have  undertooke  to  have  borne  his 

hone. 
His  breech  was  so  pitifully  sore. 

Jul,  Yoar  laughter 
Is  my  piety. 

Del.  Ladyy  I  know  not  whether 
You  want  money,  but  I  have  brought  yOu  sotoie. 

JuL  From  my  husband  t 

Del.  No,  from  mine  own  allowance. 

JuL  I  must  heare  the  condition  ere  I  be 
bound  to  take  it. 

DeL  Look  on  %  'tis  gold,  hath  it  Hot  a  fine 
colour  ? 

Jul,  I  have  a  bird  more  bcaotifull. 

DeL  Try  the  sound  on  't. 

JuL  A  lute-string  far  exceeds  it. 
It  hath  no  smell,  like  cassia,  or  cyvit^ 
Nor  is  it  phisicali,  though  some  fond  doctors 
Perswade  us,  seetb*s  in  cnllisses,  I'le  tell  you, 
This  is  a  creature  bred  by— 

Serv,  Your  husband 's  come, 
Hath  deliver'd  a  letter  to  the  duke  of  Calabria, 

that, 
To  my  thinking,  hath  pot  him  out  of  his  wits. 

Jul.  Sir,  you  heare; 
Pray  let  me  know  yoUr  businesse,  and  your 

suite. 
As  briefly  as  can  be. 

DeL  With  good  speedy  I  would  wish  you 
(At  such  time,  as  you  are  non-resident 
With  your  husband)  my  mfstris. 

JuL  Sir,  He  go  aske  my  husband  if  I  shall. 
And  straight  retume  your  answer.  [E»it, 

DeL  Very  fine.    Is  this  her  wit,  or  honesty 
that  speak  thus  ? 
I  heard  one  say  the  duke  was  highly  mov'd 
With  a  letter  sent  from  Malfy :  I  do  feare 
Antonio  is  betray'd :  how  fearfally 
8hewes  his  ambition  now,  (unfortunate  fortune,) 
They   passe  through  wbirle-pooles,   and  deep 

wos  do  shun. 
Who  the  event  weigh,  ere  the  action  's  done. 


SCENA  V. 
Cardinally  an(/ Ferdinand,  with  a  letter. 

Fer.  I  have  this  night  di^d  up  a  maiMlarke. 

Card.  Say  you? 

Fer.  And  I  am  grown  mad  with  't. 

Card,  What 's  the  progedy  ? 

Fer.  Read  there,  a  sister  damn'd,  she  's  kx>se 
i'  th'  hilts : 
Growne  a  notorious  strumpet. 

Card.  Speake  lower. 

Fer,  Lower? 
Bogues  do  not  whisper  't  now,  hut  seeko  to 

publish 't, 
(As  servants  do  the  bounty  of  their  ler«b,) 
Aloud ;  and  with  a  covetous  searching  eye. 
To  marke  who  note  (hem :  Oh  confusion  sease 
her. 


nsotncff 


8bohaih  had  rooal  euntiiflg  Wn^dte  to  terve  bci 

turne. 
And  more  secure  ooni'eyeooes  for  1iitt| 
Than  townes  of  garrison  for  senhoe. 

Card,  Is  *l  possible? 
Can  this  be  certaine  ? 

J^.  Aubafbe,  oh  for  robftrtie 
To  purge  this  choUer,  here  *s  the  Cfuved  day 
To  prompt  my  memory,  aiid  here  't  shall  sticke 
Till  of  her  bleeding  heart  I  make  a  sponge 
To  wipe  it  out. 

Card.  Why  doe  you  make  yotir  wtAtt 
So  wild  a  tempest? 

Fer,  Woula  I  could  be  one. 
That  I  might  tosse  her  pallace  *bout  her  earo, 
Root  up  her  goodly  forrests^  blast  her  meadei, 
And  lay  her  generall  territory  as  waste. 
As  she  bath  done  her  honors. 

Card,  Shall  our  blood, 

grhe  royall  blood  of  Arragon,  and  Castile,) 
e  thusattaincted? 
Fer.  Apply  desperate  physicke. 
We  roust  not  now  use  balsamumy  bat  fire. 
The  smarting  cupping-glasse,  for  that  *s  the  neiae 
To  pui^ge  infected  blood,  (such  blood  as  hen:) 
Tliere  is  a  kinde  of  pitty  in  mine  eye, 
I  'le  give  it  to  my  hand-kercher ;   and  now  *tk 

here, 
I  'le  bequeath  this  to  her  hftsfard. 
Card.  What  to  doe? 
Fer.  Why  to  make  soft  lint  for 
wounds. 
When  I  have  hewed  her  to  peeces. 

Card.  Curs'd  creature ! 
Unequall  nature,  to  place  womens 
So  fiure  upon  the  left  side. 

Fer.  Foolish  men, 
That  ere  will  trust  their  honor  in  a  bttrke, 
Made  of  so  slight,  weake   buUmal^   as  thii 

woman, 
Apt  every  minute  to  sinhe  it. 

Card.  Thus 
Ignorance,  when  it  hath  purchas'd  honor. 
It  cannot  weild  it. 

Fer.  Me  thinkes  I  see  her  laughing; 
Excellent  Hyenna!    talke    Co  ase    mmktmht, 

quickly, 
Or  my  imagination  will  carry  me 
To  see  her  in  the  shameful!  act  ofsiBne. 
Card.  With  whom  ? 

Fer,  Happily,  with  some  ttMng  thigh'd  baif^ 
man? 
Or  one  th*  wood-yafd,  timt  caii  quoit  thesMir, 
Or  tosse  the  barre,  or  else  some  lovely  sqaire 
That  carries  coles  op  to  her  privaie  lodging 
Card.  You  flye  beyond  your  i^soa. 
Fer.  Go  to  (mistrit!) 
Tis  not  your  whores  «»tlke  Ihat  can  ^ae*A  *T 

wild-fire, 
But  your  whores  Mood. 

Card,  How  idlely  ohcwcs  tint  face ! 
Which  carries  you,  as  men  cM(?e/aby  witebo^ 
through  the  >yre^ 
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On  Tiolent  wbirle-windes :  this  intemperate  noise, 
Fitly  resembles  deafe  men*s  shrill  discourse. 
Who  talke  aloud,  thinking  all  other  men 
To  have  their  imperfection. 
.   Fer.  Have  not  you 
My  palsey  ? 

Card,  Yes,  I  can  be  angry 
Without  this  rapture,  there  is  not  in  nature 
A  thing  that  makes  man  so  deform*d,  so  beastly. 
As  doth  intemperate  anger:  chide  your  selfe, 
You  have  divers  men,  who  never  yet  exprest 
Their  strong  desire  of  rest,  but  by  unrest. 
By  vexing  of  themselves :  come,  pot  your  selfe 
In  tone* 

Fer.  So,  I  will  only  study  to  seeme 
The  thing  I  am  not:  I  could  kill  her  now. 
In  you,  or  in  my  selfe,  for  I  doe  think e 
It  is  some  sinne  in  us.  Heaven  doth  revenge 
By  her. 

Card.  Are  yoo  starke  mad  } 


Fer,  I  wonld  have  their  bodies 
Burnt  in  a  cole-pit,  with  the  venUige  stop'd, 
That  their  cursM  smoake  might  not  ascend  to 

Heaven : 
Or  dip  the  sheetes  they  lie  in,  in  pitch  or  sul- 
phure,  [match : 

Wrap  them  in  *t,  and  then  light  them  like  a 
Or  else  to  boyle  their  bastard  to  a  cuUif^se, 
And  giv  't  his  leacherous  father,  to  renew 
The  sinne  of  his  backe. 

Card,  I  'le  leave  you. 

Fer,  Nay,  I  have  done, 
I  am  confident,  had  I  bin  damn*d  in  hell, 
And  should  have  heard  of  this,  it  would  have 

put  me 
Into  a  cold  sweat !  In,  in,  I  Me  go  sleepe, 
Till  I  know  who  leapes  my  sister,  I  'le  not  stirre: 
That  knowne,  I  'le  finde  scorpions  to  sting  my 

whips. 
And  fix  her  in  a  geoerall  ecclipse.        lExeunL 


ACTUS  III. 


SCENA  I. 
AsTONio,  and  Delio,  Dutcliesse,  Ferdinand, 

BOSOLA. 

Ant,   Our  noble  friend,  (my  most  beloved 
Delio!) 
Oh,  you  have  bin  a  stranger  long  at  court. 
Came  you  along  with  the  lord  Ferdinand  ? 
DeL  I  did,  sir,  and  how  fares  your  noble 

dutchesse  ? 
Ant,  Eight  fortunately  well :  she 's  an  excel- 
lent 
Feeder  of  pedegrees:  since  you  last  saw  her. 
She  hath  had  two  children  more,  a  sonue  and 
daughter. 
Del.  Methmkes  't  was  yesterday :  let  me  but 
winke. 
And  not  behold  your  face,  which  to  mine  eye 
Is  somewhat  leaner,  verily  I  should  dreame 
It  were  within  this  lialfe  iionre. 

Ant,  You  have  not  beene  in  law  (friend 
Delio) 

Nor  in  prison,  nor  a  suitor  at  the  court. 
Nor  beg'd  the  reversion  of  some  great  roan's 
{  place, 

i  Nor  troubled  with  an  old  wife,  which  doth  make 
vYour  time  so  insencibly  hasten. 
Del,  Pray  sir,  tell  roe, 
Hath  not  this  newes  arrived  yet  to  the  eare 
Of  the  lord  Cardinall  ? 
Ant,  I  feare  it  hath, 
The  lord  Ferdinand  (that  's  newly  come  to 

court) 
Doth  beare  himselfe  right  dangerously. 
Del.  Pray  why? 

Ant.  He  is  so  quiet,  that  he  seeraes  to  sleepe 
The  tempest  out  (as  dormice  do  in  winter) : 

VOL.  Ill, 


r 


(: 


Those  houses  that  are  haunted,  are  most  8tiH, 
Till  the  divell  be  up. 

DeL  What  say  the  common  people  ? 

Ant.  The  common-rable  do  directly  say 
She  is  a  strumpet. 

Del,  And  your  graver  heads, 
(Which  would  be  politique,)  what  censure  they? 

Ant.  They  do  observe,  I  grow  to  infinite  pur- 
chase 
The  lefl  hand  way,  and  all  suppose  the  dotchesse 
Would  amend  it,  if  she  could  :  for,  say  they. 
Great  princes,  though  they  grudge  their  officers 
Should  have  such  large  and  unconfined  meanes 
To  get  wealth  under  them,  will  not  complaine, 
Lest  thereby  they  should  make  them  odious 
Unto  the  people,  for  other  obligation 
Of  love  or  marriage,  betweene  her  and  me, 
They  never  dreame  of. 

Del.  The  lord  Ferdinand 
Is  going  to  bed. 

Fer,  I  'le  instantly  to  bed, 
For  I  am  weary ;  I  am  to  be-speake 
A  husband  for  you. 

Dutch.  For  me,  sir?  pray  who  is  't? 

Fer,  The  great  count  Malateste. 

Dutch,  Fye  upon  him  !  ,  . 

A  count  ?  he  's  a  nieere  sticke  of  sugar-candy,^'  j 
(You  may  looke  quite  thorough  him :)  when  I 

choose 
A  hosband,  I  will  marry  for  your  honor. 

Fer,  You  shall  do  well  in  't :  how  is 't  (wor- 
thy Antonio?) 

Dutch,  But  (sir)  I  am  to  have  private  confer- 
ence with  you 
About  a  scandalous  report,  is  spread 
Touching  mine  honor. 

Fer,  Let  roe  be  ever  deafe  to  't : 
One  of  Pasquils  paper-bullets,  court  calumney, 
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A  pestilent  ayre,  which  princes  pallaces 

Are  seldome  purg'd  off:  yet,  say  that  it  were 

true, 
I  poure  it  in  your  bosome,  my  fix'd  love, 
Wogld  strongly  excuse,  extenuate,  nay  deny 
Faults  were  tbey  apparent  in  you :  go,  be  safe 
Xn  your  owne  innocency, 

Dutch.  Oh  bless'd  comfort ! 
\    This  deadly  a^t.is  purgM.  {^Exeunt, 

Fer.  Her  gunt  treads  on 
Hot  burning  cultures :  now,  Bosola, 
How  thrives  our  intelligence  ? 

Bos,  Sir,  uncertainly ; 
Tis  rumourM  she  hath  had  three  bastards,  but 
"By  whom,  we  may  go  read  i*  th*  starres. 

Fer.  Why,  some 
IJold  opinion,  all  things  are  written  there. 

Bws.  Yes,  if  we  could  fiode  spectacles  to  relid 
them ; 
J  do  suspect,  there  bath  bin  some  sorcery 
Us'd  on  the  dutchesse. 

Fer,  Sorcery,  to  what  purpose  ? 

Bo9,  To  make  her  dote  on  some  desertles 
fellow. 
She  shames  to  acknowledge. 

Fer*  Can  your  faith  give  way 
To  thinke  there 's  power  in  potions,  orincharmes, 
To  make  us  love,  whether  we  will  or  no  ? 

B09.  Most  certainly.  [things 

Fer.  Away,  these  are  meere  galleries,  horred 
Invented  by  some  cheating  mounte-banckes 
70  abuse  US:   do  yoi^  thinke  that  heroes,  or 

charmes 
Can  force  the  will  ?  Some  trialls  have  bin  made 
In  this  foolish  practise;  but  the  ingredients 
Were  lenative  poysons,  such  as  are  offeree 
To  make  the  patient  mad;  and  straight  the 

witch 
Sweares  (by  equivocation,)  they  are  in  love. 
The  witdi-crall  lies  in  her  rancke  blood :  this 

night 
I  will  force  confessiqn  from  her :  you  told  me 
You  bad  got  (within  these  two  dayes)  a  false 

key 
Into  her  bedwcharober. 

Bos.  I  have. 

Fer,  As  I  would  wi^h. 

Bo».  What  doe  you  intend  to  do? 

Fer.  Qan  yQu  gnesse  ? 

Bot,  No. 

Fer.  Do  not  aske  then  : 
He  that  can  compasse  me,  and  know  my  drifts, 
May  9ay  he  hath  put  a  girdle  *bout  the  world. 
And  sounded  all  her  quick-sands. 

Bos.  I  doe  not 
^inke  so, 

Fer.  What  do  you  thinke  then,  pr^y  ? 

Bos,  That  you  are 
Your  owne  chronicle  too  much :  and  grosly 
Flatter  your  selfe. 

Fer.  Give  me  thy  hand,  I  thnnke  thee : 
J  never  gave  pension  but  to  flatterers, 
Tul  I  eptertoiued  thee :  farewell. 


That  friend  a  great  ntan's  mine  stro. 

checks^ 
Who  railes  into  his  belief e^  all  hit  deft 


SCENA  II. 

Dutchesse,  Antonio,  Cariola,  FEROiXi 
BosoLA,  Officers. 

Dutch.  Bring  me  the  casket  hither,  an 
glasse ; 
You  get  no  lodging  here,  to  night,  (my  lor 

Ant.  Indeed  I  must  perswade  one. 

Dutch.  Very  good : 
I  hope  in  time  't  will  grow  into  a  castome, 
That  noble  men  shall  come  with  cap  and  k 
To  purchase  a  nights  lodging  of  their  wive 

Ant.  I  must  lye  here. 

Dutch.  Must  ?  you  are  a  lord  of  mi»-nil 

Ant.  Indeed,  my  rule  is  only  in  the  n^l 

Dutch.  To  what  use  will  you  put  me? 

Ant.  We  'II  sleep  together. 

Dutch.  Alas !  what  pleasure  can  two  1 
find  in  sleepe  ? 

Cari.  My  lord,  I  lye  with  her  often;  1 
know 
She  '11  much  disquiet  you. 

Ant.  See,  you  are  complain'd  of. 

Cari.  For  she  's  the  sprawl ingst  bedfellc 

Ant.  I  shall  like  her  the  better  for  that. 

Cari.  Sir,  shall  I  aske  you  a  question  } 

Ant.  I  pray  thee,  Cariola. 

Cari,  Wherefore  still  when  you  lye  wit 
lady 
Do  you  rise  so  early  ? 

Antf  Labouring  men 
Count  the  clocke  ofcnest,  Cariola, 
Are  glad  when  their  task  's  ended. 

Dutch.  1  *le  stop  your  mouth. 

Ant.  Nay,  that  *s  but  one,  Venus  hac 
soft  doves 
To  draw  her  chariot :  I  must  have  anothei 
W(ien  wilt  thoij  marry,  Cariola  ? 

Cffri-  Never  (my  lord). 

Ant.  O  fie  upon  this  single  life !  forgo  i( 
We  read  how  Daphne,  for  her  peevish  slig 
Became  a  fruitlesse  bay-tree :  Siriux  tumN 
To  the  pale  empty  reede :  Anaxarate 
Was  frozen  into  marble :  whereas  those 
Which  married,  or  prov'd  kind  onto  their  fri 
Were,  by  a  gracious  influence,  traoshap*d 
Into  the  olive,  pomgranet,  niulbery  : 
Became  flowers,   precious  stones,  or  en 
starres. 

Cari,  This  is  a  vaine  poetry ;  bat  I  pra; 
tell  me. 
If  there  were  proposed  me,  wisdome,  riches 

beauty. 
In  three  severall  yong  men,  which  sboi 
choose  f 

Ant.  Tis  a  hard  question:    this  ifas 
case, 
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And  he  was  blind  in  \  nnd  there  was  great  cause : 
For  buw  was  'c  possible  he  should  judge  right,  • 
Having  three  amorous  goddesses  in  view. 
And  they  starke  naked :  't  was  a  motion 
Were  able  to  benight  the  apprehension 
Of  the  severest  counsellor  of  £urope. 
Now  I  looke  on  both  your  faces,  so  well  form*d> 
It  puts  me  in  minde  of  a  question,  I  would  aske. 

Can,  What  is 't  f 

Ant,  I  doe  woiider  why  hard-favour*d  ladies. 
For  the  roost  part,  keepe  worse  favoured  wayiiog 

women. 
To  attend  them,  and  cannot  endure  faire  ones. 

Dutch,  Oh,  that 's  soone  answer*d. 
I3id  you  ever  in  your  life  know  an  ill  painter 
Desire  to  have  his  dwelling  neiLt  doore  to  the 

shop 
Of  an  excellent  picture- maker?  'twould  disgrace 
His  face-making,  and  undo  him :  I  pre-thee 
When  were  we  merry?  my  haire  tangles. 

Ant,  Pray-thee,  Cariola,  let's  steale  forth  the 

room, 

And  let  her  talke  to  her  selfe:  I  have  divers  times 

Served  her  the  hke  when  she  had  chafd  extreamely : 

I  love  to  see  her  angry :  softly,  Cariola.  [Exeunt, 

Dutch,  Doth  not  the  colour  of  my  haire  'gin 
to  change  ? 
When  I  waxe  gray,  I  shall  have  all  the  court 
Powder  their  haire  with  arras,  to  be  like  me : 
You  have  cause  to  love  me,  I  entred  into  my 

heart 
Before  you  would  vouchsafe  to  call  for  the  keyes. 
We  shall  one  day  have  my  brothers  take  you 

napping: 
-Me  thinkes  his  presence  (being  now  in  court) 
Should  make  you  keep  your  own  bed:    but 

you  Ml  say 
Love  mixt  with  feare,  is  sweetest:  IMe  assure  you 
Yon  shall  get  no  more  children  till  my  brothers 
Consent  to  bee  your  gossips :  have  you  lost  your 

tongue  ?  'tis  welcome : 
For  know,  whether  I  am  doomb*d  to  live  or  die, 
I  can  do  both  like  a  prince. 

[Ferdinand  gives  her  a  poniard, 

Fer,  Die  then,  quickly : 
Vertne,  where  art  thou  hid  ?  what  hideous  thing 
Is  it,  that  doth  clip  thee? 

Dutch,  Pray,  sir,  heare  roe. 

Fer,  Or  is  it  true,  thou  art  but  a  bare  name. 
And  no  essential!  thing  ? 

Dutch,  Sir? 
.    Fer,  Do  not  speake. 

Dutch.  No,  sir : 
I  will  plant  my  soule  in  mine  eares,  to  heare  you. 

Fer»  Oh  must  imperfect  light  of  humane  rea- 
son; 
That  mak*st  so  unhappy,  to  fore-see 
What  we  can  least  prevent.    Pursue  thy  wishes, 
And  glory  in  tliem :  there 's  in  shame  no  comfort, 
But  to  be  past  all  bounds,  and  sense  of  shame. 

Dutch,  I  pray,  sir,  heare  me :  I  am  manned. 

Fer,  So.  [that, 

Dutch.  Happily,  not  to  your  liking :  but  for 


Alas !  your  sheeres  do  come  untimely  now 
To  clip  the  birds  wings,  that 's  already  flowne : 
Will  you  see  my  husband  ? 

Fer.  Yes,  if  I 
Could  change  eyes  with  a  basilisque. 

Dutch.  Sure,  you  came  hither 
By  bis  cbn6deracY« 

Fer.  The  howling  of  a  wolfe 
Is  musicke  to  the  (screch-owle)  prethee  peace ; 
What  ere  thou  art,  that  hast  enjoj^*d  my  sister, 
(For  I  am  sure  thou  heardst  me,)  for  mine  owne 

sake 
Let  roe  not  know  thee :  I  came  hither,  prepared 
To  worke  thy  discovery ;  yet  am  now  perswaded 
It  would  beget  so  violent  effects 
As  would  damne  us  both :  I  would  not  for  ten 

millions 
I  had  beheld  thee ;  therefore  use  all  meanes 
I  never  may  have  knowledge  of  thy  nnine; 
Enjoy  thy  lust  still,  and  a  wretched  lite. 
On  that  condition :  and  for  thee  (wilde  woman) 
If  thou  doe  wish  thy  leacher  may  grow  old 
In  thy  embracements,  I  would  have  tliee  build 
Such  n  roome  for  him  as  our  anchorites 
To  holier  use  inhabite :  let  not  the  sun 
Shine  on  him,  till  he  's  dead :  let  dogs  and  mon- 
keys 
Only  converse  with  him,  and  such  dumbe  things 
To  whom  nature  denies  use,  to  sound  his  name. 
Doe  not  keepe  a  paraqueto,  lest  she  learne  it ; 
If  thou  doe  love  him,  cut  out  thine  owne  tongue, 
Lest  it  bewray  him. 

Dutch.  Why  might  not  I  marry? 
I  have  not  gone  about,  in  this,  to  create 
Any  new  world,  or  custome. 

Per,  Thou  art  undone. 
And  thou  hast  taiue  that  massy  sheet  of  lead 
That  lud  thy  husbands  bones,  and  foulded  it 
About  my  heart. 

Dutch.  Mine  bleedes  for 't. 

Fer.  Thine?  thy  heart? 
What  should  I  name  't,  unlesse  a  hollow  bullet 
Fiird  with  unquenchable  wild-fire  ? 

Dutch.  You  are  in  this 
Too  strict ;  and  were  you  not  my  princely  bro- 
ther 
I  would  say  too  wilful! :  my  reputation 

Is  safe. 

Fer,  Dost  thou  know  what  reputation  is, 

rie  tell  thee  to  small  purpose,  since  th'  in- 
struction 

Comes  now  too  late. 

Upon  a  time,  reputation,  love,  and  death, 

Would  travell  o're  the  world :  and  it  was  con- 
cluded . 

That  they  should  part,  nnd  toke  three  several!/ 
wayes :  \ 

Death  told  them,  they  should  find  him  in  great  | 
battailes;  / 

Or  cities  plagu'd  with  plagues :  Love  gives  them  i 
counsell  ,  ; 

To  enquire  for  him  'mongst  unambitious  sfaep- 
beids, 


L 


THE  DUTCHESSE  OF  MALFY. 


[Webster. 


I 


Where  dowries  were  not  talkt  of:  and  some- 
times 

I  'Mongst  quiet  kindred,  that  bad  nothing  left 
I  By  their  dead  parents :  sta^,  (quoth  reputation,) 
j  'Do  not  forsake  me  :  for  it  is  my  nature, 
I  If  once  I  part  from  any  man  J  meet, 
(J[  am  never  found  againe :  and  so,  for  you : 
You  have  shooke  hands  with  reputation, 
And  made  him  invisible :  so  fare  you  well. 
I  will  never  see  you  more. 

Dutch,  Why  sliould  only  I, 
Of  all  the  other  princes  of  the  world. 
Be  cas'd  up,  like  a  holy  relique  ?  I  have  youth, 
And  a  little  beauty. 

Fer.  So  you  have  some  virgins, 
That  are  witches :  I  will  never  see  thee  more. 

[Exii. 
Dutch,  You  saw  this  apparition. 

Enter  Antonio  with  a  PittolL 

Ant,  Yes ;  we  are 
Betraid :  how  came  he  hither  ?  I  should  turne 
This  to  thee,  for  that. 

Cari.  Pray  sir  doe :  and  when 
That  you  have  cleft  my  heart,  you  shall  reade 

there. 
Mine  innocence. 

Dutch.  Tliat  gallery  gave  him  entrance. 

Ant.  I  would  this  terrible  thing  would  come 
againe. 
That  (standing  on  my  guard)  I  might  relate 
My  warrantable  love  :  ha  !  whatmeanes  this? 

Dutch.  He  left  this  with  me. 

[She  shewet  the  ponyard. 

Ant,  And  it  seemes,  did  wish 
You  would  use  it  on  your  selfe. 

Dutch,  His  action 
Seem'd  to  intend  so  much. 

Ant,  This  hath  a  handle  to  't. 
As  well  as  a  point,  turne  it  towards  him. 
And  so  fasten  the  keene  edge  in  his  rancke  gall : 
How  now  ?  who  knocks  ?  more  earthquakes  ? 

Dutch,  I  stand 
As  if  a  myne,  beneath  my  feet,  were  ready 
To  be  blowne  up. 

Cari,  Tis  Bosola. 

Dutch,  Away, 
Oh  misery,  me  thinkes  onjnst  actions 
Should  weare  these  masques,  and  cortaiues ;  and 

not  we : 
You  most  instantly  part  hence,  I  have  fashiooM 
it  already.  [Ej[it  Antonio. 

Bot.  The  duke  ^oar  brother  19  tane  up  in  a 
whirle  wind. 
Hath  tooke  horse,  and  's  rid  poste  to  Rome. 

Dutch,  So  late  ? 

Bof.  He  told  me, '  (as  he  mounted  into  th* 
saddle,) 
You  were  undone. 

Dutch,  Indeed,  I  am  very  neere  it. 

Bot,  What  *s  the  matter  ? 

^tch,  Antonio,  the  master  of  our  houshold, 
Hath  dealt  so  fidaely  with  me,  in  's  accounts : 


My  brother  stood  engag*d  with  me  for  money 
Ta*ne  up  of  certaine  Neopolitane  Jewes, 
And  Antonio  let  ^s  the  bonds  be  forfeit. 
Bof.  Strange,  this  is  cunning. 
Dutch.  And  hereupon 
My  brothers  bills  at  Naples  are  protested 
Against :  call  up  the  officers. 

Boi,  I  shall.  [Eiit, 

Dutch.  The  place  that  yon  must  flye  to,  b 
Ancona ; 
Hire  a  house  there.    Fie  send  after  you 
My  treasure,  and  my  jewels :  our  weake  safely 
Runs  upon  ingenious  wheeles ;  short  sillables 
Must  stand  for  periods :  I  must  now  accose  joa 
Of  such  a  fained  crime,  as  Tasso  calls 
Magnanima  mensogna,  a  noble  lye. 
Cause  it  must  shield  our  honors :  barke,  they  tit 
comming. 
Ant,  Will  your  grace  heare  me? 
Dutch.  I  have  got  well  by  you :    yoa  km 
yeelded  me 
A  million  of  losse;  I  am  like  to  inherit 
Tlie  peoples  corses  for  your  stewardship : 
You  had  the  tricke,  in  audit  time  to  be  sicke, 
Till  1  had  signed  your  quietus ;  and  that  d^i 

you 
Without  helpe  of  a  doctor.     Gentlemen, 
I  would  have  this  man  be  an  example  to  yoa  ill, 
So  shall  yon  hold  my  favour :  I  pray  let  hira; 
For  h*  as  done  that  (alas  !)   you   would  not 

thinke  of. 
And  (because  I  intend  to  be  rid  of  him) 
I  meane  not  to  publbh :  use  your  fortune  els^ 
where. 
Ant.  I  am  strongly  arm'd  to  brooke  my  ovcp- 
throw. 
As  commonly  men  beare  with  a  hard  yeere: 
I  will  not  blame  the  cause  on't ;  but  doe  thinke 
The  necessity  of  my  malevolent  starre 
Procures  this,  not  her  humour :  O  the  inconstant 
And  rotten  ground  of  service,  you  may  see: 
Tis  ev*n  like  him,  that  in  a  winter  night 
Takes  a  long  slumber  ore  a  dying  fire ;       [cold. 
As  loath  to  part  from  't :  yet  parts  thence  art 
As  when  he  nrst  sate  downe. 
Dutch.  We  doe  confiscate 
(Towards  the  satisfying  of  your  accounts) 
All  that  you  have. 

Ant.  I  am  all  yours :  and  'tis  very  fit 
All  mine  should  be  so. 

Dutch.  So,  sir;  you  have  your  passe. 
Ant.  You  may  see  (gentlemen)  what  'tis  to 
serve 
A  prince  with  body  and  sotile.  [Exit. 

Bo$.  Here  's  an  example  for  extortion ;  what 
moisture  is  drawne  out  of  the  sea,  when  fbule 
weather  comes,  powres  downe,  and  runs  into 
the  sea  againe. 

Dutch.  I  would  know  what  are  your  opinioos 
Of  this  Antonio.  *^ 

id  Of,  He  could  not  abide  to  see  a  pigs  head 
gaping, 
I  thought  your  grace  would  finde  him  a  Jew. 
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Sd  Of,  I  would  yoa  bad  bin  officer,  for  yonr 

owne  sake. 
4th  Of,  You  would  have  had  more  money. 
Itt  Q^  He  stop'd  his  eares  with  blacke  wooll : 
and  to  those  came 
To  bim  for  money  said  he  was  tbicke  of  hearing;. 
%d  Of  Some  said  he  was  an  hermopbrobite, 

for  be  could  not  abide  a  woman. 
Ath  Of  How  scurvy  proud  would  be  looke, 
wheu  the  treasury  was  full ! 
Well,  let  bim  go. 
^    Ut  Of  Yes,  and  the  clappings  of  the  buttery 

flye  after  bim, 
^o  scowre  his  golden  chaine. 

Dutch.  Leave  iis:   what  doe  you  thinke  of 

these? 
Bo$.  That  these  are  rogues ;  that  in  's  pro- 
sperity, 
But  to  have  waited  on  this  fortune,  could  have 

wish'd 
His  dirty  stirrop  rivited  through  their  noses: 
And  foUow'd  after 's  mule,  like  a  beare  in  a  rine. 
Would  have  prostituted  their  daughters  to  bis 

lust: 
Made  their  first-borne  intelligencers:    thought 

none  happy 
But  such  as  were  borne  under  his  planet : 
And  wore  bis  livery :  and  doe  these  lice  drop  o£f 

now? 
Well,  never  looke  to  have  the  like  agaioe : 
He  hath  left  a  sort  of  flattring  rogues  behind  him. 
Their  doome  must  follow :  princes  pay  flatterers 
lo  their  owne  money ;  flatterers  dissemble  their 

vices. 
And  they  dissemble  their  lies;  that 's  justice: 
Alas !  poore  gentleman. 

Dutch,  Poore  ?  be  bath  amply  fill'd  bis  cofers. 
Bat.  Sure  he  was  too  honest :  Pluto,  the  god 
of  riches, 
When  be  's  sent  (by  Jupiter)  to  any  man, 
He  goes  limping,  to  signify  that  wealth 
That  comes  on  God's  name,  comes  slowly,  but 

when  he  's  sent 
On  the  divells  arrand,  he  rides  post,  and  comes 

in  by  scuttles : 
Let  me  shew  you,  what  a  most  unvalu*d  Jewell 
You  have  (in  a  wanton  humour)  throwne  away, 
To  blesse  the  man  shall  finde  him.    iie  was  an 

excellent 
Courtier,  and  roost  faithfull;  a  souldier^  that 

ibought  it 
As  beastly  to  know  his  owne  value  too  little. 
As  devillish  to  acknowledge  it  too  much. 
Both  bis  vertue  and  forme  deserv*d  a  farre  bet- 
ter fortune : 
His  discourse  rather  delighted  to  judge  it  selfe, 

than  shew  it  selfe. 
His  breast  was  fillM  with  all  perfection. 
And  yet  it  seem'd  a  private  whispering  roome. 
It  made  so  little  noyse  of 't. 

Dutch,  But  he  was  basely  descended. 
Bq§.  Will  you  make  your  selfe  a  mercinary 
herald, 


Rather  to  examine  menspedegrees  than  vertues? 

You  shall  want  him ; 

For  know  an  honest  states«inan  to  a  prince. 

Is  like  a  cedar  planted  by  a  spring, 

The  spring  bathes  the  trees  root,  the  gratefull 
tree 

Rewards  it  with  his  shadow :  you  have  not  done 
so. 

I  would  sooner  swim  to  the  Bermootha*s  on  two 
polititians 

Rotten  bladders,  tide  together  with  an  intelli- 
gencers heart-string, 

Than  depend  on  so  changeable  a  princes  favour. 

Fare  thee  well  (Antonio),  since  the  malice  of  the 
world 

Would  needs  downe  with  thee,  it  cannot  be  said 

yet 

That  any  ill  happened  untoithee,  considering  thy 

fall 
Was  accompanied  with  vertue. 

Dutch,  Ob,  you  render  me  excellent  musicke. 

Bos.  Say  you? 

Dutch.  This  good  one  that  you  speake  of,  is 
my  husband. 

Bos,  Do  I  not  dreame?  can  this  ambitious 
age 
Have  so  much  goodnes  in 't,  as  to  prefer 
Of  wealth  and  painted  honors?  possible? 

Dutch,  I  have  bad  three  children  by  him. 

Bos,  Fortunate  lady  1  . 
For  you  have  made  your  private  nuptiall  bed 
The  humble  and  fairc  seminary  of  peace. 
No  Question  but  many  an  unbenefic*d  scholler 
Shall  pray  for  you,  for  this  deed,  and  rejoyce 
That  some  preferment  in  the  world  can  yet 
Arise  firom  merit.    The  virgins  of  your  land 
(That  have  no  dowries)  shall  hope  your  example 
Will  raise  them  to  rich  husbands:  should  you 

want 
Souldiers,  'twould   make  the  very  Turks  and 

Moores 
Turne  Christians,  and  serve  you  for  this  act. 
Last,  the  neglected  poets  of  your  time. 
In  honour  of  this  trophee  of  a  man, 
Rais'd  by  that  curious  engine,  (your  white  band,) 
Shall  thanke  you,  in  your  grave,  for  't;   and 

make  that 
More  reverend  than  all  the  cabinets 
Of  living  princes.    For  Antonio, 
His  fame  shall  likewise  flow,  from  many  a  pen. 
When  heralds  shall  want  coates,  to  sell  to  men. 

Dutch,  As  I   taste  comfort  in  this  friendly 
speech, 
So  would  I  find  concealment. 

Bos.  O  !  the  secret  of  my  prince. 
Which  I  will  weare  on  th'  in-side  of  my  heart. 

Dutch.  You  shall  take  charge  of  all  my  coyiie, 
and  jewels. 
And  follow  him,  for  he  retires  himselfe 
To  Ancona. 

Bos.  So. 

Dutch.  Whether,  within  few  dayes, 
I  meane  to  follow  thee. 
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fiof.  Let  me  thinke : 
I  would  wish  your  grace  to  faigiie  a  pilgrimage 
To  our  lady  of  Loretto,  (scarce  seven  leagues 
From  faire  Ancona,)  so  may  you  depart 
Your  country  with  more  honour,  and  your  flight 
Will  seeme  a  princely  progresse,  retaining 
Your  usuall  traine  about  you. 

Dutch,  Sir,  your  direction 
Shall  lead  me  by  the  hand. 

Cari.  In  my  opinion 
She  were  better  progresse  to  the  bathes 
At  Leuca,  or  eo  visit  the  Spaw 
In  Germany,  for  (if  you  will  beleeve  me) 
I  do  not  like  this  jesting  with  religion. 
This  faiened  pilgrimage. 

DutM.  Thou  art  a  superstitious  foole ; 
Prepare  us  instantly  for  our  departure : 
Fast  sorrowes,  let  us  moderately  lament  them ; 
For  those  to  come,  seeke  wisely  to  prevent 
them.  [Exit. 

Bos,  A  poUtitian  is  the  divels  quilted  anvell ; 
He  fashions^ll  sinnes  on  him,  and  the  blowes 
Are  never  heard;  he  may  worke  in  a  ladies 

chamber, 
{As  here  for  proof,)  what  rests,  buti  reveale 
All  to  my  lord :  Oh  this  base  quality 
Of  inteligencers !  why,  every  quality  i'  th'  world 
Prefers  but  gaine,  or  commendation : 
Now  for  this  act,  I  nm  certaine  to  be  raisM, 
And  men  that  paint  weeds    (ta  the  life)    are 
prais'd.  lExit, 

SC  EN  A  III. 

Cardinally  Ferdinand,  Malateste,  Pescara, 
Silvio,  Delio,  Bosola. 

Card.  Must  we  turne  souldier  then } 

MaL  The  emperor, 
Hearing  your  worth  that  way,  (ere  you  attained 
This  reverend  garment)  joynes  you  in  commis- 
sion 
With  the  right  fortunate  souldier,  the  Marquis 

ofPescara, 
And  the  famous  Lanoy. 

Card.  He  that  had  the  honor 
Of  taking  the  French  king  prisoner? 

Mai.  The  same. 
Here  's  a  plot  drawne,  for  a  new  fortification 
At  Naples. 

Fer.  This  great  Count  Malateste,  I  perceive 
Hath  got  employment  ? 

Del.  No  employment  (my  lord) ; 
A  marginall  note  in  the  muster-booke^  that  he  is 
A  voluntary  lord. 

Fer.  He  's  no  souldier. 

DeL  He  ha 's  worne  gun-powder  in  's  hollow 
tooth,  for  the  tooth-ache. 

Sil.  He  come  to  the  leaguer,  with  a  full  intent 
To  eat  fresh  beefe  and  garlicke,  roeanes  to  stay 
Till  the  sent  be  gon,  and  straight  returne  to 
court. 

I>cL  He  hath  read  all  the  late  service, 


As  the  City  Chronicle  relates  it. 
And  keepes  two  painters  going,  only  to  expresse 
Battailes  in  model!. 
Sil.  Then  ly  '11  fight  by  the  booke. 
DeL  By  the  almanacke,  I  thinke 
To  choose  good  dayes,  and  shun  the  criticall;       | 
That 's  his  mistris  skarfe. 

Sil.  Yes,  he  protests 
He  would  do  much  for  that  taffita. 

Del.  I  thinke  he  would  run  away  from  a  bsl- 
taile 
To  save  it  from  taking  prisoner. 

Sil,  He  is  horribly  afraid 
Gun-powder  will  spoile  the  perfume  on  't. 

Del.  I  saw  a  Dutch-man  breake  his  pate  once 
For  calling  him  pot-gun,  be  made  his  head 
Have  a  boare  in  't  like  a  musket. 

Sil.  I  would  he  had  made  a  touch-hole  to 't 
He  is  indeed  a  guarded  sumpter  doth. 
Only  for  the  remoove  of  the  court. 

Pes.  Bosola  arriv'd  ?  what  should  be  the  bo- 
sinesse  ? 
Some  falling  out  amongst  the  cardinals. 
These  factions  amongst  great  men,  they  are  like 
Foxes,  when  their  heads  are  divided 
They  carry  fire  in  their  tailes,  and  all  the  coontrj 
About  them  goes  to  wracke  for  't. 
Sil.  What 's  that  Bosola  ? 
DeL  1  knew  him  in  Padua,   a  fantastiGsfl 
schollar, 
Like  such,  who  study  to  know  how  many  knots 

was  in 
Hercules  club,  of  what  colour  Achilles  beanl 

was, 
Or  whether  Hector  were  fiot  troubled  with  the 

tooth-ache : 
He  hath  studied  himselfe  halfe  bleare-ey'd,  to 

know  the 
True  semitry  of  Csesars  nose  by  a  shooing-honif, 

and  this 
He  did  to  gaine  the  name  of  a  speculative  man. 

Fes,  Marke  Prince  Ferdinand, 
A  very  salamander  lives  in  *s  eye. 
To  mocke  the  eager  violence  of  fire. 

Sil.  That  cardinal  hath  made  more  bad  hea 
with  his  oppression. 
Than  ever  Michael  Angelo  made  good  ones; 
He  lifts  up  's  nose,  like  a  foule  porpisse  before  t 
storme. 
Pes.  The  Lord  Ferdinand  laughes. 
DeL  Like  a  deadly  canon. 
That  lightens  ere  it  smonkes. 

Pes.  These  are  your  true  pangs  of  death. 
The  pangs  of  life,  that  struggle  with  great  states- 
men. 
DeL  In  such  a  deformed   silence,  witchei 

whisper  their  cliarmes. 
Card.  Doth  she  make  religion  her  riding  hood 
To  keep  her  from  the  sun  and  tempest  f 
Fer.  That:  that damnes her.     MetbinkeslKr 
fault,  and 
Beauty  blended  together,  shew  like  leprosie, 
The  whiter^  the  fouler :  I  make  it  a  question 


Webstek.] 


THE  DUTCHESSE  OF  MALFY. 


527 


Whether  her  beggerly  brats  were  ever  christ- 
ned. 

Card,    I  will  instantly  solicite  the  state  of 
Ancona 
To  have  them  banish'd.  • 

Fer,  You  are  for  I»retto  ? 
I  shall  not  be  at  your  ceremony :  fare  you  well. 
Write  to  the  duke  of  Malty,  my  yong  nephew. 
She  had  by  first  husband,  and  acquaint  him 
With  's  mothers  honesty. 

Bos,  I  will. 

Fer,  Antonio! 
A  slave  that  only  smell'd  of  ink  and  counters. 
And  nev'r  in  's  life  look'd  like  a  gentleman. 
But  in  the  audit  time ;  goe,  goe  presently, 
]Draw  me  out  an  hundred  and  filty  of  our  horse, 
And  meet  me  at  tlie  fort-bridge.  [Exeuni. 


SCENA  IV. 
Two  Pilgrimes  to  the  Shrine  of  our  Lady  of 

LORETTO. 

1st  Pilg,  I  have  not  seen  a  goodlier  shrive 
then  this. 
Yet  I  have  visited  many.  [^^y> 

^d  Pilg.  The  Cardinall  of  Arragon  is,  this 
To  resigne  his  cardinals  hat,  his  sister 
I>utchesse  likewise  is  arrivM  to  pay  her 
Vow  of  pilgrimage :  I  expect  a  noble  ceremony. 

tst  Pilg.  No  question : They  come. 

[Here  the  ceremony  of  the  Cardinals  enstaU 
mentf  in  the  habit  of  a  Souldier,  per/orm'd 
in  delivering  up  his  crosse,  haty  robes,  and 
ring,  at  the  shrive ;  and  investing  him  with 
sword f  helmety  shield,  and  spurs :  then  An- 
ton lo,  the  Dutchesse,  and  their  Children, 
(having presented  themselves  at  the  shrine,) 
are  (by  a  form  of  banishment  in  dumb' 
shew  expressed  towards  them  by  the  Cardi- 
nall and  the  State  of  Ancona)  banished. 
During  all  which  ceremony,  this  ditty  is 
sung  (to  very  solemn  musick)  by  divers 
church-men,  and  then  [£xeunt. 

Armes,  and  honors,  deck  thy  story, 
To  thy  fames  eternall  glory. 
Adverse  fortune  everfiie  thee.. 
No  disastrous  fate  come  nigh  thee. 
I  alone  will  sing  thy  prayses. 
Whom  to  honor,  vertue  raises  ; 
And  thy  study,  that  divine-is, 
Bent  to  marshal-discipline-is : 
Ijty  aside  all  those  robes  lie  by  thee, 
Crowne  thy  arts  with  amu :  they  HI  beautife 

thee, 
f)  worthy  of  worthiest  nam$,  adorn* d  in  this 

manner, 
JjCade  bravely  thy  forces  on,  under  war  war^ 

like  banner ; 
O,  ntayst  thou  prove  fortunate  in  all  marshall 

courses, 
puide  thou  still f  by  skill,  in  arts,  and  forces : 


Victory  attend  thee  nigh  whilst  fame  sings  loud 

thy  powers. 
Triumphant  conquest  crown  thy  head,  and  bless* 

ings  poure  downe  showres, 

1st  Pilg.  Heer  *s  a  strange  turne  of  state !  who 
would  have  thought 
So  great  a  lady  would  .have  match'd  her  selfe 
Unto  so  roeane  a  person  ?  yet  the  cardinall 
Bearrs  himselfe  too  cruell. 

ad  Pilg,  They  are  banish'd. 

1st  Pilg.  But  I  would  aske,  what  power  hath 
this  state 
Of  Ancona  to  determine  of  a  free  prince  ? 

2d  Pilg.  They  are  a  free  state,  sir,  and  her 
brother  shewed 
How  that  the  pope  fore^hearingof  her  loosenesse. 
Hath  seaz*d  into  the  protection  of  the  church 
Tite  dukedome,  which  she  held  as  dowager. 

1st  Pilg.  But  by  what  justice? 

2d  Pilg.  Sure  1  thinke  by  none. 
Only  her  brothers  instigation. 

1st  Pi/g.  What  was  it  with  such  yioleoce  bt 
took 
OflT  from  her  finger  ? 

2d  Pilg.  Twas  her  wedding-ring, 
Which  he  vow'd  shortly  he  would  sacrifice 
To  his  revenge. 

Ist  Pilg,  Alas,  Antonio, 
If  that  a  man  be  thrust  into  a  well. 
No  matter  who  sets  hand  to  't,  his  owne  weight 
Will  bring  him  sooner  to  th'  bottome:  come^ 

let 's  hence. 
Fortune  makes  this  conclusion  generall, 
**A11  things  to  help  th'  uqhappy  man  to  fall.*^ 

[Exeunt, 

SCENA  V, 

Antonio,  Dutchesse,  Children,  Cariola,  Ser- 
vants, BosoLA,  Souldiers,  with  Vi^arifs. 

Dutch,  Banish'd  Ancona  ? 

Ant,  Yes,  you  see  what  power 
Lightens  in  great  mens  breath. 

Dutch.  Is  all  our  traine 
Shrunke  to  this  poore  remainder? 

Ant,  These  are  poore  men, 
(Which  have  got  little  in  your  service,)  row 
To  take  your  fortune :  but  your  wiser  buntings 
Now  they  are  fledg'd,  are  gone. 

Dutch,  They  have  done  wisely. 
This  puts  me  in  minde  of  death ;  physitians  thus. 
With  their  hands  full  of  money,  use  to  giue  ore 
Their  patients. 

Ant.  Ri  jht  the  fashion  of  the  worid ; 
From  decaid  fortunes  every  flatterer  shrinkes ; 
Men  cease  to  build,  where  the  foundation  sinkes. 

Dutch,  1  had  a  very  strange  dream  to  night. 

Ant.  What  is 't? 

Dutch.  Methougbt  I  wore  my  coronet  of^tate^ 
And  on  a  sudden  all  the  diamonds 
Were  chang*d  to  pearles. 

Ant.  My  interpretatioii 
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Is,  you'll  weepe  shortly,  for  to  me,  the  pearles 

Do  signifieyou  tears. 

-    Dutch,  The  birds,  that  live  i*  th*  field 

On  the  wilde  benefit  of  nature,  live 

Happier  than  we;   for  they  may  choose  their 

mates, 
And  Carroll  their  sweet  pleasures  to  the  spring. 

Bos.  You  are  happily  ore-ta*ne. 

Dutch,  From  my  brother? 

Bos,  Yes,  from  the  lord  Ferdinand,  your  bro- 
ther. 
All  love  and  safety. 

Dutch.  Thov  dost  blanch  mischiefe, 
Wouldst  make  it  whiter    See,  see ;  like  to  the 

calme  weather 
At  sea,  before  a  tempest,  false  hearts  speake  faire 
To  tliose  they  intend  most  mischiefe. 

A  letter.   Send  Antonio  to  me,  I  want  his  head 
in  a  busines  :  (a  politicke  equivocation :) 
He  doth  not  want  your  counsell,  but  your  head; 
That  is,  he  cannot  sleepe  till  you  be  dead. 
And  here  's  another  pitfall,  that 's  strew*d  ore 
With  roses :  marke  it,  'tis  a  cunning  one. 

J  stand  ingngedfor  your  husband,  for  severall 

debts  at  Naples :  let  not 
That  trouble  him,  I  had  rather  have  his  heart 

than  his  money. 

And  I  beleeve  so  too. 

Bos.  What  doe  you  beleeve  ? 

Dutch,  That  he  so  much  distrusts  my  hus- 
bands love, 
He  will  by  no  meanes  beleeve  his  heart  is  with 

him 
Untill  he  see  it.  The  devill  is  not  cunning  enough 
To  circumvent  us  in  riddles. 

Bos.  Will  you  reject  that  noble  and  free  league 
Of  amity  and  love,  which  I  present  you  ? 

Dutch,  Their  league  is  like  that  of  some  po-. 
liticke  kings, 
Only  to  make  themselves  of  strength  and  power 
To  be  our  aftei^ruine:  tell  them  so. 

Bos.  And  what  from  you } 

Ant,  Thus  tell  him :  I  will  not  come. 

Bos,  And  what  of  this  f 

Ant.  My  brothers  have  dispers*d 
Bioud-hounds  abroad;   which  till  I  heare  are 

muzzeird ; 
No  truce,  though  hatched  with  nere  such  politicke 

skill, 
Is  safe,  that  hangs  upon  our  enemies  will. 
Tie  not  come  at  them. 

Bos.  This  proclaimes  your  breeding. 
Every  small  thing  drawes  a  base  roinde  to  feare. 
As  the  adamant  drawes  yron :  fare  you  well,  sir. 
You  ^hall  shortly  heare  from  's.  [Exit, 

Dutch.  I  suspect  some  ambush : 
Therefore,  by  all  my  love,  I  doe  conjure  you 
To  take  your  eldest  sonne,  and  fly  towards  Mil- 

laine ; 
Let  us  not  venture  all  this  poor  remainder  in  one 
unlucky  bottom. 

Ant,  You  couQseli  safely : 


Best  of  my  life,  farewell !  since  we  must  part. 
Heaven  hath  a  hand  in  't:  but  no  otherwise, 
Then  as  some  curious  artisc  takes  in  sunder 
A  clock,  or  lutch,  when  it  is  oat  of  frame  to 
briuf^t  in  better  order. 
Dutch.  I  know  not  which  is  best. 
To  see  you  dead,  or  part  with  you.  Farewel,  boj, 
Thou  art  hapy,  that  thou  haat  not  nnderstaudiog 
To  know  thjr  misery :  for  all  our  wit  and 
Reading  bnnn  us  to  a  truer  sence  of  sorroir : 
In  the  etemall  church,  sir,  I  doe  hope  we  shall 
not  part  thus. 
Ant.  Oh,  be  of  comfort ! 
Make  patience  a  noble  fortitude. 
And  think  not  how  unkindly  we  are  us  'd : 
**  Man  (like  to  cassia)  is  prov'd   best,  being 
bruis'd." 
Dutch.  Must  I,  like  to  a  slave-born  mffian, 
Account  it  praise  to  suffer  tyranny  ?  and  jet 
O  (Heaven  !)  thy  heavy  band  is  in  't.    I  hi?e 

seene 
My  little  boy  oft  scourge  his  top,  and  compared 
My  selfe  to 't :  naught  made  me  ere  go  r^ht, 
But  Heavens  scourge-stick. 

Ant.  Do  not  weep : 
Heaven  fashion*d  us  of  nothing ;  and  we  strife 
To  bring  our  selves  to  nothing.   Farewel,  Cariola, 
And  thy  sweet  armful.    If  I  do  never  see  tbee 

more. 
Be  a  good  mother  to  your  little  ones. 
And  save  them  from  the  tiger :  fare  yon  weO. 
Dutch.  Let  me  looke  upon  yon  once  more; 
for  that  speech 
Came  from  a  dying  father :  your  kiase  is  colder 
Then  that  I  have  seen  an  holy  anchorite 
Give  to  a  dead  mans  skull. 
Ant,  My  heart  is  turn*d  to  a  heavy  lump  of 
lead. 
With  which  I  sound  my  danger :  fare  you  well. 

[Exit. 
Dutch.  Mv  laurel  is  all  withered. 
Cari.  Looke  (madam)  what  a  troop  of  trm'd 
men 
Make  towards  us. 

Enter  Bosola,  with  a  Guard, 

Dutch.  O,  they  are  very  welcome : 
When  Fortunes  wheele  is   over-cbai^M  with 

princes. 
The  waight  makes  it  move  swift.    I  would  have 

my  ruine 
Be  sudden «  I  am  your  adventure,  am  I  not? 
Bos.  You  are,  you  must  see  your  hnsband  no 

more. 
Dutch,  What  devil  art  thoa,  that  coonter* 

feits  Heavens  thunder  ? 
Bos.  Is  that  terrible  ?  I  would  have  yoo  cell 
me 
Whether  is  that  note  worse,  that  frights  the  silj 

birds 
Out  of  the  corne,  or  that  which  doth-allufe  tbea 
To  the  nets  ?  you  have  bearkned  to  the  last  too 
much. 
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Dutch,  O  misery !  like  to  a  rusty  ore-chai^*d 
canoDy 
Shall  I  never  fly  in  pieces?    Come:   to  what 
prison  f 
Bos,  To  none.  % 

Dutch,  Whether  then  ? 
Bos.  To  your  palace. 

Dutch,  I  have  heard  that  Charons  boat  seryes 
to  convay 
Ail  ore  the  dismal!  lake,  but  brings  none  backe 
ngaine.  [pi^y* 

Bos,   Your  brothers  meane  you  safety  and 
Dutch,  Pity  !  with  such  a  pity  men  preserve 
alive 
Pheasants  and  quailes,  when  they  are  not  fat 
enough  to  be  eaten. 
Bos,  These  are  your  children  ? 
Dutch.  Yes. 
Bos,  Can  they  prattle  ? 
Dutch,  No. 
But  I  intend,  since  they  were  borne  accurs'd. 
Curses  shall  be  their  first  language. 

Bos,  Fye,  madam. 
Forget  this  base  low  fellow. 

Dutch,  Were  I  a  man,  I  Ml'd 
Beat  that  counterfeit  face  into  thy  other. 
Bos,  One  of  no  birth. 
Dutch,  Say  that  he  was  borne  meane : 
Man  is  most  nappy,  when  *s  owne  actions 


Be  arguments,  and  examples  of  his  vertue. 
Bos,  A  barren,  beggerly  vertue. 
Dutch,  I  pre-tbee  who  is  greatest,  can  you 

tell? 
Sad  tales  befit  my  woe:  I  'le  tell  you  one. 
A  salmon,  as  she  swam  unto  the  sea. 
Met  with  a  dog-fish,  who  encounters  her 
With  this  rough  language  :  Why  art  thou  so  bold 
To  mixe  thy  selfe  with  our  high  state  of  floods. 
Being  no  eminent  courtier,  but  one 
That  for  the  calmest,  and  fresh  time  o*  th*  yeert 
Do'st  live  in  shallow  rivers,  rank'st  thy  selfe 
With  silly  smylts,  and  shrympes?   and  darest 

thou 
Passe  by  our  dog-ship,  without  reverence  ? 
O  (quoth  the  salmon)  sister,  be  at  peace : 
Thanke  Jupiter,  we  bolh  have  pass  d  the  net, 
Our  value  never  can  be  truly  knowne, 
Till  in  the  fishers  basket  we  be  showne. 
r  th*  market  then  my  price  may  be  the  higher, 
Even  when  I  am  neerest  to  the  cooke,  and  fire. 
So,  to  great  men,  the  morrall  may  be  stretched; 
'*  Men  oft  are  valued  high,  when  th'  are  most 

wretched." 
But  come :    whither  you  please :    I  am  arm'd 

'gainst  misery : 
Bent  to  all  swayes  of  the  oppressors  will. 
Ther*s  no  deepe  valley,  but  neere  some  great  hill. 

[Exit, 


f 


ACTUS  IV. 


SCENA  I. 

Ferdinand,  Bosola,  Dutchesse,  Cariola, 

Servants, 

Fer.  How  doth  our  sister  dutchesse  beare  her 
selfe 
In  her  imprisonment? 

Bos.  Nobly :  I  Me  describe  her : 
She  's  sad,  as  one  us'd  to  't :  and  she  seemes 
Rather  to  welcome  the  end  of  misery 
Then  shun  it :  a  behaviour  so  noble, 
As  gives  a  majesty  to  adversity : 
You  may  discerne  the  shape  of  lovelinesse 
More  perfect,  in  her  teares,  then  in  her  smiles; 
She  will  muse  foure  houres  together :  and  her 

silence 
(Methinkes)  expresseth  more,  then  if  she  spake. 
Fer,   Her  melancholy  seems  to  be  fortifide 

with  a  strange  disdain. 
Bos,  'Tis  so  :  and  this  restraint 
(Like  English  mastiflfes,  that  grow  feirce  with 

tying) 
Makes  her  too    pationately  apprehend  those 
pleasures  the  's  kept  from. 
Fer,  Curse  upon  her  I 
I  will  no  longer  study  in  the  booke 
Of  anothers  lieart :  informe  her  what  I  told  you. 

[Exit. 

VOL,  III. 


Bos.  All  comfort  to  your  grace. 

Dutch,  I  will  have  none  : 
Pray-thee,  why  dost  thou  wrap  thy  poysoned  pils 
In  gold,  and  sugar  ? 

Bos,  Your  elder  brother,  the  Lord  Ferdinand, 
Is  come  to  visite  you  ;  and  sends  you  word, 
'Cause  once  he  rashly  made  a  solemne  vow 
Never  to  see  you  more,  he  comes  i*  th'  night: 
And  prayes  you  (gently)  neither  torch  nor  taper 
Shine  in  your  chamber:  he  will  kisse  your  hand  : 
And  reconcile  himselfe :  but,  for  his  vowe. 
He  dares  not  see  you. 

Dutch,  At  his  pleasure : 
Take  hence  the  lights :  he  's  come. 

Fer.  Where  are  you  ? 

Dutch.  Here,  sir. 

Fer,  This  darknesse  suits  you  well. 

Dutch.  I  would  aske  you  pardon. 

Fer,  You  have  it ; 
For  I  account  it  the  honorabl'st  revenge, 
Where  I  may  kill,  to  pardon :  where  are  your 
cubbs  ? 

Dutch.  Whom  ? 

Fer.  Call  them  your  children  ; 
For  though  our  nationall  law  distinguish  bastards 
From  true  legitimate  issue,  compassionate  na- 
ture 
Makes  them  all  equall. 
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Dutch,  Do  yon  visit  me  for  this  ? 
You  violate  a  sacrament  o*  th'  church 
Shall  make  you  howle  in  hell  for  't. 

Fer,  It  had  bin  well. 
Could  you  have  liv'd  thus  alwayes :  for  indeed 
You  were  too  much  i'  th'  light :  but  no  more, 
,J  I  come  to  seale  mypeace  with  you :  here  's  a 
/  hand,       iGives  her  a  dead  mans  hand. 

To  which  you  have  vow'd  much  love :  the  ring 

upon  't 
You  gave. 

Dutch,  I  affectionately  kisse  it.  [heart. 

Fer,  Pray  do ;  and  bury  the  print  of  it  m  your 

I  will  leave  this  ring  with  you,  for  a  love-token : 

And  the  hand,  as  sure  as  the  ring :  and  do  not 

doubt 
But  you  shall  have  the  heart  too :  when  you  need 

a  friend, 
Send  it  to  him  that  owd  it :  you  shall  see 
"Whether  he  can  aid  you. 

Dutch.  You  are  very  cold, 
I  feare  you  are  not  well  after  your  travell : 
Hah  !  lights :  Oh  horrible  I 

Per.  Let  her  Irnve  lights  enough.  [Exit, 

Dutch,  What  witclvcraft  doth  he  practise, 
that  he  hath  left 
A  dead-mans  hand  here  ? 

[Here  is  discovered  (being  a  traverSy)  the 
artificiall  figures  of  AvTOViOf  and  his 
Children^  appearing  as  if  they  were  dead. 
Bos.  Looke  you ;  here 's  the  piece  from  wbidi 
't  was  ta'ne : 
He  doth  present  you  this  sad  spectacle, 
That  now  you  know  directly  they  are  dead. 
Hereafter  you  may  (wisely)  cease  to  grieve 
For  that  whicli  cannot  be  recovered. 

Dutch.  There  is  not  between  heaven  and  the 
earth,  one  wish 
I  stay  for  after  this :  it  wastes  me  more, 
Than  were 't  my  picture,  fashion*d  out  of  wax, 
Stuke  with  a  magicall  needle,  and  then  buried 
In  some  foule  dung-hill :  and  yond's  an  excellent 

property 
For  a  tyrant,  which  I  would  account  mercy. 
Bos.  What's  that?  [trunke, 

Dutch.  If  they  would  bind  me  to  that  tivelesse 
And  let  me  freeze  to  death. 
Bos.  Come,  you  must  live. 
Dutch.   That  's  the  greatest  torture  soules 
feele  in  hell, 
In  hell :  that  they  must  live,  and  cannot  dye : 
Portia,  I  '11  new  kindle  thy  coales  againe, 
And  revive  the  rare,  and  almost  dead  example 
Of  a  loving  wife. 

Bos,  O  fye,  despaire?  remember 
You  are  a  Christian. 

Dutch.  The  church  enjoynes  fasting : 
I  'II  starve  my  selfe  to  death. 

Bos.  Leave  this  vaine  sorrow ; 
Things  being  at  the  worst,  begin  to  mend  : 
Tl;e  bee,  when  he  hath  shot  his  sting  into  your 

hand, 
May  then  play  with  your  eye*lid. 


Dutch,  Good  comfortable  fellow, 
Perswade  a  wretch  that 's  broke  upon  the  wbeele 
To  have  all  his  bones  new  set :  entreat  him  livr, 
To  be  executed  again  :  who  most  dispatch  me? 
I  account  this  A)rld  a  tedious  theater. 
For  I  do  play  a  part  in  't  'gainst  my  will. 

Bos.  Come,  be  of  comfort^  I  will  save  jt- 
life. 

Dutch,  Indeed  I  have  not  leisure  to  teod  so 
final  a  businesse. 

Bos,  Now,  by  my  life,  I  pitty  you. 

Dutch.  Thou  art  a  foole  then. 
To  wast  thy  pitty  on  a  thing  so  wretch'd 
As  cannot  pitty  it :  I  am  full  of  daggers: 
Puffe !  let  me  blow  these  vipers  ^m  me: 
What  are  you  ? 

lit  Serv.  One  that  wishes  you  long  life, 

Dutch,  I  would  thou  wert  hang'd  for  tbebor- 
rible  curse 
Thou  hast  given  me :  I  shall  shortly  grow  one 
Of  the  miracles  of  pitty  :  I  '11  go  pray :  oo^ 
I  *ll  go  curse. 

Bos,  Oh  fye. 

Dutch,  I  could  curse  tbe  stars. 

Bos,  Oh  fearefull ! 

Dutch,  And  those  three  smyling  seasons  Q^ 
the  yeare 
Into  a  Russian  winter:  nay,  tbe  world 
To  its  first  chaos. 

Bos,  Looke  vou,  tbe  stars  shine  stil. 

Dutch,  Oh,  but  you  must  remember,  my  cone 
hath  a  great  way  to  go  : 
Plagues  (that  make  lanes  through  largest  families) 
Consume  them. 

Bos.  Fye,  lady. 

Dutch,  Let  them,  like  tyrants. 
Never  be  remembered,  but  for  the  ill  they  hive 

done: 
Let  all  the  zealous  prayers  of  mortified 
Church-men  forget  them. 

Bos.  O  uncharitable ! 

Dutch,  Lee  Heaven  a  little  while  cease  cn>«>- 
ins  martirs, 
To  punish  them :  go,  howle  them  this ;  and  mj 
I  long  to  bleed : 

It  is  some  mercy,  when  men  kill  with 

EtU. 

Fer,  Excellent!  as  I  would  wish:  sbe'splag^^ 
in  art. 
These  presentations  are  but  framVl  in  wax, 
By  the  curious  master  in  that  Quality, 
Vmcentio  Lauriola,  and  she  takes  them 
For  true  sobstantiall  bodies. 

Bos,  Why  do  you  do  this  ? 

Fer,  To  bring  her  to  despaire. 

Bos.  'Faith,  end  here. 
And  go  no  farther  in  your  cruelty. 
Send  her  a  penitentiall  garment,  to  pot  on, 
Next  to  her  delicate  skm,  and  fiirnisb  her 
With  beads,  and  prayer-books. 

Fer,  Damne  her,  that  body  of  hers, 
While  that  my  blood  ran  pure  in  't,  wis  tooit 
worth 
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Than  that  which  thou  woaldst  comfort,  (caU'd  a 

wale,) 
I  wil  send  her  masques  of  common  curtizant, 
Have  her  meat  serv'd  up  by  bauc^,  and  rutiians, 
And  (*cau8e  she  '11  needes  be  mad)  I  am  resolv'd 
To  remove  forth  the  common  bospitall, 
AH  the  mad-folke,  and  place  tiiem  neere  her 

lodging: 
There  let  them  practise  t(^ether,sing  and  dance, 
And  act  their  gambols  to  the  full  o'  th*  moone : 
If  she  can  sleepe  the  better  for  it,  let  her, 
Your  work  b  almost  ended. 

Bos,  Must  I  see  her  again  ? 

Fer.  Yes. 

Bot,  Never. 

Fer,  You  must. 

Bos.  Never  in  mine  own  shape, 
That 's  forfeited,  by  my  intelligence. 
And  this  last  cruel!  lie :  when  you  seud  me  next, 
The  businesse  shall  be  comfort. 

Fer.  Very  likely. 
Thy  pity  is  nothing  of  kin  to  thee:  Antonio 
Liurkes  about  Millaine,  thou  shalt  shortly  thither. 
To  feed  a  fire,  as  great  as  my  revenge. 
Which  nev'r  will  slack,  till  it  have  spent  his  fuell, 
"  Intemperate  agues  make  physitiaus  cruell." 

[Exeunt. 

SCENA  II. 

Jh$iches8e,  Cariola,  Servant,  Mad-men,  Bo- 
SOLA,  Executioners,  Ferdinand. 

Dutch,  What  hideous  noise  was  that  ? 
Cari.  Tis  the  wild  cousort 


Dutch,  Indeed  i  thauke  him :   nothing  but 
noyse  and  folly 
Can  keep  me  in  my  right  wits,  whereas  reason 
^  And  silence  make  me  starke  mad :  sit  downe, 
i  Discourse  to  me  some  dismall  tragedy. 
I       Cari,  O  'twill  increase  your  melancholly. 
}       Dutch,  Thou  art  deceived ; 

To  heare  of  greater  griefe,  would  lessen  mine. 
\  This  is  a  prison? 
'*'     Cari,  Yes,  but  you  shall  live 
To  shake  this  durance  oflT. 

Dutch,  Thou  art  a  foole. 
The  robin-red-brest  and  the  nightingale. 
Never  live  lone  in  cages. 

Cari,  Pray  dry  your  eyes. 
What  thinke  you  of,  madame? 

Dutch,  Ofnothins: 
When  I  muse  thus,  I  sleepe. 

Cari,  Like  a  mad-man,  with  your  eyes  open  ? 
Dutch,  Dost  thou  thinke  we  shallknow  one 
another 
lo  th'  other  world  ? 

Cari,  Yes,  out  of  question. 
Dutch,  O  that  it  were  possible  we  might 
But  hold  some  two  dayes  coufereuee  with  the 
dead; 


From  them  I  should  leame  somewhat,  I  am  sure 

I  never  shall  know  here :  l*le  tell  thee  a  miracle; 

I  am  not  mad  yet,  to  my  cause  of  sorrow. 

Th'  heaven  o're  my  bead  seemes  made  of  mol- 
ten brasse. 

The  earth  ot  flaming  sulphure;  yet  I  am  not  mad : 

I  am  acquainted  with  sad  misery, 

As  the  tan'd  galley-slave  is  with  his  oare; 

Necessity  makes  me  su6fer  constantly. 

And  custome  makes  it  easie.    Who  doe  I  looke 
like  now  ? 
Cari,  Like  to  your  picture  in  the  gallery, 

A  deale  of  life  in  shew,  but  none  in  practise : 

Or  rather  like  some  reverend  monument 

Whose  mines  are  even  pittied. 
Dutch,  Very  proper ; 

And  fortune  seemes  only  to  have  her  eye^sight. 

To  behold  my  tragedy.    How  now. 

What  noise  is  that? 
Serv,  I  am  come  to  tell  you 

Your  brother  hath  intended  you  some  sport: 

A  great  physitian,  when  tlie  pope  was  sicke 

Of  a  deepe  melancholly,  presented  him 

With  severall  sorts  of  mad-men,  which  wllde  ob- 
ject 

(Being  full  of  change  and  sport)  forc*d  liim  to 
laugh. 

And  so  th*  impost-hume  broke :  the  selfe  same 
cure 

The  duke  intends  on  you. 
Dutch,  Let  me  come  in. 
Serv,  There  *s  a  mad  lawyer,  and  a  secular 
priest, 

A  doctor  that  hath  forfeited  his  wits 

By  jealousie ;  an  astrologian, 

That  in  his  workes,  said  such  a  day  o'  th*  moneth 

Should  be  the  day  of  doome ;  and  failing  of  *t. 

Ran  mad :  an  English  taylor,  crais'd  i*  tb*  braiiie 

With  the  study  of  new  fashions :  a  gentleman 
usher, 

Quite  beside  bimselfe,  with  care  to  keepe  in 
minde 

The  number  of  his  ladies  salutations; 

Or  how  do  you,  she  employed  him  in  each  mom- 

A  farmer  too  (an  excellent  knave  in  graine) 
Mad,  'cause  he  was  hindred  transportation ; 
And  let  one  broaker  (that 's  mad)  loose  to  tliese^ 
You  'Id  thinke  the  divell  were  among  them. 
Dutch,  Sit,  Cariola:  let  them  loose  when  you 
please, 
For  I  am  chain'd  to  endure  all  your  tyranny. 
[Here  (Inf  a  mad^man)  this  Song  is  sung, 
to  a  dismall  kinde  qfmusicke, 

O  let  us  howle  some  heavy  note. 

Some  deadly  dogged  howle, 
Sounding,  as  from  the  threatning  throat, 

Of  beasts,  andfatallfowle. 
As  ravens,  schrich-^fwles,  bulls,  and  bearts. 

We  *ll  bell  and  bawle  our  parts. 
Till  yerk'Some  noise  have  cloyed  your  oaru^ 

And  corasiv*d  your  /j^urts. 
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At  last,  when  as  our  quire  wants  breath, 

Our  bodies  being  blest, 
We  *ll  sing  like  swans,  to  welcome  death, 

And  die  in  love  and  rest, 

tst  Mad,  Dooine»-day  not  come  yet  ?  Tie 
draw  it  neerer  by  a  perspective,  or  make  a  glasse 
that  shall  set  all  the  world  on  fire  upon  an  in- 
stant :  I  cannot  sleepe,  my  pillow  is  stu£f't  with 
a  littor  of  porcupines. 

2d  Mad,  Hell  is  a  roeere  glasse-bouse,  where 
the  devils  are  continually  blowing  up  menssoules, 
on  hollow  yronSy  and  the  fire  never  goes  out. 
3d  Mad,  I  will  lie  with  every  woman  in  my 
parish  the  tenth  night : 
I  will  tithe  them  over,  like  huy-<;ocks. 

^th  Mad.  Shall  my  pothecary  outgoe  me,  be- 
cause I  am  a 
Cockold  ?    I  have  found  out  his  roguery  :  he 
makes  allom  [have  sore 

Of  his  wives  urin,  and  sells  it  to  puritanes,  that 
Tbroates  with  over-stray ning. 

Ut  Mad.  I  have  skill  in  harroldry. 
2d  Mad,  Hast? 

1st  Mad.  You  doe  give   for  your  creast,  a 
wood-cockes  head,  with  the 
Braines  pickt  out  on  't^  you  are  a  very  ancient 
gentleman. 
Sd  Mad.  Greeke  is  tnrn*d  Turke,  we  are  only 
to  be  SBv'd  by  the 
Helvetian  translation.  [you. 

Ist  Mad,  Come  on,  sir,  I  will  lay  the  law  to 
2d  Mad.  Oh,  rather  lay  a  corazive,  the  law 

will  eat  to  the  bone. 
3d  Mad.  He  that  drinkes  but  to  satisfie  na- 
ture, is  damu'd. 
4lh  Mad,  If  I  had  my  glasse  here,  I  would 
shew  a  sight  should  make 
All  the  women  here  call  me  mad  doctor. 
1st  Mad.  What 's  he,  a  rope-maker  ? 
2d  Mad,  No,  no,  no,  a  snufling  knave,  that 
while  he  sbewes  the 
Tombes,  will  have  his  hand  in  a  wenches  placket. 
3d  Mad,  Woe  to  the  caroach,  that  brought 
home  my  wife  from 
The  masque,  at  three  a  clocke  in  the  morning, 

It  had  a  large 
Feather-bed  in  it. 

4.th  Mad,  I  have  pared  the  devil  Is  nayles  forty 
times,  roasted  them 
In  ravens  egges,  and  cur'd  agues  with  them. 
3d  Mad,  Get  me  three  hundred  milch  bats, 
to  make  possets. 
To  procure  sleepe. 
4fA  Mad.  All  the  coUedge  may  throw  their 
caps  at  me,  I  have  made  a 
Soape-boyler  costive,  it  was  ray  master-piece ; — 
[Here  the  dance,  consisting  of  eight  mad- 
men, with  musicke  answerable  thereunto ; 
after  which,  Bosola  (like  an  old  man) 
enters. 
Dutch.  Is  he  mad  too  ? 
Serv,  Pray  question  him  t  I*le  leave  you. 


Bos.  1  am  come  to  make  thy  tombe. 
Dutch.  Hah  !  ray  tombe  ? 
Thou  speak'st,  as  if  I  lay  upon  my  death-bed, 
Gasping  for  breath :    dost   tbou   perceive  o 
sicke  ? 
Bos,  Yes,  .and  the  more  dangerously,  sio< 

thy  sicknes  is  insensible. 
Dutch,  Thou  art  not  mad  sure,  dost  know  me? 
Bos,  Yes. 

Dutch.  Who  am  I  ? 

JBos.Thou  art  a  box  of  worme-seed,  at  best, 
but  a  saluatory 
Of  greene  mumroey:  what 's  this  flesh?  a  little 

curded  milke, 
Phantasticall  pufife-paste :  our  bodies  are  weaker 

than  those 
Paper  prisons,  boyes  use  to  keepe  flies  in ;  more 

contemptible: 
Since  ours  is  to  preserve  eartb-wonnes :  didst 

thou  never  see 
A  larke  in  a  cage?   such  i%  the  soule  io  the 

body :  this  world 
Is  like  her  little  turfe  of  grasse,  aod  tbe  heaven 

ore  our  heads, 
Like  her  looking-glasse,  only  gives  us  a  miserable 

knowledge 
Of  the  small  corapasse  of  our  prison. 
Dutch.  Am  not  I  thy  dutcbease  ? 
Bos.  Thou  art  some  great  woman  sure,  for 
riot  begins  to  sit  on  thy 
Fore-head   (clad  in  gray  haires)  twenty  yeeres 

sooner,  than  on  a 

Merry  milke-maides.    Thou  sleep'st  vrorse,  tbin 

if  a  mouse  [eare : 

Should  be  forc*d  to  take  up  his  lodging  in  a  cats 

A  little  infant,  that  breedes  it 's  teeth,  shooki  it 

lie  with  thee,  would 
Cry  out,  as  if  tbou  wert  the  more  unquiet  bed- 
fellow. 
Dutch.  I  am  dutcbesse  of  Malfy  stilL 
Bos.  That  makes  thy  sleepes  so  broken : 
*'  Glories  (like  glow-wormes)  a  farre  off,  shine 

bright. 
But  Iook*d  too  neere,  have  neither  heat  nor  I'^ht.* 
Dutch,  Thou  art  very  plaine. 
Bos.  My  trade  is  to  Aatter  the  dead,  not  tbe 
living. 
I  am  a  tombe-maker. 

Dutch,  And  thou  com'st  to  make  my  tombe? 
Bos,  Yes. 

Dutch.  Let  me  be  a  little  merry : 
Of  what  stuffe  wilt  thou  make  it  ? 

Bos.  Nay,  resolve  me  first,  of  what  fashion? 
Dutch.    Why,  doe  we  grow  phantasticall  in 
our  death-bed  ? 
Do  we  affect  fashion  in  the  grave  ? 

Bar.  Most  ambitiously:    Princes  images  on 
their  tombes. 
Do  not  lie,  as  they  were  wont,  seeming  to  pray, 
Up  to  heaven :  but  with  their  hands  under  \htix 

cheekes, 
(As  if  they  died  of  the  tooth-ache,)  they  are  not 
carved 
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heir  eyes  fix*d  upon  the  starres;  hut,  as 

their 
6  were  wholly  hent  upon  the  world, 
life  same  way  they  seeroe  to  tume  their 

faces. 
\ch.  Let  me  know  fully  therefore  the  effect 
i  thy  dismal!  preparation, 
alke,  fit  for  a  chamell  ? 
.  Nowy  I  shall, 
IS  a  present  from  your  princely  brothers, 

[A  coffin f  cordSy  and  a  helL 
nay  it  arrive  wel-come,  for  it  brings 
>enefit,  last  sorrow. 
tch.  Let  me  see  it, 
\  so  much  obedience  in  my  bloud, 
\  it  in  their  veines,  to  do  them  good. 
.  This  is  your  last  presence-chamber, 
•i.  O  my  sweet  lady  ! 
tch.  Peace !  it  affrights  not  me. 
t.  I  am  the  common  bell-man, 
usually  is  sent  to  condemn'd  persons 
tight  before  they  suffer. 
tch.  Even  now  thou  said'st 
wast  a  tomhe-maker  ? 
r.  ^was  to  bring  you 
agrees  to  mortification.    Listen. 

;e,  11007  every  thing  is  ttill, 
chritch-owle,  and  the  whistler  shrill, 
upon  our  dame,  aloud, 
bid  her  quickly  don  her  shrowd : 
\you  had  oj  land  and  rent, 
length  in  clay  *s  now  competent, 
\g  war  disturbed  your  mind, 
your  perfect  peace  is  signed, 
hat  is  *t,  fooles  make  such  vaine  keeping  f 
heir  conception,  their  birth,  weeping : 
•  life  a  generall  mist  of  error, 
"  death,  a  hideous  storme  of  error ^ 
9  your  haire  with  powders  sweet : 
I  cleane  linnen,  bathe  your  ftete, 
(the  foule  fiend  more  to  checke) 
icifixe  let  blesse  your  necke, 
WW  full  tide,  *tw€ene  night  and  day^ 
your  groane,  and  come  away, 

ri.   Hence  villaines,  tyrants,  murderers! 

alas! 
t  will  you  do  with  my  lady?  Call  for  helpe. 
^jLtch,  To  whom,  to  our  next  neighbours? 

they  are  mad-folkes. 
n.  Remove  that  noyse. 
utch.  Farewell,  Cariola. 
y  last  will  I  have  not  much  to  give, 
my  hungry  guests  have  fed  upon  me, 
e  will  be  a  poor  reversion, 
rri.  I  will  die  with  her. 
utch,  I  pray-thee  look  thou  gjiv*st  my  little 

boy 
t  sirrop  for  his  cold,  and  let  the  girle 
tier  prayers,  ere  she  sleep.    Now  what  you 

please, 
X  death  ? 


Bos,  Strangling;  here  are  your  executioners. 
Dutch,  I  forgive  them : 
The  appoplexie,  cathar,  or  cough  o'  th*  lungs, 
Would  do  as  much  as  they  do. 
Boi,  Doth  not  death  fright  you  ? 
Dutch,  Who  would  be  afraid  on't  ? 
Knowing  to  meet  such  excellent  company 
In  th*  other  world. 

Bos.  Yet,  methinkes. 
The  manner  of  your  death  should  much  afflict 

you; 
This  cord  should  terrifie  you  ? 

Dutch,  Not  a  whit :  [cut 

What  would  it  pleasure  me,  to  have  my  throat 
With  diamonds?  or  to  be  smothered 
With  cassia?  or  to  be  shot  to  death  with  pearles? 
I  know  death  hath  ten  thousand  severall  doores 
For  men  to  take  their  exits:  and  'tis  found 
They  goe  on  such  strange  geometricall  hinges, 
You  may  open  them  both  wayes :  any  way,  (for 

Heaven  sake,) 
So  I  were  out  of  your  whispering.    Tell  my  bro- 
thers, 
That  I  perceive  death,  (now  I  am  well  awake,) 
Best  gift  is,  they  can  give,  or  I  can  take, 
I  would  faine  put  off  my  last  womans  fault, 
ITd  not  be  tedious  to  you. 
Exec,  We  are  ready. 

Dutch,  Dispose  my  breath,  how  please  you, 
but  my  body 
Bestow  upon  my  women,  will  you  ? 
Exec,  Yes. 

Dutch,'  PuW,  and  pull  strongly,  for  your  able 
strength 
Must  pull  downe  heaven  upon  me : 
I  Yet  stay,  heaven  gates  are  not  so  highly  arch'd 
As  princely  palaces,  they  that  enter  there 
Must  go  upon  their  knees:  come,  violent  death, 
Serve  for  mandragora,  to  make  me  sleepe : 
Go  tell  my  brothers,  when  I  am  laid  out. 
They  then  may  feed  in  quiet. 

[They  strangle  her. 
Bos,  Where  's  the  waiting-woman  ? 
Fetch  her :  some  other  strangle  the  children  : 
Looke  yon,  there  sleeps  your  mistris. 

Cari.  Oh  thou  art  tlanin'd 
Perpetually  for  this.     My  turne  is  next, 
Is  't  not  so  ordered  ? 

Bos.  Yes,  I  am  glad 
You  are  so  well  prepar'd  for  't. 

Cari,  You  are  deceiv*d,  sir, 
I  am  not  prepar'd  for  *t,  I  will  not  die, 
I  will  come  to  my  answere;  and  know 
How  I  have  offended. 

Bos,  Come,  dispatch  her  : 
Yon  kept  her  counsell,  now  you  shall  keepe  ours. 
Cari.  I  will  not  die,  I  must  not,  I  am  con- 
tracted 
To  a  yong  gentleman. 

Exec,  Here  *s  your  wedding-ritig. 
Cari,  Let  me  but  speake  with  the  duke :  Tie 
discover 
Treason  to  his  person. . 
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Bot,  Delayes :  throttle  her. 

JExec,  She  bites  and  scratches. 

Can.  If  vou  kill  me  now, 
I  ana  damn  d :  I  have  not  bin  at  confession 
This  two  yeeres. 

Bos.  When? 

Cari,  1  am  quicke  with  child. 

Bos,  Why,  then, 
Your  credit's  savM :   beare  her  into  tV  n»t 

roome : 
Let  this  lie  still. 

Fer,  Is  she  dead  ? 

Bos,  She  is  what 
You'rd  have  her :  but  here  begin  your  pity : 

[Shewes  the  children  strangled, 
Alas  !  how  have  these  offended  ? 

Fer.  The  death 
Of  young  wolfes  is  never  to  be  pit  tied. 

Bos,  Fix  your  eye  here. 

Fer,  Constantly. 

Bos,  Do  you  not  weep  ? 
Other  sins  only  speake ;  murther  shreikes  out : 
The  element  of  water  moistens  the  earth. 
But  bloud  flies  upwards,  and  bedewes  the  heavens. 

Fer,  Cover  her  face :  mine  eyes  dazell :  she 
di'd  young. 

Bos,  I  think  not  so :  her  infelicity 
Seem'd  to  have  yeares  too  many. 

Fer,  She  and  I  were  twinnes : 
And  should  I  die  this  instant,  1  had  liv'd 
Her  time  to  a  minute. 

Bos,  It  seemes  she  was  borne  first: 
You  have  bloudily  approved  the  ancient  truth. 
That  kindred  commonly  do  worse  agree 
Than  remote  strangers. 

Fer,  Let  me  see  her  face  again ; 
Why  didst  not  thou  pitty  her  ?  what  an  excellent 
Honest  man  might'st  thou  have  been 
If  thou  hadst  borne  her  to  some  sanctuary  ? 
Or  (bold  in  a  good  cause)  oppos*d  thy  selfe 
With  thy  advanced  sword  above  thy  head, 
Between  her  innocency  and  my  revenge  ? 
I  bad  thee,  when  I  was  distracted  of  my  wits, 
Go  kill  my  dearest  friend,  and  thou  hast  don 't. 
For  let  me  but  examine  well  the  cause ; 
What  was  the  meannesse  of  her  match  to  me  ? 
Onely  I  must  confesse,  I  had  a  hope 
(Had  she  continued  widow)  to  have  gained 
An  infinite  masse  of  treasure  by  her  death : 
And  what  was  the  main  cause ;  her  mariage. 
That  drew  a  streame  of  gall  quite  through  my 
Heart;  for  thee,  (as  we  observe  in  tragedies 
That  a  good  actor  many  times  is  curss  d 
For  playing  a  villains  part,)  I  hate  thee  for  't : 

and 
(For  my  sake)  say  thou  hast  done  much  ill,  well. 

Bos.  Let  me  quicken  your  memory ;  for  I 
Perceive  you  are  falling  into  ingratitude :  I 
Challenge  the  reward  due  to  my  service. 

Ferd    rie  tell  thee 
What  I'le  give  thee. 

JBot.  Doe: 

Ferd,  I'le  give  thee  a  pardon  for  this  murther. 


Bos.  Hah! 

Ferd,  Yes :  and  'tis 
The  largest  bounty  I  can  study  to  do  thee. 
By  what  authority  didst  thou  execute 
This  bloudy  service  ? 

Bos,  By  yours. 

Fer,  Mine?  was  I  her  jadee? 
Did  any  ceremoniall  form  of  Taw 
Doomb  her  to  not-being?  did  a  compleatjuTy 
Deliver  her  conviction  up  i'  th'  court  ? 
Where  shalt  thou  find  this  judgment  register 
Vnlesse  in  hell  ?  See :  like  a  bloudv  foole 
Th'  hast  forfeited  thy  life,  and  thou  siialt  d^  foi 

Bos,  The  office  of  justice  is  perverted  quite 
When  one  theefe  hangs  another :  who  shall  di*"* 
To  reveale  this  ? 

Fer,  Oh,  IMe  tell  thee : 
The  wolfe  shall  finde  her  grave,  and  scrape  it  pn. 
Not  to  devoure  the  corps,  but  to  discover 
The  horrid  murther. 

Bos,  You,  not  I,  shall  quake  for  't. 

Fer,  Leave  me : 

Bos.  1  will  first  receive  my  pension. 

Fer,  You  are  a  villaine. 

Bos,  When  your  ingratitude 
Is  judge,  I  am  so. 

Ferd,  O  horror !  [diveb, 

That  not  the  feare  of  him,   which  biiides  r*^ 
Can  prescribe  man  obedience. 
Never  looke  upon  me  more. 

Bos,  Why,  fare  thee  well : 
Your  brother,  and  your  self,  are  worthy  men ; 
You  have  a  paire  of  hearts,  are  hollow  grates, 
Rotten,  and  rotting  others :  and  your  vengeance, 
(Like   two  chaiu'd-bullets,)  still  goes  arme  is 

arme. 
You  may  be  brothers;  for  treason,  like  the  pUgoe, 
Doth  take  much  in  a  bloud  :  I  stand  likeooe 
That  long  hath  ta'ne  a  sweet  and  golden  dreaae. 
I  am  angry  with  my  selfe,  now  that  I  wake. 

Fer,  Get  thee  into  some    unknown  part  o' 
th'  world. 
That  I  may  never  see  thee. 

Bos.  Let  me  know 
Wherefore  I  should  be  thus  neglected  ?  sir, 
I  serv'd  your  tyranny  :  and  rather  strove. 
To  satisfie  your  Selfe,  then  all  the  world ; 
And  though  I  loath*d  the  evil,  yet  I  lov'd 
You  that  did  councell  it :  and  rather  soogbt 
To  appeare  a  true  servant,  then  an  honest  raaa. 

Fer,  rie  goe  hunt  the  badger  by  owle-lifhc : 
Tis  a  deed  of  darknesse.  [£n/. 

Bos,  He  's  much  distracted.    Off,  my  painted 
honour ! 
While  with  vaine  hopes  our  faculties  we  tyre, 
We  seeme  to  sweat  in  yce,  and  freeze  in  fire: 
What  would  I  do,  were  this  to  do  againe? 
I  would  not  change  my  peace  of  conscience 
For  all  the  wealth  of  Europe.   She  stirs !  here 's 
life:  [mine 

Returne  (faire  soule)  from  darknesse,  and  leade 
Out  of  this  seiicible  hell :   she  's  warme,  fthc 
breathes : 
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thy  pale  lips  I  will  melt  my  heart, 
Dre  them  with  fresh  colour :  who  *s  there  ? 
cordiall  drinke.     Alas !  1  dare  not  call : 
ly  would  destroy  pity :  her  eye  opes, 
beaven,  in  it,  seems  to  ope,  (that  late  was 

shut,) 
ike  me  up  to  mercy. 
itch.  Antonio. 
«.  Yes  (madam)  he  is  living, 
dead  bodies  you  saw,  were  bat  faign'd 

statues; 
rcconcird  to  your  brothers :  the  pope  hath 

wrought 
attoneroent.  ^ 

utch.  Mercy.  [Sft^  dies, 

•s.  Oh,  she  's  gone  againe:  there  the  cords 

of  life  broke: 
acred  innocence !  that  sweetly  sleeps 
urtles  feathers;  whilst  a  guilty' conscience 


Is  a  blacke  register,  wherein  is  writ 

All  our  good  deeds,  and  Imd :  a  perspective 

That  shewes  us  hell ;  that  we  cannot  be  suffered 

To  doe  good  when  we  have  a  minde  to  it. 

This  is  mnnly  sorrow  : 

These  teares,  I  am  very  certaine,  never  grew 

In  my  mothers  milke.     My  estate  is  sunke 

Below  the  degree  of  feare :  where  were 

These  penitent  fountaines,  while  she  was  living? 

Oh,  they  were  frozen  up :  here  is  a  sight 

As  direfuU  to  my  soule.  as  is  the  sword 

Unto  a  wretch  hath  slaine  his  father.    Comey  I'le 

beare  thee  hence. 
And  execute  thy  will ;  that 's  deliver 
Thy  body  to  the  reverend  dispose 
Of  some  good  women :  that  tne  cruell  tyrant 
Shall  not  deny  me :  then  Tie  post  to  Millaine^ 
Where  somewliat  I  will  speedily  enact 
Worth  my  dejection. 


ACTUS  V. 


SCENA  I. 

Antonio,  Delio,  Pescara,  Julia. 

n^  What  thinke  you  of  my  hope  of  recon- 
cilement 

he  Arragonian  brethren  ? 

^el.  I  misdoubt  it ; 

though  they  have  sent  their  letters  of  safe 
conduct 

your  repaire  to  Millaine,  they  appeare 

nets,  to  entrap  you.    The  marquis  of  Pe»- 
cara, 

ler  wliom  you  hold  certaine  land  in  cheit, 

:h  *gainst  his  noble  nature,  bath  bin  mov'd 

leize  those  lands,  and  some  of  his  dependants 

at  this  instant  making  it  their  suit 

be  invested  in  your  revenues. 

iinot  thinke  they  meaiie  well  to  your  life, 

t  doe  deprive  you  of  your  meanes  of  life, 

ir  living. 

Int.  You  are  still  an  heretique. 

sny  safety  I  can  shape  my  selfe. 

M.  Here  comes  the  marquis:  I  will  make 
m^  selfe 

itioner  for  some  part  of  your  land, 

know  whither  it  is  flying. 

int,  I  pmy  do. 

>«/.  Sir,  I  have  a  suit  to  you. 

*«f .  To  me  ? 

JeL  An  easie  one : 

*re  is  the  cittadell  of  St  Bennet, 

th  some  demeasnes,  of  late  in  the  possession 

Antonio  Bologna,  please  you  bestow  them  on 
me. 

^es.  You  are  my  friend :  but  this  is  such  a 
suit, 

r  fit  for  me  to  give,  nor  you  to  take. 

Del.  No,  sir  ? 


Pes.  I  will  give  yon  ample  reason  for  \ 
Soon  in  private :  her  's  the  cardinalls  mistris. 

Jul,  My  lord,  I  am  grown  your  poor  petitioner. 
And  should  be  an  ill  begger,  had  I  not 
A  great  mans  letter  here,  (the  cardinals,) 
To  court  you  in  my  favour. 

Pes.  He  entreats  for  you 
The  cittadell  of  St  Bennet,  that  belonged 
To  the  banish*d  Bologna. 

Jul.  Yes. 

Pes.  I  could  not  have  thought  of  a  friend,  I 
could 
Rather  pleasure  with  it :  'tis  yours. 

Jul.  Sir,  I  thank  you  : 
And  he  shall  know  how  doubly  I  am  engag'd 
Both  in  your  gifl,  and  speedinesse  of  giving. 
Which  makes  your  grant  the  greater.        [Exit, 

Ant.  How  they  fortifie 
Themselves  with  my  mine ! 

Del,  Sir,  I  am 
Little  bound  to  you. 

Pes.  Why? 

Del.  Because  you  denide  this  suit  to  me,  and 
gav't 
To  such  a  creature. 

Pes.  Do  you  kno^  what  ir  was  ? 
It  was  Antonio's  land:  not  forfeited 
By  course  of  law,  but  nivish*d  from  his  throat 
By  the  cardinals  entreaty :  it  %vere  not  fit 
I  should  bestow  so  maine  a  peece  of  wrong 
Vpon  my  friend :  'tis  a  gratification 
Only  due  to  a  strumpet ;  for  it  is  injustice : 
Shall  I  sprinkle  the  pure  bloud  of  innocenta 
To  make  those  followers,  1  call  my  friends, 
Looke  ruddier  upon  me  ?  I  am  glad 
This  land  (ta'ne  from  the  owner  by  such  wrong) 
Returnes  againe  unto  so  foule  an  use, 
As  salary  for  his  lu^t*    "L«Mtkfe>V^'^\i^^^ 
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To  aske  uoble  things  of  me>  and  you  shall  find 
Y\e  be  n  noble  giver. 

Del.  You. instruct  me  well. 

Ant.  Why,  here  's  a  man  now,  would  fright 
Impudence  from  sawciest  beggers. 

Pes.  Prince  Ferdinand  's  come  to  Millaine 
Sick  (as  they  give  out)  of  an  appoplexie : 
But  some  say  'tis  a  frenzy ;  I  am  going  to  visit 
him.  l^Exit, 

Ant.  Tis  a  noble  old  fellow : 

Del.  What  coarse  do  you  mean  to  take,  An- 
tonio? 

Ant.  This  night,  I  mean  to  venture  all  ray 
fortune 
(Which  is  no  more,  then  a  poor  liogring  life,) 
To  the  cardinals  worst  of  malice :  I  have  got 
Private  accesse  to  his  chamber :  and  intend 
To  visit  him  about  the  mid  of  night, 
(As  once  his  brother  did  our  noble  dutchesse.) 
It  may  be  that  the  sudden  apprehension 
Of  danger,  (for  V\e  goe  in  mme  own  shape,) 
When  he  shall  see  it  fraight  with  love  and  duty, 
May  draw  the  poyson  out  of  him,  and  work 
A  friendly  reconcilement:  if  it  faile. 
Yet  it  shiul  rid  me  of  this  infamous  calling ; 
For  better  fall  once,  then  be  ever  falling. 

Del,  lUl  second  you  in  all  danger ;  and  (how 
ere) 
My  life  keeps  ranke  with  yours. 

Ant.  You  are  still  my  lov'd,  and  best  firiend. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENA  II. 

Pescara,  a   Doctor,  Ferdinand,   Cardinally 
Malateste,  Bosola,  Julia. 

Te$.  Now  doctor,  may  I  visit  your  patient? 

Doc,  If 't  please  your  lordship :  but  he  's  in- 
stantly 
To  take  the  a^re  here  in  the  gallery,  by  my  di- 
rection. 

Pes.  Pray-thee,  what 's  his  disease? 

Doc.  A  very  pestilent  disease  (ray  lord), 
They  call  licantnropia. 

Pes.  what  *s  that? 
I  need  a  dictionary  to  *t. 

Doc.  Vie  tell  you : 
In  these  that  are  possess'd  with 't,  there  ore-flows 
Such  inelanchoUy  humour,  they  imagine 
Themselves  to  be  transformed  into  woolves, 
Steale  forth  to  church-yards  in  the  dead  of  night, 
And  dig  dead  bodies  up  :  as  two  nights  since 
One  met  the  duke,  'buut  raid- night  in  a  lane 
Behind  St  Markts  church,  with  the  leg  of  a  man 
Upon  his  shoulder;  and  he  howl'd  fearefully : 
Said  he  was  a  woolBfe:  only  the  difference 
Was,  a  woolves  skinne  is  hairy  on  the  out-side, 
His  on  the  in-side :  had  them  take  their  swords, 
Rip  up  his  flesh,  and  try :  straight  I  was  sent  for. 
And  having  rainister'd  unto  him,  found  his  grace 
Very  well  recovered. 

Pes.  I  am  glad  on  't. 

Doc.  Yet  not  without  some  fefure 


Of  a  relaps :  if  he  grow  to  his  fit  agaioe, 
Than  ever  Peraclesus  dream'd  of.     If 
They  '11  give  me  leave  I'le  boffet  his  mad 

of  him. 
Stand  aside,  he  comes. 
Fer.  Leave  me. 
Mai.  Why  doth  your  lordship  use  this 

rines? 
Fer.  Eagles  commonly  flye  alone:  tl 
Crowes,  dawes,  and 
SterlingS|  that  flocke  together:    looke, 

that, 
Followes  me  ? 

Mai,  Nothing  (my  lord). 

Fer.  Yes. 

Mai,  Tis  your  shadow. 

Fer,  Stay  it,  let  it  not  haunt  me. 

Mai.  Impossible ;  if  you  move,  and  t 

shine. 
Fer.  I  will  throttle  it. 
MaL  Oh,    my   lord;    yoa   are  angr 

notliing. 
Fer,  You  are  a  foole : 
How  is  't  possible  I  should  catch  my  sbat 
Unlesse  I  fall  upon  *t?    When  I  go  to  hi 
I  meaue  to  carry  a  bribe :  for,  looke  you 
Good  gifts  evermore  make  way  for  thi 
persons. 
Pes.  Rise,  good  my  lord. 
Fer.  1  am  studying  the  art  of  patieno 
Pes.  Tis  a  noble  vertue. 
Fer.  To  drive  sixe  snailes  before  m 
this  towne 
To  Mosco ;  neither  use  goad  nor  whip  t( 
But  let  them  take  their  owne  time :  (the  p 

man  i*  th'  world, 
Match  me  for  an  experiment :)  and  Tie 

after 
Like  a  sheepe-biter. 
Card.  Force  him  up. 
Fer,  Use  me  well,  you  were  best : 
What  I  have  done,  1  have  done :  I'le  t 
nothing. 
Doc.  Now  let  me  come  to  him  :  Are  3 
(My  lord?)  are  you  out  of  your  princely 
Fer.  What 'she? 
Pes.  Your  doctor. 

Fer.  Let  me  have  his  beard  saw*d  off, 
eye 
Browes  fiird  TOore  civill. 

Doc.  I  must  do  mad  trickes  with  him, 
For  that  *8  the  only  way  on't.     I  have  br 
Your  grace  a  salamanders  skin,  to  keep 
From  sun-burning. 

Fer.  I  have  cruell  sore  eyes. 

Doc,  The  white  of  a  cockatrixes  egge 

sent  remedy. 
Fer.  Let  it  be  a  new  laid  one,  you  wei 
Hide  me  from  him  :  physitians  are  like  I 
They  brooke  no  contradiction. 

Doc.  Now  he  begins  to  feare  me. 
Now  let  me  alone  with  him. 
Card.  How  now,  put  oflfyoor  gowne? 
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«t  me  have  some  foitj  tninalb  fiU'd 

with  rose-water ; 

le  go  pelt  one  another  with  them, 

begint  to  feare  me  t  Can  yon  fetch  a 

fritke,  sir  ? 

Op  let  him  go  upon  my  perillt 

hit  eye  he  ttandt  in  awe  of  me, 

bim  as  tame  as  a^donrnbtiie. 

an  you  fetch  your  friskesy  sir?  I  will 

stampe  him  into  a  enllice; 

is  skin,  to  cover  one  of  the  anatomies 

i  hath  set  t'  th'  cold  yonder,  in  harher 

chyrurgeons  hall  t 

nice,  yon  are  all  of  yon  like  beasts  for 

sacrifice. 

nothing  left  of  yoa,  hot  tongue  and 

bellv, 

ind  leacherv* 

octor,  he  did  not  feare  yov  throughly. 

rue,  I  was  somewhat  too  forward. 

iercy  upon  me,  what  a  fotall  judgement 

e  upon  tliis  Ferdinand ! 

nowes  your  grace 

ident  bath  brought  unto  the  prince 

ige  distraction  ? 

[  must  faigne  somewhat :  thus  they  say 

it  grew, 

heard  it  rnmor'd  for  these  many  yeeres, 

Hir  familv  dies,  but  there  ia  seene 

?  of  an  old  woman,  which  is  given 

on,  to  us,  to  have  bin  mnrther'd 

ephewes,  for  her  riches:  such  a  figure 

;  (as  the  prince  sate  up  late  at 's  booke) 

to  him ;  when,  crying  out  for  helpe, 

eroan  of 's  chambn:  found  his  grace 

;old  sweat,  altered  much  in  foce 

iiage:  since  which  apparition, 

(rowoe  worse  and  worse,  and  I  much 

feare 

)t  live. 

ir,  I  would  speake  with  yon. 

fe  *11  leave  your  grace, 

»  the  sicke  prince,  o«r  noble  lord, 

1  of  minde  and  body. 

You  are  most  welcome: 

»me }  so,  this  fellow  mast  not  know 

leanes  I  had  intelligenoe 

tchesse  death  {  for  (though  I  counselled 

it) 

>f  all  th'  agreement  seem'd  to  grow 

rdinaod.    Now,  sir,  bow  fares  our  sia- 

ter? 

thinke  but  sorrow  makes  her  looke 

a  oft  dv'd  gannent :  she  shall  now 

mfort  CTom  roes  why  do  you  look  so 

wildely? 

ortune  of  your  asasler  here,  the  prince, 

rou,  but  he  yon  of  happy  comfort : 

do  one  thine  for  me.  Tie  intrrate, 

le  bad  a  cold  tootibe-stooe  ore  his  bones 

Le  you  what  you  should  be. 

kny  Chmg; 

it  io  a  breath,  and  iec  me  dye  to  ^i 

.  III. 


They  that  thinke  long,  small  expedition  win, 
For  musing  much  o*  th*  end,  cannot  begin. 

JuL  Sir,  will  you  come  in  to  supper  ? 

Card.  I  am  busie,  leave  me* 

JuL  What  an  excellent  shape  hath  that  fellow  f 

[Esit. 

Card,  'Tis  thus :  Antonio  lurkes  here  in  MiU 
laine. 
Enquire  him  out,  and  kill  him : '  while  he  lives, 
Our  sister  cannot  marry,  and  I  have  thought 
Of  an  excellent  match  for  her :   do  this,  and 

stile  me 
Thy  advancemenL 

bat.  By  what  meanes  shall  I  finde  him  out  f 

Card,  There  's  a  gentleman  calFd  Delio 
Here  in  the  campe,  that  hath  bin  long  approved 
His  loyall  friend :  set  eye  upon  thnt  fellow. 
Follow  him  to  masse,  may  be  Antonio, 
Although  he  do  account  religion 
But  a  scboole-name,  for  fashion  of  the  world, 
Ma^  accompany  bim ;  or  else  go  enquire  out 
Delio's  conmssor,  and  see  if  you  can  bribe 
Him  to  reveale  it:  there  are  a  thonsand  wayes 
A  man  might  find  to  trace  him :  as  to  know. 
What  fellowes  haunt  the  Jewes,  for  taking  up 
Great  summes  of  money,  for  s^re  he  's  in  want; 
Or  else  to  eo  to  th'  picture-makers,  and  learne 
Who  brou^t  her  picture  lately,  some  of  these 
Happily  may  take. 

Bof.  Well,  rie  not  freeze  i'  th'  business : 
I  wonld  see  that  wretched  thing,  Antonio, 
Above  all  sights  i'  th*  world. 

Card*  Do,  and  be  happv.  [Exit, 

Bot,  This  fellow  doth  breed  basiliskes  in  's 
eyes: 
He  's  nothmg  else,  hut  murder ;  yet  he  seethes 
Not  to  have  notice  of  the  dutchesse  death : 
Tis  his  cunning:  I  must  follow  his  example; 
There  cannot  be  a  surer  way  to  trace. 
Than  that  of  an  okl  fox. 
.  Jul,  So,  sir,  you  are  well  met. 

Bot,  How  now  ? 

Jul,  Nay,  the  doores  are  fest  enongh ; 
Now,  sir,  I  will  make  you confesse  your  treachery, 

Boi,  Treachenf? 

Jul,  Yes,  confesse  tome 
Which  of  my  women  'twas  yon  hyr'd,  to  put 
Jx>ve-powder  into  my  drinke  ? 

Bos,  Love*powder? 

Jul,  Yes,  when  I  was  at  Maify, 
Why  should  I  fall  in  love  with  soch  a  free  else? 
I  have  already  soffer'd  for  tliee  so  moch  pame. 
The  only  remedy  to  do  me  good, 
Is  to  kill  my  longing. 

Boi*  Snro  yoor  pistoll  holds 
Nothing  but  perfumes,  or  kissing  comfits:  ex% 

cellent  lady, 
You  have  a  pretty  way  on  't  to  discover 
Your  longing:  come,  come,  I'le  disarme  yon. 
And    arnie  you  thus ;    yet  this  is  wondrous 
strange. 

Jul,  Compare  thy  fonne  and  my  eyes  toge* 
ther, 

3T 


538 


THE  DUTCHESSE  OF  MALFY. 


[Webster. 


You   *li  find   noy  love  no  such  great  miracle: 

nov  you  *\\  say 
I  am  wanton  :  this  nice  modesty,  in  ladies, 
Is  but  a  troublesome  taiDiiiar, 
Tbat  haunts  them. 

Bos.  Know  you  roe  ?  I  am  a  blunt  soldier. 
Jul,  The  better ; 
Sure  there  wants  fire,  where  there  are  no  lively 

sparkes 
Of  roughnesse. 

3os.  And  I  want  complement. 
Jul.    Why,   ignorance   in   court-ship  cannot 
make  you  do  aroisse. 
If  you  have  a  heart  to  do  well. 
Bo$.  You  are  very  faire. 
Jul.  Nay,  if  you  lay  beauty  to  my  charge, 
I  must  plead  unguilty. 

Bos.  Your  bright  eyes 
Carry  a  quiver  of  darts  in  them,  sharper 
Than  sun-beames. 

Jul,  You  will  mar  me  with  commendation, 
Put  your  selfe  to  the  charge  of  courting  me, 
Whereas  now  I  woe  you. 

Bos.  I  have  it,  I  will  work  upon  this  creature. 
Let  us  grow  most  amorously  familiar : 
If  the  great  cardinall  now  should  see  me  thus, 
Would  he  not  count  me  a  villaine  ? 

Jul.  No,  he  might  count  me  a  wanton. 
Not  lay  a  scruple  of  oO'ence  on  you  : 
For  if  I  see,  aud  steale  a  diamond, 
The  fault  is  not  i*  th'  stone,  but  in  me  the  theef. 
That  purloines  it:  I.  am  suddaine  with  you : 
We  that  are  great  women  of  pleasure,  use  to  cut 

off  , 

These  uncertaine  wishes,  and  unquiet  longings, 
And  in  an  instant  joyne  the  sweet  delight 
And  the  prity  excuse  together:  had  you  bin  i^  th' 

street, 
I  should  have^  courted  you. 

Bos.  Oh,  you  are  an  excellent  lady. 
Jul.  Bid  me  do  somewhat  for  you  presently. 
To  ezpresse  I  love  you. 

Bos.  I  will,  and  if  you  love  me, 
Failp  not  to  effect  it:  the  cardinal!   is  grown 

wondrous  mellancholly. 
Demand  the  cause,  let  him  not  put  you  off, 
With  faign'd  excuse,  discover  the  maine  ground 
on  't. 
Jul.  Why  would  you  know  this  ? 
Bos.  I  have  depended  on  him, 
And  I  heare  that  he  is  falne  in  some  disgrace 
With  the  emperor;  if  he  be,  like  the  mice 
That  forsake  falling  houses,  I  would  shift 
To  other  dcpendance. 

Jul.  You  shall  not  need  follow  the  wars^ 
ril  be  your  maintenaace. 

Bos.  And  I  your  loyall  servant, 
But  I  cannot  leave  my  calling. 

Jul,  Not  leav^  an 
Ungratfull  generall,  for  the  love  of  a  sweet  lady  ? 
You  are  like  some  cannot  sleep  in  feather-beds, 
]3ut  must  have  blocks  fpr  their  pillows. 
Bos.  Will  you  do  tliis  ? 


Jul.  Cunningly. 

Bos.  To  morrow  I  'U  expect  tb*  intelligence. 
Jul.  To  morrow  ?  get  you  into  my  cabinet, 
You  shall  have  it  with  yon :  do  not  delay  me, 
No  more  than  I  do  you :  I  am  like  one 
That  is  condemn'd :  I  have  my  pardon  promisU 
But  I  would  see  it  seal'd :  Go,  get  you  in. 
You  shall  see  me  wind  my  tongue  about  hb  beut 
Like  a  skeine  of  silke. 

Card.  Where  are  you  ? 

Serv.  Here. 

Card.  Let  none,  upon  your  lives. 
Have  conference  with  the  prince  Ferdinand, 
Unlesse  I  know  it :  in  this  distraction 
He  may  reveale  th^  murther. 
Yood's  my  linigring  consumption : 
I  am  weary  of  her;  and  by  an^  meanes 
Would  be  quit  off. 

Jul.  How  now,  nay  lord  ? 
What  ailes  you? 

Card.  Nothing. 

Jul.  Oh,  you  are  much  altered  : 
Come.  I  roust  be  your  secretary,  and  remove 
This  lead  from  off  your  bosome ;    what  's  the 
.    matter  ? 

Card.  I  may  not  tell  you. 

Jul.  Are  you  so  far  in  love  with  sorrow. 
You  cannot  part  with  part  of  it  ?  or  think  yoa 
I  cannot  love  your  grace,  when  you  are  sad, 
As  well  as  merry  ?  or  do  you  suspect 
I,  that  have  bin  a  secret  to  your  heart 
These  mauy  winters,  cannot  be  the  same 
Unto  your  tongue  ? 

Card.  Satisne  thy  longing ; 
The  only  way  to  make  thee  keep  my  coanoell, 
Is  not  to  tell  thee. 

Jul.  Tell  your  eccho  this. 
Or  flatterers,  that  (like  ecchoes)  still  report 
What  they  heare  (though  most  imperfect),  and 

not  me: 
For,  if  that  you  be  true  unto  your  selfe, 
I  '11  know. 

Card.  Will  you  rack  me  ? 

Jul.  No,  judgement  shall 
Draw  it  from  you :  it  is  an  equall  fieiult 
To  tell  ones  secrets  unto  all,  or  none. 

Card.  The  first  argues  folly. 

Jul,  But  the  last  tyranny. 

Card.  Very  wel :  why  imagine  I ;  have  cooh 
mitted 
Some  secret  deed,  which  I  desire  the  world 
May  never  heare  of. 

Jul.  Therefore  may  not  I  know  it? 
You  have  conceal'd  for  me  as  ^reat  a  sin    *  * 
As  adultery.    Sir,  I  beseech  you. 
For  perfect  triall  of  my  constancy 
Till  now :  sir,  I  beseech  you. 

Card.  You  '11  repent  it. 

JuL  Never. 

Card.  It  hurries  thee  to  mine :  1 11  not  tell 
thee; 
Be  well  advis*d,  and  thinke  what  danger 't  is 
To  receive  a  princes  sectets :  they  that  do^ 
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Had  need  have  their  breasts  hdop^d  with  ada- 
mant 
To  containe  them :  I  pray  thee  yet  be  SBtisfi*dy 
£xainaie  thine  own  frailty  ;  't  is  more  easie 
To  tie  knots,  then  unioose  them  :  't  is  a  secret 
That  (like  a  lingring  poyson)  may  chance  lie 
Spread  in  thy  vaines,  and  kill  thee  seven  yeare 
hence. 
Jul,  Now  you  dally  with  me. 
Card.  No  more,  thou  shnlt  know  it. 
By  my  appointment,  the  great  dutchesseofMalfy, 
And  two  of  her  young  children,  foure  nights 

since 
Were  strangled. 
Jul,  Oh  Heaven  !  sir,  what  have  you  done  ? 
Card,  How  now?  how  settles  this  ?  think  you 
your 
Bosome  will   be  a  grave^  darke  and  obscure 

enough 
For  such  a  secret? 

Jul,  You  have  undone  vour  selfe,  sir. 

Card,  Why? 

Jul,  It  lies  not  in  me  to  conceale  it. 

Card,  No  ?  come,  I  will  swear  you  to  't  upon 

this  hook. 
Jul.  Most  religiously. 
Card,  Kisse  it. 
Now  you  shall  never  utter  it,^  thy  curiosity 
Hath  undone  ihee :  thou  'rt  poyson*d  with  that 

book: 
Because  I  knew  thou  couldst  not  keep  my  coun- 

cell, 
I  have  bound  thee  to  't  by  death. 
Boi,  For  pitty  sake,  bold. 
Card,  Ha,  Bosola? 
Jul,  I  forgive  you 
This  equall  piece  of  justice  you  have  done  : 
For  I  betraid  yotir  councell  to  that  fellow. 
He  over  heard  it;  that  was  the  cause  I  said 
It  lay  not  in  me  to  conceale  it. 

Boi.  Oh,  foolish  woman, 
Coldst  not  thou  have  poyson'd  htm  ? 

Jul.  Tis  weakenesse. 
Too  much  to  thinke  what  should  have  bin  done, 
I  go,  I  know  not  whither. 

Card,  Wherefore  com*st  thou  hither? 
jBoi.  That  I  might  find  a  great  man,  (like  your 
self,) 
Not  out  of  his  wits,  (as  the  lord  Ferdinand,) 
To  remember  my  service. 

Card,  I  'U  have  thee  hew*d  in  pieces. 
Bos,  Make  not  your  selfe  such  a  promise  of 
that  life 
Which  is  not  yours  to  dispose  of. 
'Card,  Who  placM  thee  here ? 
Bos,  Her  lust,  as  she  intended. 
Card,  Very  well,  now  you  know  me  for  your 

fellow  murderer. 
Bos,  And  wherefore  should  you-lay  faire  mar- 
ble colours  '    \-    ■ 
Upon  your  rotten  purposes  to  me  ?    '  \ 
Unlesse  you  imitate  some  that  do  plot  great 
treasons,                      ^  -    i " 


And  when  they  have  done,  go'  hide  themselves 

i*  th*  graves, 
Of  ihoie  were  actors  in'  't  ? 

Card,  No  more. 
There  is  a  fortune  attends  thee. 

Bos,  Shall  I  go  sue  a  fortune  any  longer  ? 
'Tis  rhe  fooles  pilgrimage. 

Card,  I  ha\e  honors  in  store  for  thee. 
Bos,  There  are  many  wayeS  that  conduct  to 
seeming 
Honor,  and  some  of  them  very  durty  ones. 

Card.  Throw  to  the  devill 
Thy  mellancholy,  the  fire  burnes  well. 
What  need  we  keep  a  stirring  of 't,  and  make 
A  great  smoother  ?  thou  wilt  kill  Antonio  ? 
Bos,  Yes. 

Card,  Take  up  that  body. 
Bos,  I  thinke  I  shall 
Shortly  grow  the  common  beare  for  church-yards. 
Cards  I  will  allow  thee  some  dozen  of  attend-^ 
ants. 
To  aid  thee  in  the  murthcr. 

Bos,  Oh,  bj  no  meanes. 
Physittans  that  apply  horse-leeches  to  any  rancke 

swelling, 
Use  to  cut  of  their  tailes,  that  thebloud  may,  run 

through  them 
The  faster :  let  me  have  no  traine,  when  I  go  to 

shed  bloud, 
Least  it  make  me  have  a  greater,  when  I  ride  to 
the  gallowes. 
Card,  Come  to  me  after  midnight,  to  hefpe  to 
remove  that  body 
To  her  own  lodging:  I  '11  give  out  she  died  o'  th' 

plague; 
'T  will  breed  the  lesse  enquiry  after  her  death. 
Bos.  Where  's  Castruchio,  her  husband  ? 
Card.  He  's  rode  to  Naples  to  take  possession 
Of  Antonio's  cittadell. 

Bos,  Beleeve  me,  you  have  done  a  very  happy 

turn.  [key 

Card.  Faile  not  to  come :  there  is  the  master- 

Of  our  lodgings:  and  by  that  you  may  conceive 

What  trust  1  plant  in  you.  [Exit, 

Bos,  You  shall  find  roe  ready. 
Oh,  poore  Antonio,  though  nothing  be  so  needfull 
To  thy  estate,  as  pitty,  yet  I  find 
Nothing  so  dangerous :  I  most  look  to  my  foot- 
ing; 
In  such  slippery  yce-paveraents,  men  had  need 
To  be  frost-nayld  well :  they  may  break  their 

necks  else. 
The  president 's  here  afore  me :  how  this  man 
Beares  up  in  bloud  !  seemes  fearelesse !  why,  'tis 

well : 
Security  some  men  call  the  suburbs  of  hell, 
Only  a  dead  wall  between.  Well  (good  Antonio) 
I  '11  seek  thee  out ;  and  all  my  care  shall  be 
To  put  thee  iitto  safety  from  the  reach 
Of  these  most  cr^ell  biters,  that  have  got 
,  Some- of  tbybloiid- already;    It  may  be 
.1*11  joyne  with  thee  In  a  most  just  revenge. 
The  weakest  arme  is  strotog  eooaghy  that  strikes 
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With  the  sword  of  jastice.    Still  in«  tbinkeff  the 

datcbcsse 
Haunts  me  i  there,  there !  'tis  nothing  but  my 

mellancholy.   ' 

0  penitence^  let  me  truely  test  thy  cup. 
That  throwes  men  down,  only  to  roe  them  up. 

[Esit. 

scENA  ra. 

Antoxio,  Delio,  EcchOf  (from  ihe  Dutcheiu 

grave), 

Del.  Yond  'b  the  cardinal's  window :  this  for- 
tification 
Grew  from  the  mines  of  an  ancient  abbey : 
And  to  yond  side  o*  th'  river  lies  a  wall 
(Piece  of  a  c]oyster)i  which  hi  my  opinion 
Gives  the  best  eccho  that  you  ever  beard ; 
So  hollow,  and  so  disraall,  and  withall 
$0  piaine  in  the  distinction  of  our  words. 
That  many  have  supposed  it  b  a  spirit 
That  answers. 

^    AnL  I  do  love  these  ancient  mines : 
We  never  tread  upon  them,  hot  we  set 
Gur  foot  upon  some  reverend  history; 
And  questioalesse,  here  in  this  open  oourt 
(Which  now  lies  naked  to  the  injuries 
Of  stormy  weather)  some  lye  enterr'd 
LovM  the  church  so  well,  and  gave  so  largely 

to'tj 
They  thought  it  should  have  canopide  their  bones 
Till  doombs-day :  but  all  things  have  their  end : 
Chorohes  and  cities  (which  have  diseases  like  to 

men) 
MuAt  have  like  death  tliat  we  have. 

£cc.  Like  death  that  we  have. 

Dei.  Now  the  Eccho  hath  caught  you. 

Ant.  It  groau'd  (roe  thought),  and  gave 
A  very  deadlv  accent. 

£cc.  Deadiy. accent. 

Del.  1  told  you  'twas  a  pretty  one :  you  may 
make  it 
A  huntes-man,  or  a  faulconer,  a  musitian, 
Or  a  thinff  of  sorrow. 

£cc.  Aihing€f$arraw. 

Ant.  I  sure:  that  suites  it  best. 

£cc.  Tfiattuiteeitbett, 

Ant.  'TIS  very  like  my  wifes  voyce. 

£cc.  J,  wifti-voyce. 

Del.  Come,  let  ^s  walke  farther  from  't : 

1  would  not  have  you  to'  th'  cardinab  to  night : 
Doe  not. 

£cc.  Douoi. 

Del.  Wisdome  doth  not  more  moderate,  wast- 
ing sorrow 
Tlian  time :  uke  time  for 't :  be  mindfiiU  of  thy 
safety. 

£cc.  Be  mindfuU  qfthy  uifety. 

Ant.  Necessity  compels  me ; 
Make  soruteny  throngbout  the  passes 
Of  your  owne  life :  you  'U  find  it  impossible 
To  flye  your  fate. 

£cc.  OJlytymrfate. 


JDel.  H^rke:  the  dead  Ho^ea  setoae  ta  ban 
pity  on  you, 
And  give  you  good  eounselL 

Ant.  £ccho,  I  will  not  talke  with  thee; 
For  thou  art  a  dead  thing. 

£cc.  Than  art  a  dead  thing. 

Ant.  My  dutchesse  is  asleep^  now, 
And  her  little-ones,  I  hope  sweetly  ;  ob  Heaven ! 
Shall  I  never  see  her  more  } 

£cc.  Vever  ua  her  mare. 

Ant.  I  mark'd  not  one  repetition  of  the  Eocbo^ 
But.  that :  and  on  the  sudden,  a  deare  light 
Presented  me  a  hce  folded  in  sorrow. 

Del.  Your  fsncv,  meerely. 

Ant.  Come :  I'ie  be  out  of  this  ague  t 
For  to  live  thus,  is  not  indeed  to  live : 
It  is  a  mockery  and  abuse  of  life ; 
I  will  not  henceforth  save  my  s«lfe  by  halvc% 
Lose  all,  or  nothing. 

Del.  Your  own  vertue  save  you  : 
lie  fetch  your  eldest  soone,  and  second  you : 
It  may  be  that  the  sight  of  his  owne  blood 
Spread  into  so  sweet  a  figure^  «iay  beget 
Tne  more  compassion. 
However,  (are  you  well : 
Though  in  our  miseries,  fortune  have  a  part, 
Yet,  in  our  noble  suffriitg^,  she  hath  none, 
Contempt  of  paine,  that  we  may  call  om  owae . 

[Ent. 

SCENA  IV. 

Cardinally  Pescara,  Malateste,  Roiwiico, 
Grisolan,  Bosola,  Feroiitand,  Amtovio, 
Servant, 

Card,  You  shall  not  watch  to  nigh^  by  the 
sicke  prince. 
His  grace  is  very  well  recover'd. 

Mai.  Good  my  lord  suffer  us. 

Card,  Oh,  by  no  meanes  :^ 
The  noise,  and  change  of  olyect  in  his  eye. 
Doth  more  distract  him :  I  pn^*  n|l  to  bed. 
And  though  you  heare  him  m  his  violent  fit. 
Do  not  rise,  i  entreat  you. 

Fee.  So  sir,  we  shall  not. 

Card,  Nay,  I  roust  have  you  promise 
Upon  your  honors,  for  I  was  ei\)oyn'd  to  't 
By  himselfe ;  and  he  seeni'd  to  urge  it  senciblj. 

Fes.  Let  our  honors  binde  this  trifle. 

Card.  Nor  any  of  your  followers. 

Mai,  Neither. 

Card,  It  may  be  to  make  triall  of  your  pro* 
roise 
When  he 's  nsleepe,  roy  selfe  will  rise,  and  fai|^ 
Soroe  of  his  road  trickes,  and  cry  out  forhelpe, 
And  faigne  my  selfe  in  danger. 

Mai,  If  your  throat  were  cutung, 
I  *I1  'd  not  coroe  at  you,  now  I  have  protested 
against. 

Card.  Why,  I  ihanke  you. 

Gri$.  Twa|  a  foule  storme  to  night. 

Eod.  The  lord  Ferdinand's  chamber  shooks^ 
like  an  ozier. 
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.    Afol.  TwMDOthifig  but  pore  kbdndteio  Che 

To  focke  bi^  owne  childe.  [EMtcii^. 

Card.  The  reason  why  I  would  not  totter  these 
About  oij  brother,  iiy  l>ecaQse  at  midnight 
I  may  with  better  primcy  oonvay 
JnUat  body  to  her  owne  lodging:  O,  my  con- 

sciai^l 
I  would  pray  now :  but  the  devitt  takes  away 

my  heart 
For  having  any  confidence  in  prayer. 
About  this  houre,  I  appointed  Boac^ 
To  fetch  the  body ;  when  be  hatb  serr'd  mr  tome, 

Hedies.  I^'^' 

Bot,  Hah!  'twas  the  cardinals  foyce:  iheard 
him  name 
Boaola,  and  my  death :  listen^  I  bcare  oaet  Ibot- 

Fer,  Strangling  is  a  very  quiet  death. 

Boi,  Nay  then  I  see  I  must  stand  upon  my 
guard. 

Fer.  What  say  to  that?  whisper,  softly:  doe 
you  agree  to 't  ? 
So  it  must  be  done  i*  th*  darke :  the  cardinail 
Would  not  for  a  thousand  pounds  the  doctor 
should  see  it.  [Exit, 

Boi.  My  death  is  pk>tted ;  here 's  the  conse- 
quence of  murther. 
We  value  not  detert^  nor  Ckrittian  breathy 
When  we  know  blacke  deeds  muU  he  ettr^d  wnth 
death. 

Serv.  Here  stay,  sir,  and  be  confident,  I  pra^ : 
V\l  fetch  you  a  dnrk  lantbome.  [Exit, 

Ant.  Cold  I  take  him  at  his  prayers, 
There  were  hope  of  pardon. 

Boi.  Fall  right  my  sword : 
I  '11  not  give  thee  so  much  leysure,  as  to  pray. 

Ant.  Oh,  I  am  gone !  thou  bast  ended  a  long 
suit 
In  a  minute. 

Bo§.  What  art  thou? 

Ant.  A  most  wretched  thins, 
That  only  have  thy  benefit  in  death, 
To  appeare  my  selfe. 

Serv.  Where  are  you, sir? 

Ant.  Very  neere  my  home :  Bosob  ? 

Serv,  Oh,  misfortune. 

Bo§.  Smother  thy  pitty,  thou  art  dead  else : 
Antonio? 
Tfie  man  I  would  have  sav*d  *bove  mine  own  life  ? 
We  are  meerely  the  stars  tennys-bals  (strooke, 

and  bonded > 
Which  way  please  them) :  oh  good  Antonio, 
,  I  ^U  whisper  one  thing  in  thy  dying  eare. 
Shall  make  thy  heart  breake  quickly  t  thy  fiiire 

dutchesse 
And  two  sweet  children     ■■ 

Ani.  Their  very  names 
Kindle  a  little  life  in  me. 

Bot.  Are  murdered ! 

Ant.  Some  men  have  wisht  to  die, 
At  the  hearing  of  sad  tidings:  I  am  glad 
That  I  shall  do 't  in  sadnet:  I  would  not  mm 


Wiah  »y  wo«nds  balm'de^  nor  heal*d:  for  T\ 

have  no  use 
To  pot  my  lifis  to :  in  all  our  quest  of  greatness* 
(Like  wanton  boyes,  whose  pastime  is  their  care,) 
We  foUow  after  bubbles  blowne  i'  tb'  ay  re. 
,  Pleasure  of  life,  what  is 't  ?  only  the  good  honret.' 
Of  an  ague:  neetely  a  preparative  to  rest. 
To  endnre.vesatioQ:  Idoeaotaske 
The  Mocctie  of  my  deaths  only  commend  lae 
To  DeUo.  -^^ 

Boi.  Bccake, heart! 

Ant,  And  letmysonneflytheeourta  of  princes. 

Bon  Thou  seem*st  to  have  lov'd  Antoaio  { 

Serv^.l  brou^t  him  hither. 
To  have  reconcU*d  him  with  the  caidiaalL 

Bot.  I  doe  not  aske-thee  that : 
Take  him  un^  if  thou  tender  thine  own*  life. 
And  beare  nim  where  the  Lady  Julia 
Was  wont  to  lodge.    Oh !  my  fete  moves  swift, 
I  have  this  cardinail  in  the  forge  already, 
Now  rie  brin^  him  to  th'  hammer :  (O  direfeU 

misprision !) 
I  will  not  imitate  thinnclorioosi 
No  more  than  base :  rle  be  mine  owne  eiample. 
On,  on,  and  looke  thou  represent,  fet  silence^ 
The  thing  thott  bear'st.  [ExemU* 


SCENA  V. 

Cardinail  (with  a  Booke)^  Bosola,  PssCAEii 
Malateste,  Rodorico,  Ferdinand,  Deuo, 
Servants  with  Antonio's  Body. 

Card.  I  am  Dusiell'd  in  a  question  about  beUt 
He  saies,  in  h€»l  there  '•  one  materiall  fire^ 
And  jret  it  shall  not  bume  all  men  alike. 
Lay  him  by :  how  tedious  is  a  gyilty  conscience ! 
When  I  looke  into  the  fish-ponds,  in  my  garden. 
Me  thinkes  I  see  a  thing,  arm'd  with  a  rafcc^ 
That  seemes  to  strike  at  me.    Now  ?  art  thoa 

come  ?  thou  look*st  ghastly ; 
There  sits  in  thy  fece  some  great  determination, 
Mix'd  with  some  feare. 

Bos.  Thus  it  lighteas  into  action : 
I  am  come  to  kill  thee. 

Card.  Hah!  heipe;  our  guard! 

Boi.  Thou  art  deceived : 
They  are  out  of  thy  bowling. 

Card.  Hold :  I  will  feithfelly  divide 
Revenues  with  thee. 

Boi.  Thy  prayers  and  proffers 
Are  both  unseasonable. 

Card,  Raise  the  watch !  we  are  betraid ! 

Boi.  I  have  confinde  your  flight : 
I'le  suffer  your  retrait  to  Julias  chamber. 
But  no  fbither. 

Card.  Helpe!  we  are  betmid ! 

MaL  Listen. 

Card.  My  dukedome,  for  retcew. 

Rod,  Fye  upon  his  counterfeiting. 

Mai.  Why,  *t  is  not  the  cardinalL 

Rod.  Yea,  yes, 't  is  he : 
But  lie  see  him  haa%*d«r^  VVfe^^ivR«i^V^>^^sBk. 
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Card.  Here 's  a  plot  apon  me,  I  am  assaulted : 
I  am  lost, 
Unlesse  some  rescew. 
.    Gris,  He  doth  this  pretty  well : 
But  it  will  not  serve  to  laugh  rae  out  of  mine 
•"  honor. 

Card,  The  sword  's  at  my  throat ! 
Rod,  You  would  not  baule  so  loud  then. 
■  Mai,  Come,  come,  let 's  go  to  bed :  he  told 

us  thus  much  aforehand. 
Pes.  He  wished  you  should  not  come  at  him  : 
but  beleev't, 
The  accent  of  the  voyce  sounds  not  in  jest. 
I*le  downe  to  him,  howsoever,  and  with  engines 
Force  ope  the  doores. 

Rod,  Let 's  follow  him  aloofe, 
And  note  how  the  cardinall  will  laugh  at  him. 
Bos.  There  's  for  you  first ;  'cause  you  shall 
not  unbarracade  the  doore 
To  let  in  rescew.  [He  kills  the  Servant, 

'  Card,  What  cause  hast  thou  to  pursue  my 

life? 
Bos.  Looke  there. 
Card,  Antonio ! 

Bos,  Slaine  by  ray  hand  unwittingly : 
Pray,  and  be  sudden:  when  thou  kill'dst  thy 

sister. 
Thou  took  St  from  justice  her  most  equall  bal- 

lance, 
And  lefl  her  nought  but  the  sword. 
Card.  O  mercy ! 

Bos.  Now  it  seemes  thy  greatnes  was  only 
outward : 
For  thou  fiiU'st  faster  of  thy  selfe,  than  calamity 
Can  drive  thee :    I'le  not  waste  longer  time : 
there. 
Card,  Thou  hast  hurt  me. 
•    Bos.  Againe.    * 

Card,  Shall  I  die  like  a  levoret, 
Without  any  resistance  ?  helpe,  beipe,  helpe ! 
I  am  slaine. 

Fer.  Th*  allarum?  give  me  a  fresh  horse: 
Rally  the  vaunt-guard,  or  the  day  is  lost : 
Yeeld,  yeeld  !  I  give  you  the  honor  of  araies, 
Shake  my  sword  over  you ;  will  you  yeilde  ? 
Card.  Helpe  rae,  I  ara  your  brother. 
JPcr.  Thedevill? 
My  brother  fight  upon  the  adverse  party? 
There  flies  your  ransome. 

[He  wounds  the  Cardinally  and  (in  the  scuf- 
fle)  gives  Bosola  his  deaths  wound. 
Card.  Oh  justice ! 
I  suffer  now,  for  what  hath  former  bin  : 
"  Sorrow  is  held  the  eldest  child  of  sin." 

Fer.  Now  you  're  brave  fellowes : 
CsBsars  fortune  was  harder  than  Pompeys : 
Caesar  died  in  the  armes  of  prosperity, 
Pompey  at  the  feet  of  disgrace:  you  both  died 

in  the  field ; 
The  paine*s  nothing :  paine  many  times  is  taken 

away  with 
The  apprehension  of  greater,  (as  the  tooth-ache 
with  the  sight 


Of  8^  barber,  that  comes  to  pull  it  out) :  there 's' 
phylosophy  for  you. 
Bos,  Now  my  revenge  is  perfect :  sinke  (thou 
maine  cause 
Of  my  undoing);  the  last  part  of  my  life 
Hath  done  me  best  service. 

[He  kills  Ferdinand. 
Fer,  Give  me  some  wet  hay,  I  am  broken 
winded, 
I  do  account  this  world  but  a  dog-kenell : 
I  will  vault  credit,  and  affect  high  pleasures. 
Bos.  He  seems  to  come  tohimselfe,  now  he*s 

so  neer  the  bottome. 
Fer.  My  sister,  oh,  my  sister!  there  's-the 
cause  on  't. 
"  Whether  we  fall  by  ambition,  blood,  or  lust, 
"  Like  diamonds, we  are  cut  with  our  owne  dust;** 
Card.  Thou  hast  thy  payment  too. 
Bos,  Yes,  I  hold  my  weary  soule  in  ray  teeth, 
*Tis  ready  to  part  from  rae :  I  doe  glory 
That  thou,  which  stoodst  like  a  huge  puvmid. 
Begun  upon  a  large  and  araple  base, 
Shalt  end  in  a  little  point,  a  kind  of  nothing. 
Fes,  How  now  (my  lord  ?) 
Mai.  Oh  sad  disaster ! 
Rod.  How  comes  this  ? 

Bos.    Revenge  for  the  dutchesse  of  Malfy, 
murdered 
By  th'  Arragonian  brethren  :  for  Antonio, 
Slaine  by  his  hand  :  for  lustfull  Julia, 
Poyson'd  by  this  man  :  and  lastly,  for  my  selfe, 
(That  was  an  actor  in  the  maine  of  ull, 
Much  'gainst  mine  owne  good  nature,  yet  i'  th' 

end 
Neglected.) 

Fes,  How  now  (my  lord  ?) 
Card.  Looke  to  my  brother : 
He  gave  us  these  large  wounds,  as  we  were 

strugling 
Here  i'  th'  rushes  :  and  now,  I  pray,  let  me 
Be  laid  by,  and  never  thought  of. 

Pes.  How  fatally  (it  seemes)  he  did  withstand 
His  owne  rescew  ? 

Mai.  Thou  wretched  thing  of  blood. 
How  came  Antonio  by  his  death  ? 

JBos.  In  a  mist :  I  know  not  how  ; 
Such  a  mistake,  as  I  have  often  seene 
In  a  play :  Oh,  I  am  gone  ! 
We  are  only  like  dead  walls,  or  vaulted  graves, 
T.hat  min*d,  yeilds  no  eccho  :  hre  you  well. 
It  may  be  paine,  but  no  harme  to  me  to  die. 
In  so  good  a  quarrell :  Oh  this  gloomy  world  ! 
In  what  a  shadow,  or  deep  pic  of  darknes. 
Doth  (womanish  and  fearefull)  mankind  live ! 
Let  worthy  minds  ne're  stai^ger  in  distrust  ■ 
To  suffer  death,  or  shame  for  what  is  just. 
Mine  is  another  voyage. 

Ves,  The  noble  Deho,  as  I  came  to  th*  palace. 

Told  me  of  Antonio's  being  here,  and  sliew*d  me 

A  pretty  gentleman,  his  sonne  and  beire. 

mal.  Oh,  sir,  you  come  too  late. 

Del,  I  heard  so,  and  [use 

Was  ann'd  for 't  ere  I  came :  let  us  make  noble 
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or  this  great  ruine^  and  joyoe  all  our  force 

To  establish  this  yong  hopeful!  gentleman 

Id  's  mothers  right.    These  wretched  eminent 

things 
Leave  no  more  fame  behind  'em,  than  should 

one 
Fall  in  a  frost,  and  leave  his  print  in  snow ; 
As  soone  as  the  sun  shines,  it  ^ver  melts, 


Both  forme  and  matter :  I  have  ever  thought 
Nature  doth  nothing  so  great,  for  great  men, 
As  when  she  's  pleas'd,  to  make  them  lords  of 
truth: 

Integrity  of  life,  is  fames  best  friend. 
Which  nobly  (beyond  death)  shall  cronme  the 
end. 


edition; 


TbeDatchesse  ofMalfyc  a  Tragedy:  as  it  was  approvedly  well  acted  at  the  Black-Friers, 
by  his  Majesties  servants.  The  pertect  and  exact  copy,  with  divers  things  printed,  that  the  length 
of  the  play  would  not  beare  in  the  presentment.    Written  by  John  Webster. 


Horat.— iSi  quid' 


Candidus  Imperti  si  non  his  vtero  mecum. 


London  :  Printed  by  I.  Rawortb,  for  I.  Benson,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop  in  St  Dunstans 
Chorchyard  in  Fleetstreet. 
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THE    REBELLION. 


WBRTBB  BT 


THOMAS  RAWUNS. 


Thomas  Rawli  vs,  author  of  Tbe  RebellioD,  woi  principal  Engraver  of  the  Mint  in  the  retgm 
of  Charles  L  and  CharUi  IL;  a  vocation  whkh^  in  his  preface^  he  prefers  to  the  threadbare  occm- 
pationqfapoet.  It  is  an  argument,  as  well  of  his  personal  respectabtlitv,  as  of  his  easy  drtum' 
gtances,  that  no/ewer  than  eleven  copies  qfpr^fiuory  verses,  by  the  wits  of  the  time,  are  prefixed  to 
$he  old  edition.  Notwithstanding  the  popularity  cfthe  piece,  and  several  passages  rfreal  merit,  it 
vol  never  re^puhUshed ;  perhaps  because  Rebellion  soon  assumed  the  whole  hingdom/or  its  stage. 


TO  TBB  WOBSBIPFtTLL,  AHD  HIS  BONOUBED  KIMSMAV, 

ROBERT  DUCIE, 

OF  ASTON,  IN  THB  COUNTY   OF  STAFFORD,  KSQVIBB; 

sob  to  sib  b.  duciby  kkight  abd  babobbt,  dbcbasbd. 

Sib, 

Not  to  boast  of  any  perfectioos,  I  ha^e  never  yet  bin  owner  of  ingratitude,  and  would  bee  loath 
envy  should  taxe  mee  now ;  having  at  this  time  opportunity  to  pay  part  of  that  debt  I  owe  vour 
love.  This  tragedy  had  at  tbe  presentment  a  generall  applause ;  yet  I  have  not  that  want  oi  mc^ 
desty,  as  to  conclude  it  wholly  worthy  your  oatronage ;  although  I  have  bio  bold  to  fixe  your  nasie 
unto  it.  Yet,  however,  your  charity  will  oe  famous  in  protecting  this  plant  from  the  breath  of 
Zoilus  ;  and  forgiving  tlus'my  confidence :  and  your  acceptance  choish  a  study  of  a  more  descrviag 
peecci  to  quit  tSt  remainder  of  the  ing^igemeot :  In 

Your  kinsman,  ready  to  serve  you, 

THOMAS  RAWIiNS. 
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TO  THE  READER. 


ADXHyifcourteotis,  t  hiiTe  not  so  little  iaith  as  to  feare  thy  censure;  since  thoa  knowest 

bath  many  faahs^  whereon  I  depend :  although  my  ignorance  of  the  stage  is  also  a  sufficient 

e :  if  I  hare  committed  any,  let  thy  candor  Judge  mildly  of  them ;  and  thinke  not  those  vo- 

y  favOifrs  of  my  friends  (by  vvhose  compulsive  perswasions  I  have  published  this)  a  commen- 

IS  of  my  seeking^  or  through  a  desire  in  me  to  eucrease  the  volume,  but  rather  a  care,  that  yon 

tliat  I  have  bin  over  entreated  to  present  it  to  you)  might  find  therein  something  worth  vour 

Take  n6  notice  of  ray  name,  for  a  second  workc  of  this  nature  shall  hardly  beare  it     I  have 

sire  to  bee  knowne  by  a  thread-bare  cloake^  having  a  calling  that  will  raaintaine  it  woolly. 

reli. 


TO  HIS  LOVING  FRIEND  THE  AUTHOR,  UPON  HIS'  TRAGEDY 

"  THE  REBELLION." 


■aise  thee,  friend,  and  shew  the  reason  why, 
s  from  honest  love ;  not  flattery, 
rill  is  not  to  flatter,  nor  for  spight 
raise,  or  dispraise;  but  to  doe  thee  right, 
d  daring  rebells,  in  their  impious  way 
iackiviUian  darkenesse ;  this  thy  play 
tl^  shewes;  speakes  thee  truths  sa/yriiA, 
fUionsyoe,  timet  honest  artist. 
continu'd  scenes,  ptits,  plots,  and  language 

cnn 
nguish  (worthily)  the  vertuoui  man 


From  the  viciout  villained  earths  fatall  ill. 
Intending  mischeivous  traitor  MaehitUl, 
Him  and  his  trech'rous  complices,  that  strove 
(Like  the  gigantick  rebelU  warre  'gainst  Jove) 
To  disenthrone  Spains  king,  (the  Heavens  an* 

noynted,) 
By  Sterne  death  all  were  justly  disappointed. 
Plots  meet  with  counter-plots,  revenge,  and 

blood, 
Rebells  mine,  makes  thy  tragedy  good. 

NATU.  RICHARDS. 


HIS  WORTHY  ESTEEMED  MR  THOMAS  RAWLINS  ON  mB  "^  REBELLION." 


iT  not  wonder,  for  the  world  does  know, 
It  poets  can,  and  oft  times  reach  onto. 
f  oft  worke  myracles :  no  marvaile  than 
a  mak'st  thy  tailer  here  a  nobleman  : 
lid  all  the  trade  were  honest  too ;  but  he 
li  leam't  the  utmost  of  the  mystery, 
tiing  with  cunning  industery,  the  heart 
ach  a  beauty,  which  did  prove  the  smart 
oan^jT  worthy  lovers,  and  noth  saine 
t  prise  which  others  laboured  mr  in  vaine. 
u  mak*st  him  valiant  too,  and  such  a  spirit, 
;i^ery  noble  mind  approves  his  merit. 

V^OL.  III. 


But  what  renowne  th*  *ast  given  hb  worth,  lis  fit 
The  wofid  should  render  to  thy  bopefnU  wit, 
And  with  a  welcome  plaudit  eutertaine 
Tlib  lovely  issue  of  thy  teeming  braine. 
That  their  kinde  usage  to  this  birCh  of  thine. 
May  winne  so  much  upon  thee  for  each  line 
Thou  hast  bequeathed  the  world  thou  It  give  her 

tenne. 
And  raise  more  high  the  glory  of  thv  penne : 
Accomplish  these  our  wishes,  and  then  see. 
How  all  that  lore  the  aru  will  bdiioor  tbee. 

CO. 

3  z 
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TO  MY  FRIEND  MR  RAWLINS,  UPON  THIS  PLAY,  HIS  WORKE. 


FrieiiDi  in  the  faire  coropleatnesse  of  your 

play 
Y*aye  courted  truth ;  in  these  few  lioes  to  say 
Sotnetbing  concerning  it,  that  all  may  know 
Ipay  no  more  of  praise  than  what  I  owe. 
^Tis  good,  and  merit  much  more  faire  appeares 
Apparelled  in  plaine  prayse,  then  when  it  wen  res 
A  compleroentall  glosse.     Toy/en  may  boast 


Tb'ave  gained  by  your  yoongpee  what  they  long 

lost 
By  the  old  proverbe,  which  sayes,  JTureetoB 

man : 
But  to  your  vindicating  muse,  that  can 
Make  one  a  man,  and  a  man  noble,  tbey 
Must  wreaths  of  bayes  as  their  doe  praises  paj, 

ROBERT  DAVENPOBT. 


TO  THE  AUTHOR^  ON  HIS  «  REBELUON.'' 


Thy  play  I  ne*re  saw :  what  shall  I  say  then? 

I  in  my  vote,  roust  doe  as  other  men, 

And  praise  those  things  to  all,  which  common 

fame 
Does  boast  of,  such  a  bopefull  growing  flame, 
Which  in  dispight  of  flattery  shall  shine. 
Till  envy  at  thy  glory  doe  repme : 
And  on  Peraassus  cliffie  top  shall  stand. 


Directing  wandrinfr  wits  to  wis1i*d-for  land; 
Like  a  beacon  o'  th*  Muses  hill  remaine. 
That  still  doth  burne,  not  lesser  light  retainc; 
To  shew  that  other  wits,  compared  with  thee, 
Is  but  Rebellion  i*  th*  high'st  degree. 
For  from  thy  labours  (thus  much  I  doe  scan) 
A  tayler  is  ennobled  to  a  man, 

R.W. 


TO  HIS  DEARE  FRIEND,  MR  THOMAS  RAWLINS. 


To  see  a  springot  of  thy  tender  age. 
With  such  a  lofty  straine  to  word  a  stage ; 
To  see  a  tragedy  from  thee  in  print, 
With  such  a  world  of  6ne  meanders  in  't, 
Pusles  my  wondring  soule :  for  there  appeares 
Such  disproportion  *twixt  thy  lines  and  yeares, 
That  when  I  read  thy  lines,  methinkes  I  see 
The  sweet  tongu*d  Chid  fall  upon  his  knee. 
With  (parce  precor)  every  line,  and  word, 
Runnes  in  sweet  numbers  of  its  owne  accord : 
But  I  am  wonder^strook,  that  all  this  while 
Thy  nnfeather'd  quill  should  write  a  tragickettWe, 


This  above  all  my  admiration  drawes. 

That  one   so  young  should  know  draroattickc 

lawes. 
Tis  rare,  and  therefore  is  not  for  the  spaii^ 
Or  greasie  thumbes  of  every  common  man. 
The  dainaske  rose  that  sprouts  before  the  spriof 
Is  fit  for  none  to  smell  at,  bat  a  king. 
Goe  on  sweet  friend,  I  hope  in  time  to  see 
Thy  temples  rounded  with  the  Dephnemm  tree. 
And  if  men  aske  who  Durst  thee,  lie  say  tba^ 
It  was  the  ambrosian  spring  of  Pegnstu. 

ROa  CHAMBERLAIN. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND,  MR  THOMAS  RAWLINS,  ON  HIS  PLAY  CALLED 

"  THE  REBELLION." 


I  WILL 

Least 


L  not  praise  thee,  friend,  nor  is  it  fit, 

I  be  said  to  flatter  what  y'  have  writ : 

For  some  will  say,  I  writ  to  applaud  thee. 
That  when  I  print  tliou  maist  doe  so  for  me. 


Faith  they're  deceiv*d,  thoa  justly.daim'itilij 

bnyes : 
Vertae  re^urds  her  selfe ;  tbirwork's  thy  pniK* 

T.  JOURDAN. 
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TO  THE  AUTHOR,  MASTER  THOMAS  RAWUNS. 


Kind  friend  excuse  me,  that  doe  thus  intrude, 

Thronging  thy  volume  with  my  lines  so  rude. 

Applause  is  needlesse  here,  yet  this  I  owe 

As  due  to  th*  Muses:  thine  ne*re  su*d  (I  know) 

For  hands,  nor  voyce,  nor  pen,  nor  other  praise 

Whatsoe*re  by  mortalls  us*d,  thereby  to  raise 

An  authors  name  eternally  to  blisse ; 

Wer't  rightly  scann'd  (alas !)  what  folly  'tis: 

As  if  a  poets  single  worke  alohe. 

Wants  power  to  lift  him  to  the  spangled  throne 

Of  highest  Jove :   or  needes  their  Inke-warme 

fires. 
To  cut  his  way  or  pierce  tlie  circled  sphearei. 
Foolish  presumption  !  whosoeVe  thou  art, 
Thus  fondly  deem'st  of  poets  princely  art. 
Here  needs  no  paultry  petty  pioners  skiJl 
To  fortifie ;  nay,  thy  melefluous  quill 


Strikes  Momus  with  amaze,  and  silence  deepe, 
And  dooui'd  poore  Zoilut  to  ttte  Lethean  sleepe. 
Then  beu't  dismay'd,  I  know  thy  booke  will  live, 
And  deathlesse  trophies  to  thy  name  shall  give. 
Who  doubts,  where  Venui  and  Minerva  meete 
In  every  line,  how  pleasantly  they  greete  ? 
Strewing  thy  paths  with  roses,  red  and  white, 
To  decke  thy  silver-streames  of  fluent  wit; 
And  entertame  the  graces  of  thy  minde: 
O  may  thy  early  head  be  sweet  shelter  finde, 
Vnder  the  umbraes  of  those  verdunt  bayes, 
Ordain'd  for  sacred  poesies  sweet  layes. 
Such  are  thy  lines,  in  such  a  curious  dresse, 
Compos*d  so  quaintly ;  that  if  I  may  guesse, 
None  save  thine  owoe  should  dare  t'  approach 
(he  presse, 

I.  GOUGH. 


.• 


TO  THE  INGENIOUS  AUTI^OR. 


A  sowRE  and  austere  kind  of  men  there  be. 
That  would  out-law  the  lawes  of  poesie ; 
And  from  a  common-wealths  well  governed  lists, 
Some  grave  and  too  much  severe  Platonists, 
Would  exclude  poets;  and  h&ve  en^nity 
With  the  soules  freedome,  ingenuity. 
These  are  so  much  for  wisedome,  they  forget 
That  Heaven  allow'th  the  use  of  modest  wit. 
These  thinke  the  autlior  of  a  jest  alone, 
Is  the  man  that  deserves  damnation  t 
Holding  mirth  vitious,  and  to  laugh  a  sin : 
Yet  we  must  give  tfiese  Cy nicks  leave  to  grin. 


What  will  they  thinke,  when  they  shall  see  thee 

in 
The  plaines  of  faire  Rlizium  ?  sit  among 
A  crowned  troope  of  poets?  and  a  throng 
Of  aticient  bardes,  which  soqle-delightiog  quire 
Sings  daily  anthemnes  to  ApoUoes  lyre. 
Amongst  which  thou  shalt  sit;    and  crowned 

thus, 
Shalt  laugh  at  Cato  and  Democritus. 
Thus  shall  thy  bayes  be  superscribed :  my  pen 
Did  not  alone  make  playes,  bat  also  men. 

E.  B. 


TO  HIS  FRIEND  OF  THE  AUTHOR. 


Blesse  me,  yon  sacred  sister.    What  a  throng 
Of  choice  encomions  's  prest?  such  as  was  sung 
When  the  sweet  singer  Stetichorut  liv*d ; 
Vpon  whose  lips  the  nightingale  surviv*d. 
What  makes  my  sickly  &ncy  hither  hye 
(Vnlesse  it  be  for  shelter  ?)  when  the  eye 
Of  each  peculiar  artist  makes  a  quest 
After  my  slender  judgement?  then  a  jest 
Dissolves  my  thoughts  to  nothing,  and  my  paines 
Has  its  reward  in  adding  to  my  staines. 


But  as  the  river  ofAthamas  can  fire 

Tlie  sullen  wood,  and  make  its  flames  aspire, 

So  the  infused  comfort  I  receive 

By  th*  tye  of  friendship,  prompts  roe  to  relieve 

My  fainting  spirits ;  and  with  a  full  saile 

Rush  'mongst  your  Argo$eyt  dispite  of  haile. 

Or  stormes  of  cntticks,  friend,  to  thee  I  come, 

I  know  th'  ast  harbour,  I  defie  much  roome : 

Besides,  lie  pay  thee  for  't  in  gratefull  verse. 

Since  that  thou  art  witts  abstract;  He  rehearsei 
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Nothing  shnll  wooll  yoar  eares  with  a  long 

phraise, 
or  a  sententious  folly ;  for  to  raise 
Sad  pyramids  of  flattery,  that  may  be 
Condemn*d  for  the  sincere  prolixity. 
Let  Envy  tume  her  mantle,  and  expose 
Il^r  rotten  iutralls  to  infept  the  rose, 


Or  pine  like  greennesse  of  thy  extant  wit : 
Yet  shall  thy  Homers  shield  demolish  it. 
Vpon  thy  quill  as  on  an  eaeles  wing,      [periof;: 
Thou  shalt  be  led  through  tn'  uyre's  sweet  wha>« 
And  with  thy  pen  thou  shiUt  ingrave  thy  name, 
(Better  then  penpill,)  in  the  list  of  (aroe. 

^  I.  TATUAH. 


ON  MASTER  RAWLINS,  AND  HIS  TAYLER,  IN  «  THE-REBELUON.' 


In  what  a  strange  dclemnia  stood  my  mind, 
When'first  I  saw  the  tayler,  and  did  finde 
It  so  well  fWiaalit  with  wit  I  hot  when  I  knew 
The  noble  tavler  to  proceed  from  you ; 
I  stood  ama^M,  as  one  with  thunder  strook. 
And  knew  not  which  to  read;  you,oryourbooke. 
I  wonder  how  you  could,  being  of  our  race, 
So  eagle-like  looke  Phcebus  in  the  face. 
I  wonder  how  you  could,  being  so  yong, 
And  teeming  yet,  encounter  with  so  strong 


And  iirroe  a  story ;  'twould  iodeed  liave  provM 
A  subject  for  the  wisest,  that  had  lor'd 
To  sucke  at  Aganippe.    But  goe  oo, 
Mj  best  of  friends ;  and  as  you  hmwe  began 
With  that  is  gqod,  so  let  your  aAer  times 
Transcendent  be.    Apollo  be  still  shines 
On  the  best  wits ;  ana  if  a  Momos  chance 
On  this  thy  volume  scornfully  to  glance, 
Melpomene  will  defend,  and  you  shall  see. 
That  vertue  will  at  length  make  envy  flee. 

I.  KNIGHT. 


i«S 


TO  HIS  INGENIOUS  FRIEND,  MR  RAWLINS,  THE  AUTHOR  OF 

*'  THE  REBELUON." 


What  need!  strive  to  prayse  thy  worthy  fram^. 
Or  raise  a  trophy  to  thy  lasting  name  ? 
Were  mv  bad  wit  with  eloquence  refined. 
When  I  have  said  my  most,  the  most 's  behind. 
But  that  I  might  be  knowne  for  one  of  them. 
Which  do  admire  thy  wit,  and  love  thy  pen. 
I  could  not  better  shew  forth  my  good  wiU, 
Then  to  salute  ^ou  with  my  virgin  ^uiU, 


And  bring  yoo  something  to  adorne  your  had 
Ampng  a  throng  of  friends,  who  oft  have  read 
Your  learned  poems,  and  doe  honour  thee^ 
And  thy  bright  geniusi     How  like  a  curious  tree 
Is  thy  sweet  fancy,  bearing  fruit  so  rare 
The  learned  still  will  covet :  Momus  no  share 
Shall  have  of  it;  but  end  his  wretched  dayes 
In  grifee,  'cause  now  now  he  seetli  th'  ait  crown'd 
with  bayes.  JO.  MERIELL 
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DRAMATIS   PERSONiE. 


A  Cupid* 

King  ^Spainb, 

Antonio,  a  Count, 

Machvile,  o  Count, 

Alerzo,        -\ 

FuLGENTio,  >  Three  Spaniik  Coionells, 

Panpolpho,3 

Fetrucqio,  Gavemour  o/Tilford. 

Raymond,  (a  Moore  J  Uenerall  of  the  French 

Army, 
Leon  18,      '^ 
GiLBERTY,  >  Three  French  CohmelU. 

FlAENZOy        J 


Sbrastiano,  Pbtrucsto's  Sonne,  in  the  ditgmte 

qfm  Tuyler  cold  Giovanvo. 
Old  Tayler. 
ViRiUNE,  hi»  Mmn, 
Three  Taylers  more. 
Captaiue  of  the  Bandetty. 
Two  Ruffians  and  a  Brave^ 

Philippa,  the  Moore*i  Wife, 

AVRISTELLA,  MaCHVILB's  Wift, 
EVADNE,  AnT0N'I0*8  SiitCT, 

AuRCLiA,  Sbrastiano's  Siiter, 
iiune,  Attendant  on  Evadne, 


Aitendanti, 


8CENE-SEVILL. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  itoerally,  Alerzo,  Fulgentio,  and 
Pandolpho. 

Aier,  ColloDeU? 

Ful.  Signior  Alerao. 

Aler,  Heere. 

Pan,  Signiors,  well  met : 
The  lazy  oiorae  has  scarcely  trimM  ber  selfe 
To  entertaine  the  sun ;  she  still  retaines 
The  slimy  tinctiire  of  the  banisht  night : 
I  hardly  ooold  disceme  yon. 

Aler,  But  you  appeare  fresh  as  a  city  bride- 
fpoome, 
That  has  sign*d  his  wife  a  warrant  fsr  the 
Grafting  homes ;  how  fares  Belinda, 
After  the  weight  of  so  much  sin?  you  lay  with 

her 
To  night;  come,  speake,  did  yoa  take  up  on  trust, 


Or  have  you  pawn'd  a  coUony  of  oathes? 
Or  an  imbroydered  belt  f  or  have  you  taiie 
The  courtiers  tricke,  to  lay  your  sword  at  moiv 

gage? 
Or  perhaps  a  feather?  't  will  serve  in  traificke, 
To  returne  her  iadiship,  a  fanne,  or  so. 

Pan,  Y*  are  merry. 

Ful,  Come,  be  free. 
Leave  modesty  for  women  to  gild 
Their  prettv  thriving  art  of  plenitude. 
To  inrich  tbeir  huslNinds  browes  with  comveo* 

piaes: 
A  sonldier,  and  thus  bashfuU  ! 
Poxe,  be  open. 

Pan,  Had  I  the  poxe,  good  colanell,  I  should 
stride 
Farre  opener  then  I  doe : 
But  pose  o'  the  fashion. 

AUr,  Count  Antonia^    ^To  tV«m  wAw  K?s«- 
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Ful,  Tho'  he  appeare  fresh  qs  a  blooine 
That  newly  kist  the  sun,  adornM  with  pearly 
Drops,  fi\ing  from  the  hand  of  the  rose  fingered 

morne,  « 

Yet  in  his  heart  lives  a  whole  host  of  valour. 

Pan.  Hec  appeares 
A  second  Mars. .  ^ 

Aler,  More  powerful!  since  he  holds  wisedome 
And  vallour  captive. 

Ful,  Let  us  salute  him. 

[WfiiUt  thtjf  tftlute  An  TOM  10,  enteri 
Count  Machvile. 

Mack,  Ha  !  how  close  they  strike, 
As  if  they  heard  a  winged  thunder-bolt  threatn'd 

his  death. 
And  each  ambitious  were  to  lose  his  life ; 
So  it  might  purchase  him  a  longer  being : 
Their  breath  ingenders  like  two  peaceftiii  winds, 
That  joyne  a  friendly  league,  and  fill  the  ayre 
With  silken  musicke : 

I  may  passe  by  and  scarce  be  spar'd  a  looke. 
Or  any  else  but  yong  Antonio. 
Rise  irom  thy  scorching  den,  thou  sdole  of  mis- 

chiefe ! 
My  blood  boyles  hotter  then  the  poysonM  flesh 
Of  Hercules  cloth*d  in  the  Centaurs  shirt : 
Swell  me,  revenge,  till  I  become  a  hill 
High  as  Olimpus  cloud  dividing  top ; 
That  I  might  fall,  and  crush  them  into  ayre. 
lie  observe.  [Exit  behind  the  hangings. 

Ant.  Commandy  the  all 
This  little  world  I  ^me  master  of  containes. 
And  be  nssur*d  'cis  granted ;  I  have  a  life, 
I  owe  to  death ;  and  in  my  countries  causes  I 
should—: — 

FuL  Good  sir,  no  more. 
This  ungratefull  land  owes  you  too  much  already. 

AUr,  And  you  still  bind  it  in  stronger  bonJs. 

Fan.  Your  noble  deeds,  that  like  to  thoughts 
out-strip  [ment : 

The  fleeting  clouds,  dash  all  our  hopes  of  pay* 
We  are  poore  but  in  unprofitable  thankes; 
Nay,  that  cannot  rehearse  enough  your  merit. 

Ant,  I  dare  not  heare  this;  pardon  bashfuU 
eares 
For  suffering  such  a  scarlet  to  oVe-spread 
Your  burniug  portnils. 
Gentlemen,  your  discourses  tast  of  court, 
They  have  a  relish  of  kuowne  flattery ; 
I  must  deny  to  understand  their  folly  i 
Your  pardon,  I  must  leave  you, 
Modesty  commands. 

FuL  Your  honours  vassales. 

Ant,  O  good  colonell,  be  more  a  souldier. 
Leave  complements  fur  those  that  live  at  ease. 
To  stufife  their  table  bookes ;  and  o're  a  bord. 
Made  gaudy  with  some  paeeant,  beside  custards. 
Whose  quaking  strikes  a  feare  into  the  eaters. 
Dispute  em  jn  a  fashionable  method. 
A  souldiers  language  should  be  as  his  calling, 
(Ruffe,)  to  declare  he  is  a  man  of  fire. 
Farewell  without  the  straining  of  ^  sinew. 
No  superstitious  cringe;  ad ue.  [Exit. 


AUr,  Is  't  not  a  hopefull  lord  ? 
Nature  to  him  has  chain*d  the  peoples  hearts; 
Each  to  his  saint  oflTers  a  forme  of  prayer 
For  yong  Antonio. 

Pan,  And  in  that  loved  name  pray  for  the 
kingdoms  gpod ; 

.Ful,  Count  Machvile, 

[MACHviLE/rom  behind  the  hangingi. 

Aler,  Let  *&  away. 

lExeunt :  manet  Machvile. 
Heart,  wilt  not  burst  with  rage,  to  see  these  slaves 
Fawne  like  to  whelpes  on  yong  Antonio, 
And  (iy  from  me  as  from  infection  ?    Death, 
Confusion,  and  the  list  of  all  deseases,  waite 

upon  your  lives 
Till  yon  be  ripe  for  hell ;  which  when  it  gapes 
May  it  devoure  you  all :  stay  Machvile, 
lieave  this  same  idle  chat,  it  becomes  womaa 
That  has  no  strength ;  but  what  her  tongue 
Makes  a  monopoly,  be  more  a  man, 
Thinke,  thinke ;  in  thy  braines  minte 
Coyne  all  thy  thoughts  to  mischiefe : 
That  may  act  revenge  at  full. ' 
Plot,  plot,  tumultious  thoughts,  incorporate; 
3eget  a  iumpe  how  e're  deformed,  that  may  at 

length. 
Like  to  a  cub  lick'd  by  the  carefuU  dam, 
Become  like  to  m^  wishes  perfect  vengeance. 
Antonio,  I  Antonio;  nay  all, 
Rather  then  loose  my  will,  shall  head-long  fidl 
Into  eternall  mine;  my  thoughts  are  high, 
Dei|th  sit  upon  my  brow ;  let  every  firowne 
Banish  a  soule  that  stops  me  of  a  crowne.  [JUU. 

Enter  Evadne  and  Nur$e, 

Evad,  The  taylor  yet  return*d,  nurse  ? 

Nur,  Madam,  not  yet. 

Evad,  I  wonder  why  he  makes  gownes  to  ion 
perfect 
They  need  so  many  sayes. 

iViur.  Truely,  in  sooth,  and  in  good  deed  law 
niadam 
The  stripling  is  in  love  deepe,  deepe  in  love. 

Evad,  Ha! 
Does  his  soule  shoote  with  an  equall  dart 
From  the  commanding  bow  of  loves  great  god, 
Keepe  passionate  time  with  mine  ?  or  lias  [Aside, 
She  spy*d  -my  errour  to  reflect  with  eager  beantes 
Of  thirsty  love  upon  a  taylor,  being  my  selfe. 

Borne  high  ? 1  must  know  more. 

In  love,  good  nurse;  with  whom? 

Nur,  Hev-hoe!  truely,  madam, 'tis  a  furtooe, 
Cupid,  good  lad,  prais'd  be  bis  god-head  for  *t. 
Has  throwne  upon  me,  and  I  am  proud  on  \; 
O  *tis  a  youth  joccond  as  sprightly  Mav, 
One  that  will  doe  discreetly  with' a  wile, 
Borcl  her  witliout  direction  from  tlie  stars, 
Or  counsel!  from  the  moone  to  doe  for  physicke; 
No,  he  's  a  backe; — O  'tis  a  backe  indeed ! 

Evad,  Fye,  this  becomes  you  not. 

.A^ttr.   Besides,  he  is  of  all  that  coiM|oenDg 
caUing, 
A  taylofy  madam ;  O  'tis  a  ukiiig  trade ! 
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What  chamber-maid,  with  reverence  may 
I  apeake  of  those  lost  maiden^lieads, 
Could  long  hold  oat  against  a  taylor  ? 

Evad.  Y*  are  unciviil. 

Nur,  What  aged  female^  for  I  must  confeme 
I  am  * 
Wome  threed-bare, 

Would  not  be  luni'd,  and  lire  a  marriage  life. 
To  pnrchase  heaven  ? 

Evad.  Heaven 

Nur,  Yes,  my  deare  mndnm,  heaven;   whi- 
ther,. 
My  most  sweet  lady,  but  to  heaven  ?  hell  *s  a 
Taylors  ware-honse ;  he  has  the  keyes,  and  sits 
In  triumph  crosse  legg*d  o*re  the  mouth: 
It  is  no  place  of  horrour^ 
There  *s  no  flames  made  blew  with  brimstone; 
But  the  bravest  siikes,  so  fashionable : 
O  I  doe  long  to  weare  such  properties ! 

Evad,  Leave  your  talke, 
One  knocks,  goe  see.  [Knocke$  within, 

Nur,  O  'tis  my  love !     I  come.  [Exit. 

Evad.  A  taylor;    fye,  blush  my  too  tardy 
soule, 
And  on  my  brow  place  a  becomming  scome, 
Whose  fatall  sight  may  kill  his  mounting  hopes. 
Were  he  but  one  that  when  'twas  said  hee*s 

borne, 
Had  bin  borne  noble,  high, 
Eauall  in  blood  to  that  our  house  boasts  great; 
I'de  fly  into  his  arraes  with  as  much  speed, 
As  an  ay  re  cutting  arrow  to  the  stake. 
But  O  he  comes !  my  fortitude  is  fled. 

Enter  Nunc  and  Giovanno  with  a  Gowne, 

Gio,  Yonder  she  is  and  walkes,  yet  in  sence 
strong  enough  to  maiutaine  argument ;   she  *s 
under  my  cloake ;  for  tlie  best  part  of  a  lady, 
as  this  age  goes,  is  her  clothes;  in  what  reckon* 
jng  ought  we  taylers  to  be  esteemed  then,  that 
are  the  master  workeroen  to  correct  nature! 
You  shall  have  a  lady  in  a  diologue  with  some 
gallant,  touching  his  suite,  the  better  part  of 
man,  so  sucke  the  breath  that  names  the  skilfull 
taylerasifit  nourisht  her.    Another  Dona  fly 
from  the  close  imbracements  of  her  lord,  to  be 
all  over  roeasur'd  by  her  tayler.    One  will  bee 
sicke  forsooth,  anci  bid  her  maid  deny  her  to 
this  don,  that  earle,  the  other  marquesse,  nay  to 
a  duke ;  yet  let  lier  taylor  lase  and  unlase  her 
gowne,  so  round  the  skirts  to  fit  her  to  the  fa- 
ahion :  here  *s  one  has  in  my  sight  made  many  a 
noble  don  to  hang  the  head,  dukes  and  marques- 
ses, three  in  a  morning  breake  their  fasts  on  her 
denialls;  yet  I,  her  tayler,  blest  bee  the  kind- 
nesse  of  my  loving  stnre,  am  usher*d ;  she  smiles 
and  sayes  I  have  staid  too  long,  and  then  findes 
fault  with  some  slight  stitch,  that  eye-let  hole  's 
too  close,  then  must  I  use  my  bodkin,  'twill  ne- 
ver please  else;  all  will  not  doe,  I  must  take  it 
home  for  no  cause  but  to  bring  it  her  a$;aine  next 
morning.    Wee  taylors  are  the  men,  spight  o'  the 
proverlM?^  ladies  cannot  live  without.    Is  it  wee 


That  please  them  best,  in  their  commodity : 
There  's  magick  in  our  habits,  taylors  can 
Prevaile  *bove  him,  honour  stiles  best  of  man. 
Evad,  Bid  him  draw  neere. 
Nur,  Come  hither  love,  sweet  chucke 
My  ladye  calls. 

Gio.   What  meanes  this  woman?   sure  sho. 
loves  me  too, 
Taylors  shall  speed  had   they  no   tongues  to 

wooe: 
Women  wou'd  sue  to  them. 
Evnd,  What,  have  you  done  it  now  ? 
Gio,  Maddam,  your  gowne  by  my  industry 
Is  purg*d  of  errours. 
Evwi,  Lord  what  a  neate  methodicall  way 
you  have 
To  vent  your  phrases ;  pray  when  did  you  com- 
mence ? 
Gio,  What  meane  you,  madam? 
Evad,  Doctor  I  meane,  you  speake  so  phy* 

sicall. 
Nur,  Nay,  madam,  'tis  a  youth,  I  praise  my 
Starrs 
For  their  kind  influence,   a   woman  may  be 

proud  on, 
And  I  am. 

0  'tis  a  youth  in  print,  a  new  Adonis, 

And  I  could  wish,  although  my  glasse  tells  me 

1  'me  wondrous  faire,  I  were  a  Venus  for  him. 

Gio,  O  lady,  you  ore  more  fairer  by  ferre. 
Nur,  La  you  there,  madam. 
Gio,  Where  art  thou,  man?  art  thou  trans- 
form'd  ? 
Or  art  thou  growne  so  base  that 
This  rediculous  witch  should  thinke  I  love  her? 
Evad,  Leave  us. 
Nur,  I  goe. 
Ducke,  He  be  here  anon ; 
I  will,  dove.  [Exit, 

Gio,  At  your  best  leasure. 
Protect  me  man-hood,  least  my  glutted  sence. 
Feeding  with  such  an  ea^er  appetite  on 
Your  rare  beauty,  breaknig  tiie  sluces. 
Burst  into  a  flood  of  passionate  teares ; 
I  must,  I  will  enjoy  her,  thouoh  a 
Destroying  clap  from  Joves  artillery  were  the  re- 
ward: 
And  yet  dull-daring  sir  by  your  favour  no. 
He  must  be  more  than  savage  can  attempt 

[Atide. 

To  injure  so  much  spotlesse  innocence : 

Pardon,  great  powers,  the  thought  of  such  offence. 

Evad,  When  Sebastiano,  clad  in  conquering 

Steele, 

And  in  a  phrase  able  to  kill,  or  from  a  cowards 

heart 
Banish  the  thought  of  feare ;  wo*d  me. 
Won  not  so  much  upon  my  captive  soule 
As  this  youths  silence  does :        '  [A»ide, 

Helpe  me  some  power  out  of  this  tangling  maze, 
I  shall  be  lost  else. 

Gio,  Feare  to  the  breast  of  women, 
I  Build  thy  throne  on  their  soft  hearts;. 
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Mine  must  not  be  tby  slave. 
Your  pleasure,  madam. 

Evad,  I  have  a  i|uestioD  must  be  directly  an- 
swer'd ; 
No  excuse,  but  ^m  tby  heart  a  truth. 

Gio,  Command  me,  madam )  were  it  a  secret 
Oa  whose  hinges  hung  the  casements  of  my  life, 
Yet  your  command  shall  be  obeyM;  to  the  least 
$cruple. 

Evad.  I  take  your  word: 
My  aged  nurse  tells  me  you  love  her : 
Answer ;  is  't  a  truth  ? 

Gio.  She  's  jealous,  He  try ; 
As  oracle. 

Evad.  Ha ! 

Gio.  Tis  so,  ile  further;  X  love  her,  madam. 
With  as  rich  a  flame  as  anchorits 
Doe  saints  they  offer  prayers  too : 
I  hug  her  memory  as  I  wou'd  embrace 
The  breath  of  Jove,,  when  it  pronounced  me 
Happy ;  or  prophet,  that  should  speake  my 
After  life  great,  even  with  adoration  deified. 

Evad.  My  life,  like  to  a  bubble  i'  th*  aire. 
Dissolved  by  some  uncharitable  winde, 
Denyes  my  body  warmth :  your  breath 
Has  made  me  nothing  [Shcjnints. 

Gio.  Rather  let  me  lose  all  extemall  being. 
Madam,  good  madam. 

Evad.  You  say  you  love  her, 

Gio,  Madam,  I  doe. 
Can  any  love  the  beauty  of  a  stone. 
Set  by  some  curious  artist  in  a  ring. 
But  he  must  attribute  some  to 
The  file  that  addes  unto  the  lustre  ? 
You  appeare  like  to  a  jemme,.cut  by  the 
Steddy  hand  of  careful!  nature,  into  such 
Beautious  tablets,  that  dull  art. 
Famous  in  skilfull  flattery,  is  become 
A  novice  in  what  fame  proclaimed  him  doctor ; 
He  cann*t  expresse  one  sparke  of  your  great  lus- 
tre. 
Madam,  those  beauties  that,  but  studied  on 
By  their  admirers,  are  deifi'd,  serve 
But  as  spots,  to  make  your  red  and  white 
Envy'd  of  cloisterd  saints. 

Evad.  Havel,ungratefnll  man,  like  to  the  sun-, 
That  from  the  heavens  sends  downe  his 
Cherishing  bearoes  on  some  religious  plant. 
That  with  a  bow,  the  worship  of  the 
Thankfull,  payes  the  preserver  of  his  life. 
And  groth :  but  thou,  unthankfull  man. 
In  scorne  of  me,  to  love  a  calleoder  of  many 
Yeares. 

Gio.  Madam,  upon  my  knees,  a  superstitious 
rite 
The  Heathens  us'd  to  pay  their  gods,  I  offer  up 
A  life,  that  untill  now  nere  knew  a  price; 
Made  deare  because  you  love  it. 

Evad.  Arise ;  it  is  a  ceremony  due  unto  none 
but  Heaven. 

Gio.  Here  Ile  take  roote,  and  grow  into  my 
grave, 
Unlesse,  deare  goddesse^  you  forget  to  bee 


Craell  to  him  adores  yoo  vrkh  a  itak^ 
Equall  to  that  of  hermits. 

Evad.  I  beleeve  you,  and  tbas  exchange  s  k- 
vout  vow, 
Hambly  upon  my  knees,  that  though  the 
Thunder  of  my  brothers  rage  shoaid  force  (B- 

vorce. 
Yet  in  my  soole  to  love  you ;  witnene  all 
The  wing'd  inhabitants  of  the  highot  beatea. 

Gio.  If  suddaine  lightniag,  such  as  veofeftll 
Jove 
Cleares  the  infectious  ay  re  with,  threatn*d  to 
Scorch  my  daring  soule  to  cyiiders,  if  I 
Did  bve  you,  lady,  I  wo'd  love  you,-  spcg^ 
Of  the  dogged  fates,  or  any  power 
Those  curst  hagges  set  to  oppose  oie. 

To  them  enter  Nurse. 

Evad.  Be  thy  selfe  againe. 
JVtir.  Madam,  your  Mother. 
Evad.  Fye,  you  have  done  it  iH ;  oar  brother, 
say  you  ? 
Pray  you  take  it  home  and  mend  it. 

Gio,  Madam,  it  shall  be  done ;   I  take  aj 
leave. 
Love,  I  am  made  thy  envy ;  I  am  he 
This  votresse  prayes  unto,  as  onto  thee: 
Taylers  are  more  than  men ;    and  here  *s  the 

odds. 

They  make  fine  ladyes ;  ladyes  make  them  gods*. 

And  so  they  are  not  men,  but  farre  above  tbem : 

This  makes  the  tailers  proud  ;  then  ladies  \oft 

them.  [£jif. 

Antonio  meets  him. 

Ant.  What  *s  he  that  past? 
Evad.  My  tailer. 

Ant.  Theres  something   in  his   face  I  sore 
should  know. 
Bat,  sister,  to  your  beads;    pray  for  distrai'd 

Scivel ; 
Whikt  I  mount  some  watch  tower, 
To  o*re-looke  our  enemies,  reli^oos  lawes 
Command  me  fight  for  my  lov'd  coontries  cause. 

[Exit. 
Evad.  I/)ve  bids  me  pray,  and  on  his  altars 
make 
A  sacrifice,  for  my  lov'd  taylers  sake.        [Exit. 

Alarum.    Enter  Raymond,  Prilippa,  Liosn% 
GiLBERTY,  and  Fi  rkvio. 

Mtuf.  Stand. 

Leo.  Stand. 

Gil.  Stand. 

Fir.  Give  the  word  through  the  army,  ttssi 
tiiere. 

Within.  Stand,  stand,  stand,  stand,  hoe. 

Ray.  Bid  the  drum  cease,  whilst  we  embrace 
our  love : 
Come,  my  Philippa,  like  the  twins  of  warre, 
Lac'd  in  our  steely  corslets,  we're  become 
Tlie  envy  of  those,  braine  begotten  gods^ 
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Mouldy  antiquity  lifted  to  heaven : 

Thus  we  excliange  our  hreath.  [Kistes, 

Phi.  My  honour'd  lord, 
Duty  commands,  I  pny  it  backe  againe, 
'Twill  waste  -me  into  smoake  else. 
Can  my  body  retaine  that  breath,  that  wou'd 
Consume  an  army,  drest  in  a  rougher  habit  ? 
Pray  deliver  (come  I'  me  a  gentle  thiefe) 
The  breath  yon  stole. 

Jiay.  Restore  back  mine So,  goe  pitch 

oar  tent,  we  Me 
Have  a  combate  i'  th'  iield  of  love,  with  thee 
Pbilippa,  'ere  we  meet  the  foe  t  tliou  art 
A  friendly  enemy.     How  say  you,  lords, 
Does  not  my  love  appeare 
Like  to  the  issue  of  the  braine  of  Jove, 
Governesse  of  armes  and  arts,  Minerva? 
Or  a  selected  beauty  from  a  troop  of  Amazons  ? 
.    X(>n/i.  She  is  atnfoe  ofvalour. 
Fhi,  Xords  spare  your  praises  till,  like  Brada- 
ment, 
The  mirronr  of  our  sexe,  I  make  the  (be 
Of  France  and  us^  crouch  like  a  wheipe, 
Aw'd  by  the  heaving  of  his  masters  hand ; 
My  heart  runnes  through  my  arme,  and  when  I 

deale 
A  blow,  it  sinkes  a  sonle : 
My  sword  flies  nimbler  than  the  bolts  of  j6Ve, 
And  wounds  as  deepe :  Spaine,  thy  proud  host 

shall  feele 
Death  has  bequ^th'd  his  office  to  my  Steele. 
Ray,  Come  on,  brave  lords,  upon  your  gene- 
rails  word, 
Pbilippa  loves  no  parley,  like  the  sword. 

[  Exeunt. 

Enter  Giovanno,  Old  Taylor,  Virmine,  and 

Two  more. 

Gio.  Come  bullies,  come;  we  must  forsake 
the  use  of  nimble  sheeres,  and  now  betake  us  to 
our  Spanish  needles,  stelletto  blades,  and  prove 
t^e  proverhe  lyes,  lyes  in  his  throat:  one  tayler 
can  erect  sixteene,  nay  more^  of  upstart  gentle- 


men, knowne  by  their  cloathes,  and  leave  enough 
materialls  in  hell  to  damne  a  broker. 

O.  Tay.  We  must  to  the  wars,  my  boyes. 

Vir.  How,  master,  to  the  warres } 

O.  Tay.  I,  to  the  warres,  Virmine;  what  sayst 
thou  to  that  ? 

Vir.  Nothing,  but  that  T  had  rather  stay  at 
home:  O  the  good  penny  bread  at  breakfasts 
that  I  shall  lose  !  Master,  good  master,  let  me 
alone,  to  live  with  honest  John,  noble  John  Blacke. 

^d  Tay.  Wilt  thou  disgrace  thy  worthy  call- 
ing, Virmine  ? 

Vir.  No,  but  I  am  afraid  my  calling  will  dis- 
grace me :  I  shall  be  gaping  for  my  mornings 
loafe,  and  drammeof  ale;  I  stiall ;  and  now  and 
then  look  for  a  cabbich  leafe,  or  an  odde  remnant 
to  cloath  my  bashfull  buttocks. 

O.  Tay.  You  shall. 

Vir.  Yes  marry ;  why  I  hope  poor  Virmine 
must  bee  fed,  and  will  be  fed,  or  I'te  torment  you. 

Gio.  Master,  I  take  priviledge  from  your  love 
to  hearten  on  ray  fellowes. 

O.  Toy.  I,  I ;  doe,  doe  good  boy.  [Exit. 

Gio.  Come,  my  bold  fellowes,  let  us  eternize. 
For  our  countries  good,  some  noble  act. 
That  may  by  time  be  regestred  at  full : 
And  as  the  yeare  renewes,  so  shall  our  fume 
Be  fresh  to  after  times :  the  taylers  name. 
So  much  trod  under,  and  the  scorne  of  all, 
Shall  by  this  act  be  high,  whilst  others  fall. 

3rf  Tay.  Come,  Vinnine,  come, 

Vir,  Nay,  if  virmine  slip  from  the  backe  of  a 
tayler,  spit  him  with  a  Spanish  needle :  or  tor- 
ment him  in -the  louses  engin  :  your  two  thumbe 
nailes.  [Exit  all  but  Gioxmh^o. 

Gio.  The  city  seig*d,  and  thou  thus  chained 
In  ayrie  fetters  of  a  ladies  love ; 
It  must  not  be:  stay,  'tis  Evadne's  love; 
Her  life  is  with  the  city  ruinM,  if  the 
French  become  victorious : 
Evadne  must  not  dye,  her  chaster  name 
That  once  made  cold,  now  doth  my  blood  in- 
flame. [Exit, 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  I. 

A  Table  and  Chairet. 

Enter  (after  a  thoute  crying  Antonio,J   the 
G  over  Hour  and  Count  Macuvile. 

Gov,  Hell  take  their  spacious  throates !   we 
shall  eVe  long 
£e  pointed  as  a  prodige ; 
Antonio  is  the  man  they  loade  with  praise. 
And  we  stand  as  a  cypher  to  advance 
Him  by  a  number  higher. 

Much,  Now,.Machvile,  plot  hisruine.  [A$ide, 
It  is  not  to  be  borne ;  are  not  you  our 

VOL.   III. 


Masters  subsitude  ?  then  why  should  he 
Usurpe  a  priviledge,  without  your  leave, 
To  preach  unto  the  people  a  doctrine 
They  ought  not  heare  ? 
He  mcites  'em  not  to  obey  your  charge, 
Unlesse  it  be  to  knit  a  friendly  league 
With  the  opposing  French,  laying  before  'em 
A  troope  of  fained  dangers  will  uisue. 
If  we  doe  bid  *em  battle. 

Gov,  Dares  he  doe  this  ? 

Mach,  'TIS  done  already  ; 
Smother  your  anger  and  you  shall  see,  here 
At  the  counsell  boarde  he  'le  break  into  a 
Passion : which  Fie  provoke  him  to. — [Aiidt* 

4  a 
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To  them  Antonio,  Alerzo,  Fuloentio,  and 
Pandolpho  :  ihey  $U  in  counulL 

Goo,  Never  more  neede,  my  worthy  partners  in 
The  dangerous  brunts  of  iron  warre,  had  we 
Of  poonsell :  the  hot  rain'd  French,  led  by  that 
Haughty  Moore,  (upon  whose  sword  aits 
Victory  inthronM,)  daily  increase; 
And,  like  the  army  of  another  Xerxes, 
Make  the  o*re  burthen'd  earth  groane  at  their 

weight. 
We  cannot  long  hold  out;  nor  have  we  hope 
Our  royall  master  can  raise  up  their  seige 
EVe  we  be  forc't  to  yeeld  : 
]yiy  lord,  your  counsell  ?  *tis  a  desperate  griefe. 
Much.  And  must  my  lord  Hude  undelaid  r^ 
lease  ? 
Noble  commanders,  since  that  warres  grim  god, 
After  our  sacrifice  of  many  lives, 
Neglects  our  ofieriugs,  and  repayes  our  service 
With  losse ;  'tis  good  to  deale  with  policy. 
lie  's  no  true  souldier  that  deales  heedlesse 

blowes 
With  the  indangeringof  his  life;  and  may 
Waike  in  a  shade  of  safety,  yet  o*rethrow 
His  towering  enemy. 

Great  Alexander  made  the  then  knowne  world 
Slave  to  his  powerfull  will,  more  by  tlie  helpe 
Of  poUiticke  wit. 

Than  by  the  ruffe  compultion  of  the  sword, 
Troy,  that  iodur*d  the  Grecians  t^n  yeares  siege, 
By  pollicy  was  fir*d,  and  became 
Like  to  a  lol)y  beacon  all  on  flame. 
Goto.  Hum,  hum. 

Jfiach,  Suppose  the  French  be  markt  for  oon- 
querers : 
Starrs  have  bin  crost,  when  at  a  naturall  birth 
They  dart  prodigious  beames ;  their  influence. 
Like  to  tlie  flame  of  a  new  lighted  tapor, 
Has  with  the  breath  of  pollicy  bin  blowiie 
Out,  even  to  nothing. 
^L  Hum,  hum. 
AUr.  This  has  bin  studied. 
Fan,  He  's  almost  oqt. 
Gov,  Good, 
But  to  the  matter ; 
Your  counsell  ? 

Mack,  Tis  this,  my  lord ; 
That  straight  before  the  French  have  pitcbt  their 

tents, 
Or  raised  a  worke  before  our  city  walls ; 
As  yet  their  ships  have  not  o're  spread  the  sea, 
We  send  a  regiment  that  may  with  speed 
Land  on  the  marshes,  and  bc^^irt  their  backes, 
Whilst  we  open  our  gates,  and  with  a  strong  as- 
sault 
Force  'em-  retreat  into  the  armes  of  death : 
So  the  revengefull  earth  shall  be  their  tombf , 
That  did  ere  while  trample  her  teeming  wombe. 

Goto,  Machyile  speakes  oracle  i 
What  saves  Antonio? 
4nt,  Nothing. 


Got.  How? 
Ant,  Nothing.. 
Mack,  It  takes :  revense, 
I  hugge  thee ;  yong  lord  tnoa  art  lost.     [Aude, 
Gov,  Speake  Antonio  your  coanseU. 
Ant,  Nothing, 
Gov.  How? 
Ant,  So; 
And  could  my  wish  obtaine  a  sadden  grant 
From  yon  tribunall,  I  would  crave,  my  scoces 
Might  be  all  steept  in  Lethe,  to  forget 
What  Machvile  has  spoken. 

Mach.  Ha,  it  takes  unto  my  wish.       [Aude. 
Why,  Antonio  ? 

Ant,  Because  you  speake 
Not  like  a  roan,  that  were  possest  with  a 
Meere  souldiers  heart ;    much  lesse  a  soole 

gnarded 
With  subtle  sinewes :  O  madnesae !  can  there  be 
In  nature  such  a  prodegie  so  sencelesse, 
So  moch  to  be  wondred  at. 
As  can  applaud  or  lend  a  willing  eare 
To  that  my  blushes  doe  betray  I  *ve  bin 
Tardy  to  heare  ?  your  childish  pollicy. 

Gcro.  Antonio,  you  're  too  bold ;  this  asmpt 
liberty 
To  abuse  a  man  of  so  moch  merit,  is  not 
Seemely  in  you :  nay,  Tie  terme  it  sawciocsse. 
Ant,  Nay,  then,  my  lord,  I  daime  the  prifi^ 
ledge 
Of  a  coanseiler,  and  will  object. 
This  my  propheticke  feares  whisper'd  my  heart: 
When  from  a  watch  tower  I  belield  the  French 
Erect  their  speares ;  which,  like  a  mighty  grovev 
Denied  my  eyes  any  other  object : 
The  tops  showd  by  a  stolen  reflection  from 
The  sun  like  diamonds,  or  as  ttie  glorious 
Guilder  of  the  day,  should  daine  a  lower  visit 
Then  my  warme  blood,  that  us'H  to  play  like 
Summer,  felt  a  change ;  gray-bearded  winter 
Froze  my  very  soule,  till  I  became. 
Like  the  Pyrenian  hills,  rapt  in  a  roabe  of  ice; 
My  atticke  feares  froze  roe  into  a  statue. 
AUr,  Cowardly  Antonio. 
Ful,  I  have  lost  my  faith. 
And  can  behold  him  now  without  a  wonder. 
Gov.  Antonio,  y'are  too  long,  and  wracke  oar 
patience ; 
Your  counsell  ? 
Ant,  I  fear'd,  but  what  ?  not  our  prood  eni» 
mies : 
No,  did  they  burthen  all  onr  Spanish  world; 
And  I,  poore  I,  onely  surviv*d  to  threat  defiance 
In  the  mounsiers  teeth,  and  stand  defendant 
For  my  countries  cause;  naked,  onarm'd, 
rde  tbrou|;h  their  bragging  host,  and  pay  nj 

life 
A  sncriflce  to  death,  for  my  lov'd  conutries  safety* 

Aler,  Fulgentio,  thou  bast  not  lost 
Thy  faith  ? 

Ful,  Noe,  Froe  reformed,  he  's  valiant, 
Gov,  Antonio,  your  counsell  ? 
Much,  I,  your  ^un^U  ? 
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'   Ant»  Our  foes  inoreafle  to  an  unreckonM  ntin»- 

ber; 
We  lease  thea  nothing,  since  we  have  no  hope 
To  arrive  a  number,  that  may  cope  with 
Holfe  their  army. 

rris  my  counseJl  we  strike  a  leagues 
Tis  wisedome  to  soe  peace,  where  powerfhll  fate 
Threatens  a  raine :  least  repent  too  late. 
FuL  Tn  god-like  counseil. 
AUr,  And  becomes  the  tongne  of  yong  Antonio. 
Gov,  Antonio,  let  roe  tell  you,  you  have  lost 
Yoar  valkint  heart;  I  can  with  safety  now 
Terme  you  a  coward. 
Ant.  Ha! 
Gov.  Nay,  more. 
Since  by  your  oratory  you  strive 
To  rob  your  country  of  a  glorious  conquest; 
That  may  to  afler  times  beget  a  feare, 
£ven  with  the  thought  should  awe  the  trem- 
bling 
World :  you  are  a  travtor. 
Ant,  Ha !  my  lord !  coward  and  traytor !  'tis 
a  damned  lye. 
And  in  the  heart  of  lum  dares  say  't  againe 
I'le  write  his  errour. 

Mach,  Tis  as  I  wou*d  hav  't. 
FuL  Noble  Antonio. 
Al^r.  Brave  spirited  lord. 
JW.  The  mirrour  of  a  souldier. 
Gov,  0(  are  you  mov'dy  sir?  has  the  de- 
served name 
Of  traytor  prick  t  you  ? 
Ant,  Deserv'df 
Gov,  Yes. 
Mach,  Yes. 

Ant.  Machvile,  thou  lyest;    hadst  thoa  a 
heart 
Of  hardened  Steele,  my  powerfuU  arme 
Should  pierce  it. 

[Tneyjight  all  in  a  confuted  manner :  An- 
Tovio  kilU  the  Governour,  Macuvile 
falU, 
Aler,  The  govemour 
Slaine  bv  Antonio's  hand  ? 

Ful.  No,  by  the  hand  of  justice ;  fly,  fly>  my 

lord! 
Alcr,  Send  for  a  chirurgeon  to  dresse  count 
Machvile, 
He  must  be  now  our  govemour;  the  king 
Signed  it  in  the  dead  governours  commission. 

[Exeunt, 
Ant.  Now  I  repent  too  late  my  rash  contempt: 
The  horrour  of  a  murtherer  will  still 
Follow  my  guilty  thoughts,  fly  where  I  will. 

[Exit  Antonio. 
Mach,  Vme  wounded,  else,  coward  Antonio, 
Thoo  shouldst  not  fly  from  my  revengeful!  arme : 
But  may  my  curses  fall  upon  thy  head 
Heavy  as  thunder !  roaist  thou  dye 
BorthenM  with  ulcerous  sins,  whose  very 
Weight  may  sinke  thee  downe  to  hell. 
Beneath  the  reach  of  smooth-fac'd  mercies  anne ! 
[A  $hout€  within,  crying  AutoNxo. 


Confusion  choake  your  rash  officious  throates !- 
And  may  that  breath  that  speakes  his  loathed 

name 
Beget  a  plague,  whose  hot  infectious  aire 
May  scald  you  up  to  blisters,  which  foretell 
A  purge  oflife:  up,  Madivile, 
Tho'st  thy  will,  how  ere  crosse  fate 
Divert  the  peoples  hearts ;  they  must  perforce 
Sue  to  that  shnne  our  liking  shall  erect. 
The  govemour  is  dead,  Antonio's  lost 
To  any  thing  but  death ;  'tn  our  glad  fate 
To  gripe  the  staffe  of  what  wee  iook't  for,  state. 
My  bloods  ambitious,  and  runs   through  my 

veines 
Like  nimble  water  through  a  leaden  pipe 
Up  to  some  barren  mountaine;  I  must  have 

more ; 
All  wealth,  in  my  thoughts,  to  a  crowne  is  poore. 

Enter  Giovanno,  Evadns,  and  Nurte% 

Gio,  Tis  a  neate  gowne,  and  fashionable. 
Madam  ;  is  't  not,  love  ? 

JVtir.   Upon  my  vii^inity  wonderfitll  hand- 
some: 
Deare;  when  we  are  married  I'le  have  snch  a 

one; 
Shall  I  not,  chicken  ?  ha. 

Gio.  What  else,  kind  nurse  ? 

Nur,  Traely  you  taylers  are  the  most  sancti- 
fied members 
Ofakingdomef 

How  many  crooked  and  untowatd  bodies  have 
You  set  upright,  that  they  goe  now  so  straight  in 

their 
Lives  and  conversation,  as  the  proudest  on  them 
ail  f 

Gio.  That 's  certaine,  none  prouder. 

Evad,  How  meane  you,  sir  ? 

Gio,  Faith,  madam,  your  crooked  moveables 
in  artificiail  bodies,  that  rectifie  the  deformity  of 
natures  over-plus,  as  bunching  backesjor  scarcity , 
as  scanty  shoulders,  are  the  proudest  creatures ; 
you  shall  have  them  jet  it  with  an  undaunted 
boldnesse ;  for  the  truth  is,  what  they  want  in 
substance  they  have  in  ayre : 
They  will  scould  the  tayler  out  of  his  art. 
And  impute  the  defect  of  nature  to  his  want 
Of  skill,  though  his  labour  make  her  appearance 
Pride  worthy. 

Nur.  Well  said,  my  birds-eye,  stand  for  the 
Credit  of 
Taylers  whilst  thou  li vest ;  wilt  thou  not,  chucke  ? 
Ha,  sayst  thou,  my  deare  ? 

Gio.  I  were  ungrateful!,  else. 

Evad.  Nurse,  pray  leave  us,  your  presence 
makes  your 
Sweetheart  negligent  of  what  he  comes  about; 
Pray  be  won  to  leave  us  here. 

Nur.  Madam,  your  will 's  obey'd  t 
Yet  I  can  hardly  passe  from  thee,  my  love. 
At  such  a  suddaine  warning. 

Gio,  Yoor  eager  love  may  be  termed  dotage; 


556 


THE  REBEtLION/ 


[RAWLIIif^ 


For  sbame,  confesse  your  selfe  to  lesse  cxpres* 

slops : 
Leave  my  lady. 

Nur.  A  kisse,  and  then  I  goe ;  so :  farewell, 

my  duck.  [Exit. 

Cio,  Death,  she  has  left  a  scent  to  poison  me ; 

Love  her,  said  she  ?  is  any  man  so  mad^  to  hugge 

a  disease, 
Or  imbrace  a  colder  hnage  then  Pfgmalionay 
Or  play  with  the  bird  of 
Frosty  antiquity  ?  not  I : 
Her  gumms  stinke  worse  then  a  pest-house. 
And  more  danger  of  infecting. 
As  I  'me  a  mortall  tayler,  and  your  servant, 

madam, 
Her  breath  has  tainted  me :  I  dare  not  salute 
Your  ladiship. 

Evad,  Come,  you  are  loath  to  part  with  't, 

'tis  so  sweet. 
Gio.  Sweet,  say  you,  madam?  a  muster  of 
diseases 
Can't  smell  worse,  than  her  rotten  teeth. 
Excuse  my  boldnesse,  to  deferre  your  longing; 
Thus  I  am  new  created  with  your  breath. 

[Kisse$, 
My  gaping  pores  will  ne're  be  satisfied. 

Againe they  still  are  hun^^ry. 

Evad,   My  deare  friend,  let  not  thy  lovely 
person 
March  with  the  scoulding  peace  affrighting  drum : 
War  is  too  cruell :  come,  I'le  chaine 
You  here,  here  in  my  armes;  and  stiffle  you 

With  kisses  ;  you  sha'  not  goe by  this  you 

sha'  not  goe. 
Gio.  By  this  I  must. 
Evad.  Vie  smother  that  harsh  breath. 

[They  kisse, 
Gio.  Again  I  counter-checke  it 

Enter  Antonio  as  pursued^  he  sees  them,  and 

stands  amazed. 

Ant.  O  sister !  ha ! 
What  killing  sight  is  this !  cannot  be  she. 
Sister. 

Evad.  O  my  deare  friend,  my  brother,  w'  are 

undone. 
Ant.  Degenerate  girle,  lighter  than  wind  or 
ayre ; 
Canst  thou  forget  thy  birtli  ?  or,  'cause  thou  'rt 

raire, 
Art  priviledg'd,  dost  thinke,  with  such  a  zeale 
To  graspe  an  under  shrub  ?  dare  you  exchange 
Breath  with  your  taylers,  without  feare  of  ven- 
geance 
From  the  desturbed  ghosts  of  our  dead  parents. 
For  their  bloods  injury  ?  or  are  your  favour^ 
Growne  prostitute  to  all  ?  my  unkind  fate 
Grieves  ine  not  halfe  so  much,  as  thee  forgetfull. 
Gio,  Sir,  if  on.  me  this  language,  I  must  tell 
yoQ, 
You  are  too  rash  to  censure.    My  unworthinesse, 

that  makes 
Her  seeme  so  ugly  in  your  eyes,  perhaps 


Hangs  in  these  cloaths ;  and  's  thtfied  off  vith 

them. 
I  am  as  noble,  but  tliat  I  hate  to  make 
Comparisons,  as  any  you  can  thioke  worthy 
To  be  caird  her  husband. 

Ant.  Shred  of  a  slave,  thoa  lyest ! 

Gio.  Sir,  I  am  hasty  too ;  yet  in  ibe  presence 
of  my 
Mistris  can  use  a  temper. 

Ant.  Brave !  your  mistris  ! 

Enter  Macbvile  with  Officers 

Mach.  Lay  hold  on  him  ; 
Ere  we  presume  to  meete  the  enemy 
Weele  purge  the  city  ;  lest  the  wrath  of  Hetvei 
Fall  heavy  on  us :  Antonio,  I  arrest  thee 
Of  capital  1  treason  'gainst  the  king  and  reakne. 
To  prison  with  him. 

Evad.  O  my  lost  brother  ! 
Gio.  Tis  but  an  errour ;  treasoo  d'  ye  call  it, 
to  kill 
The  govemour  in  heate  of  blood,  and  not  iiH 

tended  ? 
For  my  Evadne's  sake,  something  I'le  doe 
Shall  save  his  life.  [Eiit, 

Mach.  To  prison  with  him. 
Ant.  Farewell  Evadne,   as   thou  lovest  the 
peace 
Of  our  dead  ancestors,  cease  to  love 
So  loath'd  a  thing ;  a  tayler ! 
Why,  'tis  the  scojrne  of  all ;  therefore  be  ml'd 
By  thy  departing  brother,  doe  not  mixe 
With  so  much  basenesse  : 
Come,  officers,  beare  me  e'ne  where  you  please, 
My  Opprest  conscience  no  where  can  have  ease. 

[Exit  vith  Officen. 
Mach,  Lady,  we  here  enjoyne  yoo  to 
Your  chamber  as  a  prisoner,  to 
Waite  a  further  censure ;  your  brothers 
Fault  has  pul'd  a  punishment  upon  your  bead. 
Which  you  must  suffer. 

Evad.   'Ene  what  you  please,  yoor  tyrmnnjr 
can't  beare 
A  shape  so  bad  to  make  Evadne  feare  : 
Strong  innocence  shall  guard  ray  afflicted  souie, 
Whose  constancy  shall  tyrannv  coutroule. 

[Exeunt. 

[A  noise  within^  crying  Rescue,  rescue! 

Enter  Aktonio  and  Guard;  to  ikem 

GiovANNO  arid  Tnylers,  and  rescue  kirn  ; 

aiid  heate  thefn  off. 

Enter  an  Officer,  meeting  Mach  vile. 

Of.  A  troope  of  taylers  bv  force  have  tane 
Antonio  from  us,  and  have  borne  him  (spigbt 
Of  the  best  resistance  we  could  make)  unto  sooie 
Secret  place;  we  can  nut  finde  him. 

Mach.  Screeclnowle,  dost  know   what  thoo 
hast  said  ?  « 

Death,  finde  him,  or  you  dye!   O  my  crosse 
starres ! 
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He  must  not  live  to  torture  our  vext  sence, 
But  dye ;  though  he  had  no  fault  but  innocence. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Giovanno,  Antonio,  and  the  Old  Tayler, 

Gio,  Can  this  kindnesse  merit  your  love? 
Do  I  deserve  your  sister? 

Ant.  My  sister!  worthy  tayler,  'tis  a  gift  lyes 
not  in  me  to  give :  aske  something  else,  *tis 
thine,  although  it  bee  gaiu*d  with  the  quite  ex- 
tinguishing of  this ;  this  breath  you  gave  mee. 

Gio.  Have  not  I 

Ant.  Speake  no  further,  I  confesse  you  have 
bin  all  unto  me,  life,  and  being;  I  breath  but 
with  your  licence :  will  no  price  buy  out  your 
interest  in  me,  but  her  love  ?  I  tell  thee,  tayler, 
I  have  blood  runs  in  mee,  Spaine  cannot  match 
for  greatnesse,  next  her  kings.  Yet,  to  reqyite 
thy  love,  I'le  call  thee  friend,  be  thou  Antonio*s 
friend ;  a  favour  nobles  have  tliirsted  for :  will 
this  requite  thee? 

Gio.  Sir,  this  may,  but  ■  ■ 
Ant.  My  sister,  thou  wouldst  say,  most  wor- 
thy tayler;  shee  is  not  mine  to  give;  honour 
spake  ni  my  dying  father,  'tis  a  sentence  that's 
registred  here,  in  Antonio*s  heart,  I  niubt  not 
wed  her,  but  to  one  in  blood  calls  honour  father: 
prethee  be  my  friend,  forget  I  have  a  sister ;  in 
love  I'le  be  more  than  a  brother;  tho'  not  to 
mingle  blood. 

Gio.  May  I  npt  call  her  mistresse  ? 

Ant.  As  a  servant,  far  from  the  thoughts  of 

wedlocke. 
Gio.  I  'me  yours,  friend  I  am  proud  on  't; 
you  shall  (inde, 
That,  though  a  tayler,  I  'ave  an  honest  mind. 
Pray,  master,  helpe  my  lord  unto  a  suite,  his  life 
Lyes  at  your  mercy. 

Ut  Tay.  Vie  warrant  you. 
Ant.  But  for  thy  men. 

Ut  Tay.  O  they  are  proud  in  that  they  res- 
cued you. 
And  my  blood  of  honour ;  since  you  are  pleas'd 
To  grace  the  now  declining  trade  of  taylers. 
By  being  shrouded  in  their  homely  cloaths, 
And  decke  a  shop-board  with  vour  noble  person ; 
The  taunting  scornes,  the  foule  mouthed 
World  can  throw  upon  our  needfull  calling, 
Shall  be  answered : 

They  injure  honour,  since  your  honour  is  a 
Noble  practitioner  in  our  mistery. 

Gio.  Cheere  up  Antonio,  take  him  in. 
The  rest  will  make  him  merry ;  I'le  goe  try 
The  temper  of  a  sword  upon  some  shield. 
That  guards  a  foe. 

Pray  (or  my  good  successe.  [Eiit. 

itt  lay.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  leave  melan- 
choly 
To  hired  slaves,  that  murther  at  a  price  t 

Yours  was 

Ant.  No  more,  flatter  not  my  sin. 
Ut  Tay.  You  are  too  strikt  a  convertite ;  let 's 
ID.  [Exit. 


After  a  confuted  ncpse  within,  enter  Raymond, 
Leonis,  GiLBERTY,  hoitHy, 

Ray.  What  meanes^this  capeiring  eccbo  ? 
Or  from  whence  did  this  so  lively  cfl^uoterfeit 
Of  thunder  breake  out  to  liberty  ? 
CU.  Tis  from  the  city. 
Ray.  It  cannot  bei  their  voyce  should  oat* 
roare  Jove ; 
Our  army,  like  a  bassiliske,  has  stmcke 
Death  through  their,  eyes;  our  number,  like  a 

wind 
Broke  from  the  icy  prison  of  the  north. 
Has  froze  the  portaUs  to  their  shivering  hearts; 
Tltey  scarce  baye  breath  enough  to.  speake  *t : 
They  live.  [A  thoute  within, 

Gil.  Tis  certainely  from  thence. 
Leo.  Y*  are  deceived,  poore  Spaniards  feare  ' 
Has  chang'd  their  elevated  gate  to  a  dejection : 
Their  planet  strooke. 

Ray,  'Tis  from  our  jocond  fleet,  my  genius 
prompts  me ; 
They  have  already  plough'd  the  unruly  seas. 
And  with  their  breasts,  proofe  'gainst  the  batp 

tering 
Waves,  dasht  the  bigge  bsllowes  into  angry  froth. 
And,  spight  of  the  contentiouis  fiiilmouthM  gods 
Of  sea  and  wind,  have  reach*t  the  citty  froauera. 
And  begirt  her  navigable  skirts. 
Againe :  'tis  so.  [Aguim^  withim, 

Gil.  My  creeds  another  way  ; 
I  have  no  faith  but  to  the  city. 

Alarum.     Enter  a  Smldier  bloody, 

Leo.  Here  's  one, 
Now  we  shall  know :  ha !  he  appearet 
Like  one  compos'd  of  horrour. 

Ray.  What  speakestby  troubled  front? 

Leo.  Speak,  crimson  metor. 

Ray.  Speake,  prodigy,  or  on  my  sword  thou 

fallst. 
Sol.  The  bold  Spaniards,  setting  aside  all  cold 
acknowledgment 
Of  any  oddes,  or  notice  of  the  number  our  army 
Is  made  proud  with,  sends  from  their  walls 
More  lightning,  than  great  Jove  afrights 
The  trembling  world  with,  when  the  aire 
Is  turned  to  muteny. 

Ray,  Villaine,  thou  lyest ; 
Twere  madnesse  to  beleeve  thee* 
Foolish  Spaine,  may  like  those  giants,  that 
Heapt  hill  on  hill,  mountaine  on  roountaine. 
To  plucke  Jove  from  heaven,  who  %vith 
A  hand  of  .vengeance  flung  *em  downe  beneath 
The    centure,    end     those    cloud-cojitemning 

mounts, 
Heav'd    by   the   strength   of   their   ambitious 

armes. 
Became  their  monuments :  so  Spaines  rash 
Folly,  from  this  arme  of  mine,  shall  And  their 
Graves  amongst  the  rubbish  of  their 
Uuin'd  cities. 
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Enter  a  second  SouUier. 

• 

What,  another !  thy  hnsty  newes  ? 

2d  Mas,  The  daring  enemies  have  through 
their  gates 
Made  a  victorious  sailer :  all  our  troopes 
Have  joyntljf,  like  the  dust  before  the  wind, 
Made  a  dishonoured  flight :  Uarke ! 

[Alamm  within. 
The  conquering  foe  makes  hitherward. 

Ray,  Runne  to  my  tent,  fetch  my  Philippa : 
Slave,  why  mov'st  tliou  not  ? 
2d  Mess.  The  enemy's  upon  us. 
Ray.  Shall  I  send  thy  coward  soule  down  the 
Vaults  of  horrour?  flye,  viUaine,  or  thou  dyest ! 

[Strikes  him. 

Alarum,  Enter  Macbvile,  Ai^ebzo,  Fulgen- 
Tio,  Pandolpho,  with  Philippa  Prisoner, 
GioVANNO  with  Taylert. 

Mach.  Let  one  post  to  my  castle,  and  con- 
duct my  lady ; 
Tell  her  I  have  a  prisoner  wou*d.  become  proud 
In  her  fore 't  captivity  to  waite  upon  her  beauty: 
Flye,  let  not  the  tarciy  clouds  out-saile  thee. 
Fhi*   Canst  thou,  proud  man,  thinke  that 
Philippa's 
Heart  is  humbled  with  her  fortunes  ?  no,  didst 

thou 
Bring  all  the  rough  tortures. 
From  the  worlds  child-hood  to  this  houre  in- 
vented, 
And  on  my  resolute  body,  proofe  against  paine, 
Practis'd  bcicilian  tyrannv, 
My  gyant  thoughts  should,  like  a  cloud  of  wind. 
Contemning  smoak,  mingle  with  heaven : 
And  not  a  looke  so  base,  as  to  be  pittied,  shall 
Give  you  cause  of  triumph. 
Aler,  Tore  heaven,  a  fiery  girle. 
Ful,  A  masculine  spirit. 
Pan.  An  Amazon. 

Ray,  See  my  Philippa,  her  rich  colour's  fled, 
and  like  that  soule 
The  furrow  fronted  fates  have  made  an  anvill 
To  forge  diseases  on,  she  's  lost  her  selfe 
With  her  fled  beauty ;  yet,  pale  as  she  stands, 
She  addes  more  glory  to  our  dmrlish  foe, 
Than  bashfull  T^tan  to  the  easteme  world. 
Spaniards,  she  is  a  conquest,  Rome, 
When  her  two-neckt  eagles  aw*d  the  world. 
Would  have  swum  through  their  owne  blood  to 

purchase : 
Nor  must  jou  enjoy  that  jemme,  the  supersti- 
tious gods 
Would  quarrel  I  for,  but  through  ray  heart. 
Courage,  brave  friends,  they're  valiant  that  can 

flye  [^y*^' 

V  til'  mouth  of  danger ;  'tis  they  winne,  tliough 

Gio.  This  Moore  speakes  truth. 
Wrapt  in  a  voyce  of  thunder. 

Ray,  Speake,  my  Philippa,  what  untutor'd 
slave 
Porst  lay  a  rugged  band  upon  thy  sof^nesse  ? 


PAt.  Twas  the  epitome  of  Herctilet : 
No  bigge  Colossus,  yet  for  strength  farre  bigger: 
A  little  person,  great  with  matchlesse  valour. 

Ray,  What  paines  thou  takest  to  praise 
Thine  enemy.  ' 

Fhi,    Twere  sinne  to  rob    hiqij    that  bis 
wasted  so 
His  blood  for  praise :  this  noble  sonldier,  he 
'Twas  made  me  captive;  nor  can  lie  boast 
Twas  in  an  easie  combate;  for  my  good 
Sword,  now  ravish'd  from  mine  arme,  iorc*d 

crimson 
Drops,  that,  like  a  goary  sweat,  boryed 
His  manly  body  in  oblivion :  those  that  were 
Skild  in  his  efligies,  as  drunke  with  Lethe,  ksd 
Forgot  'twas  hee;  till  by  the  drawinc  of  the 
Rueful!  curtaine  they  saw  in  him  their  crroitr. 

Ray.  A  common  souldier  owner  of  a  strength 
worthy 
Such  praise  ?  Dares  he  cope  with  the 
French  generall  single  ? 

Fhi.  My  lord,  you  must  strike  quick  and  sure. 

Ray,  Why  pause  you  ?  my  Philippa  must  oot 
stay. 
Captivity's  infection. 

Mnch.  We  have  the  day.  [anne 

Ray.  Not  till  you  conauer  me :  which  if  my 
Be  not  by  witch-craft  rob  d  of  his  late  strength^ 
Shall  spinne  your  labour  to  an  ample  length. 

Mach.  Upon  him  then. 

Gio*  Ods  is  dishonourable  combate  :  my  lads^ 
Lets 'one  to  one;  I  am  for  the  Moore. 

Aler.  Thee ! 

Ful.  Tayler,  you  are  too  sawcy. 

Gio,  Sawcy? 

Aler.  Vntutor'd  groome,  mechanicke  slave. 

Gio,  You  have  protection,  by  the  goverooois 
presence. 
Else  my  plumed  estrages,  'tis  not  your  feathen. 
More  waighty  than  your  heads,  should  slop 
My  vengeance,  but  I'de  text  my  wrong 
In  bloody  characters  upon  your  paroperd  flesk. 

Ful.  You  won'd  ? 

Gio.  By  Heaven  I  would. 

Ful,  You'd  be  advis'd,  and  render  up  your 
life  a  sacrifice  to  patience. 

Gio,  Musk-cat,  Fde  make  your  civet  worship 
stinke  first  in  your  perfumed  buflTe. 

Aler.  Phlegmaticke  slave. 

Gfo.  Bloudlesse  commanders^ 

Ful.  -> 

Fan.  >How? 

Aler.  S 

Gio.  So. 

Ful.  -J 

Fan.  >Let  's  reward  his  boldnessv. 

Aler.  y  [TheyfaU  upon  GiovAxyo* 

Mach,  Whence  this  rashnesse  ? 
Ray,  Blest  occatiou !  lets  on  'ero. 

[The  French  wliitper, 
[The  French  Aye  upon  *em  :  they  turns 
to  their  Guard,  and  beaU  'em  cf. 
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ACT  m. 


SCENE  I. 

'Enter  Machvile,  Fuloentio,  Pandolvho, 
Alerzo,  GioyANVO  with  Raymond  Prittmer, 
and  the  rett  cf  the  Taylors, 

All  the  Tay,  A  tayler,  a  tayler,  a  tayler! 
G'io,  Raymond y  y*  are  now  my  prisoner : 
BUnd  chance  has  favoar'd  where  your  thoughts. 
And  hope  she  meant  to  ruine 
Ytom  our  discord,  which  Heaven  has  made  vic« 

tonous. 
You  meant  to  strike  a  harmony  should  glad  you. 
Aler,  Tis  not  to  be  borne :  a  tayicr  1 

IWIutper. 
FuL  'Twas  an  affront  gales  me  to  thinke  on  'c 
Besides,  his  sawcy  valour  might  have  ruin*d  all 
Our  forward  fortunes,  had  the  French  been 
Stronger :  let  him  be  banish'd. 

Mach.  It  shall  be  so ; 
My  feares  are  built  on  grounds 
Stronger  than  Atlas  shoulders :  this  same  tayler 
Retaioes  a  spirit  like  the  lost  Antonio ; 
IVhose  sister  we  will  banish,  in  pretence  of 
LoTe  to  justice ;  'tis  a  good  snare,  to  trap  the 
Vulf^ar  hearts :  his,  and  her  goods,  to  guild  my 
Lawlesse  doings,  I*le  give  the  poore,   whose 

tongues 
Are  i*  their  bellies ;  which  being  full, 
Is  tipt  with  heartlesse  prayers ;  but  empty, 
A   falling  planet  is  lesse  dangerous;  tliey  Me 

downe  to 
Hell  for  curses.    You  tayler. 
Gio.  My  lord. 

Macfi.  Deliver  up  your  prisoner. 
Gio.  Y*  are  obey'd. 

Mach.  So:  now  we  command,  on  forfeit  of  thy 
Life,  you  be  not  seene  in  any  ground  our 
Masters  title  circles,  %vithin  three  daies. 
Such  a  factious  spirit  we  must  not  nourish : 
Least,  like  the  fables  serpent,  growne  warme 
In  your  conceited  worth,  you  sting 
Your  countries  breast,  that  nurst  your  valour. 
Gio.  This  my  reward  f 
Aler.  More  then  thy  worth  deserves. 
Gio,  Pomander  boxe,  thou  lyest. 
Ful.  Goe  purge  yoUr  selfe;  your  country  vo- 
mits you. 
Gio.  Slaves,  y'  are  not  worth  ray  anger. 
Ful.  Goe  vent  your  spleene  'mongst  satyres, 
pen  a 
Pamphlet,  and  call 't  the  scourge  of  greatnesse. 
Aler.  Or  Spaines  ingratitude. 
Gio.  Yee  are  not  worth  my  breath. 
Else  I  should  curse  you ;  but  I  must  weepe. 
Not  that  I  part  from  thee,  unthankful!  Spaine, 
But  my  Evadne:  well,  it  must  bee  so: 
flearty  keepe  thy  still  tough  temper  spight  of  woe. 

[Exit, 


Mach.  My  house  sball  be  your  prison. 
Attend  'em,  colonell. 

l^Exeunt   Raymond,  Philippa,  Alebzo, 
Fuloentio,  Pandolpho  ;  manent  Tay^ 
leri. 
Ful.  Please  you  walke. 
Itt  Tay.  My  servant  banbbt  ? 
3d  Tay.  Famist,  master?  nay,  faith  and  • 
tayler 
Come  to  be  famisht,  'tis  a  bard  world : 
No  bread  in  this  world  here  hoe,  to  save 
The  renowned  corps  of  a  tayler  from  famishing? 
Tis  no  matter  for  drinke,  give  me  bread. 

Sd  Tay.  Thou  hast  a  gut  would  swallow  a 

pecke  loafe. 
3d  Tay.  I,  marry  wou'd  it,  with  vantage;  I 
tell  truth, 
And,  as  the  proverbe  sayes,  shame  the  divell; 
If  our  hell  a&brd  a  divell :  but  I  see  none 
Unlesse  he  appeare  in  a  delicious  remnant  of 
Nim'd  sattin,  and  by  mv  fkith  that  *s  a  courteous 
Divill,  that  suffers  the  brokers  to  hang  him 
In  their  raeged  wardrobe ;  and  us'd  to  sell  his 
Divelship  tor  money :  I  tell  truth ;  a  tayler 
And  lye,  faith  I  scome  that. 
Itt  Tay.  Leave  your  discovery. 
3d  Tay.  Master,  a  traveller  you  know  is  fa- 
mous for  lying ; 
And  having  travelled  as  farre  as  bell. 
Mar  not  I  make  description  of  the  unknowne 
land? 
Is/  Tay.  My  braine  is  busie, 
Sebastiaoo  must  not  tread  an  unknowne  land 
To  finde  out  a  grave ;  unfortunate  Sebastiauo ! 
First  to  lose  thy  selfe  in  a  disguise,  unfitting  for  thy 
Birth,  and  then  thy  country  for  thy  too  much 

vallour : 
There 's  danger  in  being  vertuoos,  in  this  age 
Led  by  those  sinful!  actors,  the  plunged  stage. 
Of  this  vice-bearing  world,  would  head-long  fully 
But  charitable  vertue  beares  up  all. 
I  roust  invent,  I  ha't,  so : 
As  he  's  a  tayler,  be  is  banbhtSpaine, 
As  Sebastiano,  'tis  revokt  againe.  \^Exit  cum  suit. 

Enter  Mach  vile  solus. 

Mach.  How  subtile  are  my  springes!  they 
take  all. 
With  what  swift  speed  unto  my  chaffie  baite 
Doe  all  fowles  6y,  unto  their  hasty  ruine  ? 
Clap,  clap  your  wings,  and  flutter,  greedy  fooles, 
Whilst  I  laugh  at  your  folly ;  I  have  a  wier 
Set  for  the  Moore,  and  his  ambitious  consort ; 
Which  if  my  wife  wo'd  second,  they  are  sure. 

Enter  Afbistella. 
Auris.  What  roust  she  second  ? 
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Mach,  Art  thou  there,  my  love  ?  we  *re  in  a 

path 
Tliat  leades  us  to  a  height,  we  may  confront. 
The  sun,  and  with  a  breath  extinguish  common 
Starres;  be  but  thou  rut'd,  the  light 
That  does  create  day  to  this  city 
Must  be  derived  from  us. 

Auris.  You  fire  my  souIe,and  to  my  airy 
Wings  add  quicker  feathers :  what  taske 
Wo'd  not  I  run,  to  be  cald  queene  ? 
Did  the  life-blopd  of  all  our  family, 
Father  and  mother,  stand  as  n  quicke  wall 
To  stop  my  passage  to  a  throne, 
I*de  with  a  puniard  ope  their  azure  veines, 
And  sque'ese  their  active  blood  up  into  clods, 
Till  they  become  as  cold  as  wiuters  snow  ; 
And  as  abridge  upon  their  truiikes  I'degoe. 
Mach.  Our  soules  are  twinnes,  and  thirst  with 

equnll  heat 
For  deity  :  kings  are  in  all  things  gods, 
Saving  mortality. 

Auris,  To  be  a  queene,  wliat  danger  wo'd  I 

run ! 
rde  spend  my  life  like  to  a  bare-foot  nun. 
So  I  might  sit  above  the  lesser  Starrs 
Of  small  nobility,  but  for  a  day. 
Alach,  Tis  to  be  done,  sweet  love,  a  nearer 

way ! 
I  have  already,  with  the  suger'd  baites 
Of  justice,  liberallity,  and  all 
The  foxe  like  ginns,  that  subtile  statse-men 
Set  to  catch  the  hearts  o'  tir  giddy  multitude  t 
Which,  if  it  faile,  as  cautious  policy 
Forbids,  I  build  too  strongly  on  their  drunke 
tJiicertaine  votes,  Pde  have  thee  breake  with 
My  great  prisoners  wife,  as  I  will 
Doe  with  him ;  promise  the  states  equall 
Devided  halfe  himselfe  shall  rule: 
So  that  if  need  compell  us  to  take  armes, 
We  may  have  forces  from  the  realme  of  France, 
To  seate  us  in  the  chaire  of  government. 

Auris.  I  never  shall  indure  to  waike  as  equall 
With  proud  Philippa,  no;  my  ambitious  soule 
Boyles  in  a  thirsty  flame  of  totall  glory : 
I  must  be  all,  without  a  second  flame 
To  dim  our  luster. 

Mach.  Still  my  very  soule,  thinkest  thou  I 

Can  indure 
Compeditor,  or  let  an  Ethiope  sit  by  Machvils 

side, 
As  partner  in  his  honour?  no,  as  I  have  seene 
V  the  common-wealth  of  players,  one  that  did 

act 
The  Thebane  Creon*i  part ;  with  such  a  life 
I  became  ravisht,  and  on  Raymond  meane 
To  plot  what  he  did  on  the  caveling  boyes  of 

Oedipus, 
Whilst  we  graspe  the  wliole  dignity. 
Auris.  As  how,  sweet  Machvile? 
Mach.  It  is  not  ripe,  my  love  : 
The  king  I  heare  applauds  my  justice; 
Wherefore    I .  have    sent    order,    that    count 

Antonio 


Once  being  taken,  be  Bent  to  Fill4brd  mill ; 
There  ground  to  death. 

Auris.  What  for  his  sister  ? 

Mach.  Thy  envy:  she  I  have  banisht; 
And  her  goods,  to  gu^rd  a  shower  of  curses 
From  my  head,  I  'ave  given  the  poore. 

Auri$.  Good  poUicy,  let  's  home  to  oor  de- 
signes ; 
I  hate  to  be  officious,  yet  my  frowne 
Shall  be  dissolvM  to  flattery  for  a  crowne.  [Exit. 

Mach.  Attend  your  lady so  her  forward 

spleene, 
Tickled  with  thought  of  greatnesse  makes  the 
scene  attempts  run  smooth:  the  haughty  Moon 
shall  bee  the  lader,  on  whose  servile  back  He 
mount  to  greatnesse. 
If  calm  peace  deny  me  easie  way. 
Rough  w;u' shall  force  it;  which  done,  Raymood 
And  his  Philippa  must  goe  seeke  an  empire  in 
Eliziuro  ;  for  to  rule,  predominance  belong! 
Alone  to  me :  slaves  are  unworthy  rule. 
What  state  wo'd  set  a  crowne  upon  a  mule? 

[Eiit. 

Antonio  disguis*d  sitting  in  a  Cioset. 

'     Ant.  My  soule  is  heavy,  and  my  eye-lids  feek 
The  weighty  power  of  lazy  Morpheas : 
Each  element  that  breathes  a  life  within  me 
Runs  a  contrary  course,  and  conspire 
To  counterfeit  a  chaos :  whilst  the  frame 
And  weake  supporters  of  my  inward  man 
(Cracke)  as  beneath  the  weight  of  Atlas  burtheo: 
A  suddaine  change,  howmy  blear'd  eye-lids  strife 
To  force  a  sleepe  'gainst  nature.     O  you  ponen 
That  rule  the  better  thoughts,  if  you  nave  ougix 
To  act  on  my  fraile  body,  let  it  be  with  eagles 
Speed;  or  if  yoUr  wills  so  please. 
Let  my  fore  past  and  undejested  wrongs 
O're  whelme  my  thoughts,  and  sinke  me  to  the 

ground 
With  their  no  lesse  then  deaths  remembrances. 
Cease,  bastard  slave,  to  clog  my  sences 
With  the  leaden  weights  of  an  unwilling  sleepe; 

unlesse 
Thy  raw-bon'd  brother  joyne  his  force,  and  nuke 
A  seperation  twixt  my  aiery  soule 
And  ray  all  earthly  body ; 
I  am  o're  come,  Heaven  worke  your  wills,  mj 

breath 
Submits  to  this  as  'twould  submit  to  death. 

[Sieepa. 

Soft  Musickc ;   Love  descends  halfe  way,  tka 

speukcs. 

Lore.  Sleepe,  intranced  man,  but  be 
VVakefull  in  thy  fancy ;  see 
Love  hath  left  his  pallace  faire. 
And  beates  his  wings  against  the  ayre. 
To  ease  thy  panting  breasts  of  ill : 
Love  *s  a  phisitian,  our  will 
Must  be  obey'd  ;  therefore  with  hast 
To  Flanders  fly,  the  ecchoing  blast 
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Of  ftime  shall  usher  thee  ft1ong» 
And  leave  thee  pester'd  in  a  traonff 
Of  searching  troubles,  which  shall  he 
But  hu|(>bem8  to  thy  constancj. 

Enter  from  one  Side  Death,  and  from  the  other 
Suk  AuRiLiA ;  Death  wtriket  three  times  ai 
AvTowio,  and  Auau*iA  diverts  it.  Exeunt 
severally. 

What  this  same  shadow  seemes  to  be^ 
In  Flanders  thou  shah  reall  see ; 
The  maid  that  secm*d  to  conquer  death. 
And  give  tbee  longer  lease  of  breath. 
Dotes  on  thy  aire ;  report  hath  bin 
Zjavish  iu  praysing  thee  unseene. 
Make  hast  to  Flanders ;  time  will  be 
Accus*d  of  slothfulnesse,  if  she 
Be  longer  tortar'd :  doe  not  stay, 
My  power  shall  guide  thee  on  the  way. 

[Assended, 

Enter  Giovanno  and  the  Old  Tayler, 

Gia,  He  is  aaleepe. 

O.  Tmy.  See  how  he  atniglet,  as  if  some  visions 
Had  assum'd  a  shape  fuller  of  horrour 
Then  his  troubled  thoughts. 

Gio,  His  ooBscienoe  gripes  liim  to  purpose : 
see  he  wakes; 
Let  us  ofaaerve. 

Ant.  Stay,  gentle  power,  leave  hostage  that 
thy  promise 
Thou  *lt  perfbrme, 
And  1  will  offer  to  thy  deity 
More  then  my  bay  heart  Ims  offered  vet. 
Bot  stay,  Antonio,  can  thy  easie  faith 
Give  credit  to  a  dreame  ?  an  aiery  vision, 
Fram*d  by  atmngling  fiuicy,  to  delude  weake 
Scnce  with  a  gay  nothing  }  recollect  thy  selfe, 
Advise  thee  by  thy  feares,  it  may  force  hence 
This  midnights  shade  of  griefe, 
And  guild  it  witb  a  mome  as  full  of  joy, 
As  do's  bright  Pbocbus  to  our  easterne  world. 
When  blusbing  he  arises  from  the  lap 
Of  sea-greene  Thetis  to  give  a  new  day  birth. 

Gio.  Why,  how  now,  &iend  ?  what,  talking  to 
t^selfe?  ^ 

Ant,  Of  Giovanno,  'tis  my  unpartiall  thoughts, 
That  rise  in  war  agatoat  my  guilty  conacience ; 
O  it  stings  me ! 

O,  Ti^,  Be  more  a  man,  shrinke  notbeneatli 
a  weight 
So  light,  a  child  may  beare  it ;  for  beleeve  me. 
If  my  propheticke  feare  deceive  roe  not. 
Yon  mid  done  aa  act  Spaine  should  for  ever 

praise 
Had  you  kild  Machvile  to. 

AnL  As  bow,  good  master?  I  must  call  yon  so ; 
This  is  your  livery. 

O.  Tay.   O  /  are  a 'noble  tayler.     But  to 
Machvile. 
It  was  my  chance,  being  sent  for  by  his  wife 
To  take  the  measure  of  their  ooble  prisoner ; 
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Who  when  I  came  was  bnsie,  being  pkic*d 
Into  a  roome,  where  I  might  easily  heare 
Them  talke  of  crownes,  and  kii^domes ; 
And  of  two  that  should  be  partners  in  this 
End  of  Spaine. 

Gio.  Who  were  they  ? 

0.  Toy.    Macbvile  aad  Raymond:    at  last 
Machvile  laugbt, 
Sayings  for  this  I  made  the  govemour 
To  crosse  Antonio  at  the  couasell  bord ; 
Knowing  tliat  one  must,  if  not  botli  sbo*d  dye. 

Ant,  Did  he  say  this? 

0.  Toy,  He  did,  and  added  more  under  a 
feigned  show 
Of  love  to  justice,  banisht  your  sister. 

Gio,  Is  Evadne  banisht? 

O.  Tay,  She  is;  and,  as  I  ghesse,  to  Flanders ; 
her  woman  too  has  left  her. 

Ant,  Nay,  droope  not  friend :  host,  pray  tell 
proud 
Machvile,  I  have  a  sword  left  to  chastise 
A  traitor  t  come,  let 's  goe  seeke  Evadne. 

Gio.  O,  Antonio !  the  suddaine  griefe  almost 
distracts 
Thy  friend ;  but  come,  let 's  goe  each  severall, 
Aflid  meete  at  Fill-ford :  if  thou  findest  Evadne, 
Beare  her  unto  the  castle.  [-^t^* 

Ant,  Farewell,  good  master.  [Exit, 

O,  Tay,  O,  you  honour  me. 
Bootelesse  were  all  perswasions,  they  le  not  stay, 
rie  to  the  king ;  this  treason  may  become. 
Like  a  disease,  out  of  the  reach  of  phisicke, 
And  may  iaii&ct  past  care  if  let  alone.      [Exit, 

Enter  Ratmond  and  Philippa. 

Phi,  Erect  thy  head,  my  Raymond ;  be  more 
ull 

Then  daring  Atlas,  but  more  safely  wise : 
Sustaine  no  burthen  but  the  politicke  care 
Of  being  great :  till  thou  atchieve  the  cities 
Axeltree,  and  wave  it  as  thou  list.  [bits 

Ray,  Hast  tliou  no  skill  in  magick,  that  thou 
So  just  upon  my  thoughts?  thy  tongue  is  tipt 
Like  natures  miracle,  that  drawes  the  Steele 
With  unresisted  violence :  I  can  not  keepe 
A  secret  to  my  selfe,  but  thy  prevailing 
Rhetoricke  ravishes  and  leaves  my  breast 
Like  to  an  empty  casket,  that  once  was  blest 
With  keeping  of  a  jewell  I  durst  not  trust  the 
Ay  re  with,  'twas  so  precious :  pray  be  carefulL 

Phi,  You  doe  not  doubt  me  ? 

Ray.  No,  were  you  a  woman  made  of  such 
course  iogrediance  as  the  common,  which  in  our 
triveall  phrase  we  call  roeere  women  ;  I  wou'd 
not  trust  thee  with  a  cause  so  weighty,  that  the 
discovery  did  indanger  tliis,  this  ha  ire;  that 
when  'tis  gone  a  linxes  cannot  miase  it :  but 
you  are — I  want  expressions,  'tis  not  common 
words  can  speake  you  troely,  you  are  more  than 
woman. 

Phi,  My  lord,  you  kno  /  my  temper,  and 
how  to  / 

Win  upon  my  heart.  ^ 
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Ray.  I  must  be  gone,  and  post  a  messenger, 
France  must  supply  what  wants  to  make  thee 

great ; 
An  nrmy,  uiy  Philippa,  which  these  people 
Snoring  in  pride  of  their  last  victory, 
Doe  not  so  much  as  dreame  on  : 
Kor  shall,  till   they  be  forced  to  yeeld  their 

voyces 
At  our  election  ;  which  will  be  ere  long. 

Phi,  O  'tis  an  a^e,  I'de  rather  have  it  sed, 
Philippa  then  a  prisoner  were  dead,         \^Exit, 

^nter  a  Crimenall  Judge  and  Officers,  with 
Antonio,  Petruchio  and  Aubelia  meete 
him,  with  Servants* 

Jud.  Captaine  Petruchio,  take  this  condemned 
man 

Into  your  charge ;  it  is  Antonio,  once  a 

Spanish  count,  till  his  rash  folly,  with  his 

Life  made  forfeit  of  his  honour;  he 

Was  found  travelling  to  your  castle ; 

n!*was  Heavens  will  that  his  owne  feet 

Should  with  a  willing  pace  conduct  him  to  his 
ruine : 

For  the  rourther  he  must  be  ground  to  death 

In  Filford  mill,  of  which  you  are  the  govemour : 

Here  my  commision  in  its  end  gives  strength  to 
yours ; 

He  *8  your  charge :  farewell, 

His  death  must  be  with  speed.    [Exit  with  his. 
Ant,    Deceive  me  not,  good  glasses,  your 
lights 

In  my  esteeme  never  till  now  was  precious^ 

Tis  the  same,  I  'tit  the  very  same 

I  sleeping  saw. 
AureL  Is  this  the  man  fame  speakes  so  no- 
bly of? 

O  love,  Aurelia,  never  untill  now 

Could  say  he  knew  thee;  I  must  desemble  it.      | 


Fei.  Come,  sir,  to  my  castle. 
AureL  Fie  on  yon;  sir ;  to  kill  a  govemour  it  if 
a  fact 
Death  cannot  appeare  too  horrible  to  panish. 
Ant,  Can  this  be  truth  ?  O  sballow,  sballov 
man  ! 
To  credit  aire,  beleeve  there  can  be  sobstaoce 
la  a  cloud  of  thickned  smoake,  as  troth  bid  in  a 

dreame ; 
Yes,  t^iere  is  truth,  that  like  a  scrowle  fetcht  from 
An  oracle,  betrayes  the  double  dealing  of  tke 

gods; 
Dreames  that  speake  all  of  joy,  doe  tome  to 

griefe. 
And  such  bad  fate  deludes  my  light  beleefe. 
Fet,  Away  with  him.  [  Effnat 

AURELTA  sola. 

AureL  Ofb  have  I  heard  my  brotber  with  t 
tongue 
Proud  of  the  o£ce,  prais'd  this  lovely  lord ; 
And  my  trapt  soule  did  with  as  eager  hast 
Draw  in  the  breath ;  and  now,  O  Aurelia ! 
Buried  with  him  must  all  thy  joy  thou  bast 
For  ever  sleepe ;  and  with  a  pale  oonsumptioo, 
Pittying  him  wilt  thou  thy  seife  be  ruin'd  } 
He  must  not  dye ;  if  there  be  any  way 
Reveal'd  to  the  distressed,  I  will  find  it : 
Assist  a  poore  lost  virein  some  good  power, 
And  lead  her  to  a  path,  whose  secret  tract 
May  guide  both  him  and  me  unto  oor  safety. 
Be  kind,  good  wits,  I  never  antill  now 
Put  you  to  any  trouble ;  'tis  yoor  office. 
To  helpe  at  need  this  little  world  you.  live  by : 
Not  yet !  O  dulnesse !  doe  not  make  roe  road— 
I  hav  't,  blest  braine  !  now  shall  a  womans  wit 
Wrestle  with  fate,  and  if  my  plot  but  hit. 
Come  off  with  wreaths :  my  duty,  nay  my  all, 
I  must  forsake,  lest  my  Antonio  fall.         [£nl. 


ACT  IV, 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Giovanno  mad,  solus. 

Not  finde  Evadne !  sure  some  wanton  wind 
Has  snatcht  her  from  the  earth  into  the  aire ; 
Smooth  Zephers  faines  the  tresses  of  her  haire. 
Whilst  slicke  favonionsplayes  the  fawning  slave; 
And  hourely  dyes,  making  her  breasts  his  grave: 
O  false  Evadne !  is  Giovanno's  love. 
That  has  out-done  all  merrit  for  thy  sake, 
So  light,  that  winde  out-weighs  it  ? 
No,  no,  no ;  Evadne  is  all  vertue, 
Sweet  as  the  breath  of  roses ;  and  as  chast 
As  virgin  lillies  in  their  infancy : 
Downe,  you  deluding  ministers  of  nyre; 
Evadne  is  not  light,  though  she  be  iaire : 
Dissolve  tliat  counterfeit:  ha,  ha^  ha,  ha. 


See  how  they  shrinke :  why  so,  now  I  will  bve 

you: 
Goe  search  into  the  hollo wes  of  the  earth. 
And  finde  my  love,  or  I  will  chaine  yoo  op 
To  etemitj :  see,  see,  who  *s  this  ?   O  I  know 

him  now. 
So,  ho,  ho ;  SQ,  ho,  ho,  not  beare  } 
Tis  Plieton :  no,  'tis  an  beire  got 
Since  his  fathers  death,  into  a  cloake  of  gold 
Out-shines  the  sunne ;  the  head-strong  Iwrees 
Of  licentious  youth  have  broke  their  reines 
And  drawne  him  through  the  signes  of  all  libidi* 

nousnes ; 
See,  from  the  whorish  front  of  Capra, 
He  's  tumbling  downe  as  low  as  beKgenr. 
O,  are  you  come,  grimme  Tartor  ?  Ramunoote 
Goe  aske  of  Ploto  if  he  have  not  tane 
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Evadoe  to  his  unoky  common-wealthy 

And  ravishc  her  ?  Begon,  why  stirre  you  not  ? 

IJa.  ha,  ha,  the  devil  1  is  afraid. 

Evad,  Heipe,  a  rape !  [Within. 

Ban.  Stop  iMn' mouth. 

Gio.  Who  calls  for  heipe  ?  tis  my  Evadne ;  I, 
It  was  her  voyce  that  ^ave  the  eccbo  life, 
That  cry*d  a  rape.    Divell,  dost  lore  a  weuch  ? 
Who  was  thy  pander,  ha  ?  What  saucy  fieud 
Durst  lay  his  uupard  fangs  ou- my- Evadoe? 
Come,  I  ie  swimme  unarmed  o're  Acheron, 
And  sinke  grimme  Charon  in  his  fiery  boate. 

Evad.  Murther!  a  rape!  [WUhin. 

Gio,  I  come,  I  come.  [Exit. 

Enter  the  Bandetot  dragging  Evadne  by  the 
haire :  she  drops  a  Scarf e.    Exeunt. 

Enter  Giovanno  againe. 

Gio.  I  cannot  finde  her  yet ; 
The  king  of  flames  protests  she 
Is  not  there :  but  hang  him,  n^ue. 
They  say  he'le  lye.    0  bow  my  glutted  spleene 
Tickles  to  thinke  how  I  have  payd  the  slave  ? 
I  made  him  lead  me  into  every  hole : 
Ha,  ha,  ha^  what  crying  was  ther  there  ? 
Here  on  a  wbeele,  turn'd  by  a  furies  hand, 
Hangs  a  distracted  states-man,  that  bad  spent 
The  little  wit  Heaven  to  strange  purpose  lent 

him. 
To  suppresse  right,  make  beggers,  and  getmeanes 
To  be  a  traytor.    Ha,  ha,  ha,  and  here 
A  vsurer,  fat  with  the  curses  of  so  many  heires 
His  extortion  had  undone,  sate  to  the  chin 
In  a  warme  bath,  made  of  new  malted  gold ; 
And  now  and  then  a  draught  past  through  his 

throat : 
He  fed  upon  his  god ;  but  he  being  angry 
Scalded  his  chops.    Right  against  him 
Stood  a  fool*d  gallant,  chainM  unto  a  post, 
And  lasht  by  folly  for  his  want  of  wit. 
The  reeling  drunkard  and  plumpe  glutton  stood 
Making  of  faces,  close  by  Tantalus : 
But  dranke  and  fed  on  aire. 
The  whore* master  tyed  to  a  painted  punke, 
Was  by  a  fury  termed  insatiate  lust, 
Whipt  with  a  blade  of  fire.    And  here 
What  's  here?  *tis  my  Evadiies  vale;  'tis  hers, 

I  know  't : 
Some  slave  has  ravish*d  my  Evadne !  Well, 
There  breaths  not  such  an  impious  slave  in  hell: 
Nay,  it  is  hers,  I  know  it  too  too  pluine : 
Your  breath  is  lost,  'tis  hers,  you  speake  in 

vaine.  [Exit. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.    Enter  the  Bandetos 
with  Evadne  by  the  haire. 

Capt.  Come,  bring  her  forward,  tye  her  to 
that  tree, 
Each  man  shall  Iwve  his  tume :  Come,  minion, 
You  must  squench  the  raging  flames  of  my 
Concupisence :  what,  doe  you  weep,  you 
Puritaiiicall  punke?  I  shall  tickle  loirth 


Into  you  by  and  by:  Trotter,  good  Trotter  post 
Unto  my  cell,  make  compouncTof  muskadine 
And  egges;  for  the  truth  is,  I  am  a  gyaiit  in  my 
Promises,  but  in  tlie  act  a  pigmy :  I  am  old,  and 
Cannot  doe  as  I  have  done ;  good  Trotter, 
Make  all  convenient  speed. 

I'rot.  Faith,  master,  if  you  cann't,  here  's 
theni  that  can  ferrit  in  a  cunny  burrow  without 
a  provocative,  I'le  warrant  you :  good  master,  let 
me'  beginne  the  health. 

Capt.  ^o  more,  I  say:  it  is  a  percell  of  ex- 
cellent mutton  :  Tie  cut  it  up  my  selfe :  Cont**, 
minion.  [  Exit  Trottbr. 

[The  Captaine  takes  his  dagger  and  mndes 
it  about  her  haire,  and  sticks  it  in  the 
ground :  Thunder  and  Lightning. 

Evad.  Kill  me !  Ob  kill  me !  Rather  let  me 

Than  live  to  see  the  Jewell  that  adomes 
The  soules  of  vertuous  virgins  ravisht  from  me. 
Doe  not  adde  sinne  to  sinne,  and  at  a  price 
That  ruines  me,  aud  not  enriches  you. 
Purchase  damnation :  doe  not,  doe  not  do  't : 
Sheath  here  your  sword,  and  my  departing  soule. 
Like  your  good  angell,  shall  solicit  Heaven 
To  dash  out  your  offences :  let  my  flight 
Be  pure  and  sputlesse :  doe  not  injure  that, 
Man-hood  wou'd  blush  to  thinke  on :  it  is  all 
A  maids  divinity  :  wanting  her  life 
She  's  a  faire  coarse :  wanting  her  chastity, 
A  spotted  soule  of  living  infamy. 

Capt.  Hang  chastity. 

3d  Ban.  A  very  voyce. 

Enter  Trotter. 

Trot,  O  captaine,  captaine!  yonder  's  the 
mad  Orlando  the  furious,  and  I  thinke  he  takes 
me  for What  doe  you  call  liim  ? 

Capt.  What,  Meder  ? 

Trot.  I,  I,  Meder :  the  divell  Meder  him,  he 

has  so  nudled  me O  here  he  comes:  I'le 

be  gone.  [Exiim 

Enter  Giovanno. 

Gio.  Stay  satyre,  stay  ;  you  are  too  light  of 
foote, 
I  cannot  reach  your  paces,  prcthee  stay. 
What  goddesse  have  you  there  ?  sure  'tis  Evadne ! 
Are  you  the  dragons  that  neVe  sleepe,  but  watch 
The  golden  fruit  of  the  Hisoeridcs  ? 
Ha,  then  I  am  Hercules ;  flye  yee  ? 
Sure  that  face  dwelt  on  Evadnes  shoulders. 

[He  beates  them  off,  and  unbindes  Evadne. 

Evad.  O  Ihou  preserver  of  neare  lost  Evndne ! 

What  must  my  weaknesse  pay  ?  [mad, 

Gio.  Tis,  'tis  she;  she  must  not  know  Tme 

Evad.  Assist  me  some  good  power,  (it  is  my 

friend,) 

Make  me  but  wise  enough  to  resolve  my  selfe. 

Gio.  It  may  be  *tis  not  she;  IMc  aske  her  name. 
What  are  you  culd,  sweet  goddesse  ? 

Evad.  They  that  know  me  mortall,  terme  me 
Evndne. 
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Gio,  Tis  she:  I,  I,  Vi»she. 
Evad,  Pray  you,  sir^  unto  the  bond  of  what  I 
owe  you, 
Which  is  a  poore  distressed  virgins  life,  adde 
This  one  debt :  what  are  you  ? 

Gio.  Not  worth  your  knowledge;  I  am  a 
poore, 
A  very,  very  poore  despised  thing :  hot  say, 
I  pray,  are  yon  sure  yoor  name  ^  Evadne  } 

Evad.  Tis  qnestioolesse  my  tayler.   I  am  she, 
(Receive  roe  to  your  armes,)  not  alter'd 
In  mv  heart,  though  in  my  doatbs. 

Gw,  I  doe  beheve  you,  indeed  I  doe;   but 
stay,  I  don*t. 
Are  yon  a  maid,  a  vii^tn,  pray  tell  me  ? 
For  my  Evadne  could  not  tell  a  lye ;  speak, 
I  shall  love  yon,  though  that  Jewell 's  ^ne. 
Evad,  I  am  as  spoUesse,  thanke  your  happy 
selfe 
That  sav'd  rae  from  those  robbers,  as 
The  child  which  yet  is  but  a  jelly,  'tis  so  yong. 
Gio,  No  more,  no  more,  trust  me  I  doe  be- 
lieve you. 
So  many  slaves,  whose  flaming  appetites, 
WouM  in  one  night  ravish  a  throng  of  virgins, 
And  never  feele  degression  in  their  heate. 
rie  after  and  murther  all. 
Evad,  How  doe  you  ? 
Gio,  Well,  very  well :  belike  you  thinke  I'me 

mad. 
Evad,  You  looke  distractedly. 
Gio,  Tis  but  your  thonglits,  indeed  I*me  won- 
drous well. 
How  faire  she  lookes,  after  so  foule  a  deede ! 
It  cannot  be  she  should  be  false  to  me : 
No,  thou*rt  mad  to  thinke  so.    Foole,  O  foole ! 
Thinkst  thou  those  slaves,  having  so  faire  a 

marke, 
Wou'd  not  be  shooting  f  Yes,  they  wou*d,  they 

have. 
Evadne  is  flye-blowne,  I  cannot  love  her. 
•   Evad,  What  say  you,  sweet? 

Gio,  The  innocence  that  sits  upon  that  face 
Sayes  she  is  chast,  the  guilty  cannot  speake 
So  evenly  as  she  does :  guilty,  said  I  ? 
Alas !  it  were  not  her  fault,  were  she  ravish't. 
O  madnesse,  madnesse,  whither  wilt  thou  beare 
me? 
Evad,  His  sences  are  unsetled;  Fie  goe  seek  e 
Some  holy  man  to  rectifie  his  wits. 
Sweet,  will  yon  goe  unto  some  hennits  cell  ? 
You  looke  as  you  lackt  rest. 

Gio.  She  speaks  like  to  an  angel,  she  's  the 
same 
As  when  I  saw  her  first,  as  pure,  as  chast. 
Did  she  retaine  the  substance  of  a  sinner. 
For  she  is  none,  her  breath  wo'd  then  be  sower, 
And  betray  the  raukenesse  of  the  act :  but 
Her  chast  siehes  beget  as  sweet  a  dew 
AsthatofMav. 

Why  weepes  £vadne,  truely  I  'me  not  mad. 
See,  I  am  tame,  pray  leade  me  where  you  please. 

[Exeunt. 


A  Banquefii  set  forth :  Enter  Petru  cnro,  Atv 
RELIA,  with  two  Servants  bringing  Airronio 
asleepe  in  a  Chaire,  and  set  him  to  the  TabtL 

Pet,  The  drinke  has  done  its  |Mrt  efiectoafly; 
Twas  a  strong  powder  that  could  bold  his  aencct 
So  fast,  that  this  removing,  so  fuli  of  aoiae. 
Had  not  the  power  to  wake  him. 

AmreL  Good  ftither,  let  Aorelia,  jow  daagbter, 
Doe  this  same  act  of  justice  ;  let  me  tread  the 

pin: 
The  ^t  of  his  being  so  foule,  so  hateftdl. 
Has  lent  me,  though  a  maid,  sncb  fortitude. 

Pet,  Thou  hast  thy  with,  do  \  boUly;  'diS 
deed 
That,  111  the  ignorance  of  elder  ages, 
Wou'd  be  tbcnight  full  of  merit : 
Be  not  daunted. 

Aurel,  I  have  a  thought  tels  me  it  is  religioiu, 
To  sacrifice  a  murtherer  to  death ; 
Especially  one  that  did  act  a  deed 
So  generally  accounted  odious. 

Pet,  Bv  holy  (Jaques)  I'me  a  goveraosr. 
And  should  my  life  (though  by  \be  hand  of  Urn 
My  duty  does  call  king)  he  stroke  i'  th'  aire; 
Mv  injur*d  corps  should  not  forsake  the  eaith 
TJI  I  did  see  ^t  revenged :  be  resolute,  thy  foot 
Is  guided  by  a  power,  that,  though  uBseene, 
Is  still  a  furtherer  of  good  attempts. 

Aurel,  Pray,  sir,  lend  me  the  key  of  the  backe 
ward. 
For  th^^gh  my  conscience  tells  me  'tis  an  act 
I  may  hereafter  boast  off;  yet  lie  passe  mto  oar 
Ladies  chappell  when  *tis  done,  to  be  coolest 
Ere  I  am  seene  of  any. 

Pet,  I  am  proud  to  see  thee  so  well  given. 
Take  'em,  sirle,  and  with  Vm  take  my  prayers. 

Aurel,  He  wakes;  pray  leave  nie,  sir. 

[KjrtiPBTBVCVIS. 

So  rie  make  fast  the  doore: 
Goodnesse  beare  witnesse  Yis  a  potent  power 
Out*weighs  my  doty. 
Ant,  Amazement !  on  what  tenlors  doe  yoa 
stretch? 
0  how  this  alteration  wracks  my  reason  !  F  me 
To  find  the  axel  tree  on  which  it  hangs? 
Am  I  asleepe  ? 
Aurel.  Shake  thy  wonder  off,  and  ]e«ve  that 
seate,  . 

Twas  set  to  sinke  thy  body  for  ever 
From  the  eyes  of  humane  sight ; 
To  tell  thee  how,  wou'd  be  n  iatall  meanet 

To  both  our  mines briefly,  my  love 

Has  broke  the  bands  of  nature  with  my  fiitber, 
To  give  you  being. 

Ant.  Ilappy,  happy  vision  !  the  blest  prepa- 
rative 
To  this  same  houre ;   my  joy  vro*d  barst  ne 
else. 
Aurel.  Receive  mc  to  thy  armes. 
Ant,  I  wou'd  not  wish  to  live  b 
life  were 
A  trouble ;  welcome  to  my  soole. 


bat  for  thee, 
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Anrd.  Stand ;  I  have  a  eeremoiij  to  offer  to 
our 
Safety  ere  we  goe. 

[She  iaka  a  Dogge  and  tyu  it  to  the  Chaire : 
ihee  timnpe^ :  the  Chaire  and  Dogge  de- 
$cend  ;  a  PittoU  shot  within :  a  noise  of  a 
MilL 
Had  iiot  my  love,  Hke  a  kiod  braach 
Of  some  o're  looking  tree,  catcht  tbee, 
Thou  'dst  fallen,  never  to  looke  upon  the  world 
againe. 
Ant.  What  shall  I  offer  to  ny  lififs  preaenrer  ? 
AureL  Ooely  thy  heart,  crown'd  with  a  wreath 
of  love, 
>Vhich  I  will  ever  keepe ;  and,  in  exchange, 
Deliver  mine. 
Ant,  Thus  I  deliver,  in  this  kisse  receive  "t. 
Aurel,  In  the  same  forme  Aorelia  yeelds  up 

ben. 
Ant,  What  noiae  is  that?  [A  noise. 

AureL  I  feare  mv  fetber. 
Ant,  What's  to  be  done? 
Amrel,  Through  the  backe  ward,  of  whidi  I 
have 
The  key ;  weele  suddainly  make  scape. 
Then  in  two  gownes,  of  which  I  am  provided, 
Weele  cloath  our  selves  till  we  be  past  all  feare. 
Ant,  Be  't  as  you  please,  'tis  my  goodgenions 
will 
Thee  I  obey :  command,  IHe  follow  still.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Petbuchio  with  Servants, 

Pet,  She  *8  gone  onto  her  prayers ;  may  every 
bead 
Draw  downe  a  blessing  on  her,  that  like  seed 
May  grow  into  a  harvest :  'tis  a  girie 
Mv  age  is  proud  of;  she 's  indeed  the  modell 
Of  her  dead  mothers  vertoes,  as  of  shape. 
Beare  hence  this  banquet.  [Esit  with  the  banquet. 

GiovANNO  iff  discovered  sleeping  in  the  lap  of 

EVADNE. 

Evad.  Thou  silent  god,  that  with  the  leaden 

mace 
Arresteth  all  (save  those  prodigious  birdes) 
That  are  fates  heraulds,  to  proclaime  all  ill ; 
Deafe  Giovanno,  let  no  fancied  noyse 
Of  ominous  screech-owles,  or  night  ravens  voyce. 
Affright  his  quiet  sences :  let  his  sleepe 
Be  free  from  horrour,  or  unruly  dreames; 
That  may  beget  a  tempest  in  the  streames 
Of  hb  calme  reason  :  let  'em  run  as  smooth, 
And  with  as  great  a  silence,  as  those  doe 
That  never  tooke  an  mjury ;  where  no  wind 
Had  yet  acquaintance:    but,    like   a  smooth 

cristall, 
Dtasolv'd  into  a  water  that  never  frown*d. 
Or  knew  a  voyce  but  mosicke. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Aurslia  in  Hermits 

Gozcnes, 

Holy  hermits,  for  such  your  habits  speake  you, 
Joyne  your  prayers  with  a  distressed  virgins ; 


That  the  wits  of  this  distracted  yoog  man 
May  be  setled. 

Ant,  Sure  'tis  my  sister,  and  that  sleeping 
roan 
Giovantio.    She  loves  him  still.        [Hee  wakes* 

Gio.  O  what  a  blessednesse  am  I  bereft  of! 
What  pleasure  has  the  least  part  of  a  minute 
Stollen  from  my  eyes  ?  me  thought  I  did  imbrace 
A  brother  and  a  friend ;  and  botli  Antonio. 

Evad.  Blest  be  those  gentle  powers  tliat 

Gio.    What,   Evadne have  deceived  n^ 

eyes. 
Take  heede,  Evadiie,  worship  not  a  dreame, 
Tis  of  a  smoaky  substance,  and  will  shrinke 
Into  the  compasse  of  report;  that 't  was: 
And  not  reward  the  labour  of  a  word 
Were  it  substantiall :  could  I  now  but  see 
That  man  of  men  ;  I  'de  by  my  practice 
Of  religious  prayers,  add  to  the  kalender 
One  holy-day,  and  keepe  it  once  a  yeare. 

Ant,  Behold  Antonio. 

Evad.  Brother.  [Tb  Antonio. 

Aurel.  Brother.  [To  Giovanno. 

Ant.  What  earth-quake  shakes  my  heart! 
With  what  a  speed  she  flew  into  his  annes ! 

Evad.  Some  power,    that  hearkens  to  the 
prayer  of  virgins. 
Has  bin  distill'd  to  pitty  at  my  fortunes. 
And  made  Evadne  hnppy. 

Aurel.    Now  my  longing,  that  was  growne 

Is  with  your  sight  delivered  of  a  joy, 

That  will  become  a  giaot;  and  overcome  me. 

Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  brother. 

Ant.  Ha,  her  brother !  Fortune  has  bound  me 
So  much  in  their  debts,  I  roust  dispaire  to  pay 

'cm: 
Twice  has  my  life  bin  by  these  twins  of  good- 

nesse 
Pluckt  from  the  hand  of  death;    that  fntall 

emnity 
Betweene  our  houses  here  shall  end. 
Though  my  father  at  his  death  commanded  me 
To  eternity  of  hatred : 
What  tye  binds  stronger  then  reprieve  from 

death  ? 
Come  hither,  friend ;  now  brother,  take  her, 
Thou  hRSt  bin  a  noble  tayler. 

Gio.  Be  moderate,  my  joyes,  doe  not  o're 

whelme  me : 
Here  take  Aurelia,  may  you  live  happy : 
O  Antonio !  this,  this  was  the  cause  of  my  dis- 
guise; 
Sebastine  could  not  win  Evadne's  love, 
But  Giovanno  did;  come  now  to  our  fistbem 

castle. 
Ant,  Pardon  me;  there  is  a  barre  that  does 
Conceme  my  life  forbids  yon  as  a  friend. 
To  thinke  on  going  to  any  place 
But  to  the  taylers  lioose,  which  is  not  farrrv. 
Come,  as  we  goe  I  will  relate  the  cause. 
Aurel.  Doe,  good  brother. 
Evad,  Goe,  good  Sebastiano. 
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Gio,  Sebasthie  is  joor  page*  aod  bound  to 
follow: 
Leade  oo. 

Ant,  O  noble  temper,  I  admire  tbee !  maj 
Tbe  world  bring  forth  such  taylers  everj  daj. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  three  Taylert  on  a  Shop-hoard. 

tst  Toy,  Come,  come  let 's  worke ; 
For  if  my  goeases  point  tbe  right,  we  sba'nt 
Worke  long. 

3i/  lay.  I  care  not  bow  soone,  for  I  hare  a 
notable 
Stomacke  to  bread. 

^  Tay,  Do«t  beare,  I  sospect  that  conrtier 
my  master 
Brooebt  in  last  night,  to  be  tbe  king ; 
Whidi  if  it  be,  bailies,  all  the  bread  in  the 
Towne  sha'nt  satisfie  ns,  for  we  will  eate 
Cum  prtvUegio, 

lii  Tay,  Come,  let 's  have  a  derice,  a  thing,  a 
song,  boy. 

3d  Tay.  Come,  an  aL 


THE  SONG. 

1st  Tay.  'Ti$  a  merry  life  tee  live, 
All  our  worke  i»  brought  unto  us  ; 
Still  are  getting,  never  give. 
For  their  cloaths  all  men  do  woe  us  : 
Yet  unkind  they  blast  our  names, 
With  aspertions  of  dishonour : 
For  which  we  make  bold  with  their  dames, 
}Vhen  tee  take  our  measure  on  her. 

All  Tay.  For  which  wee,  SfC. 

Enter  Antonio,  Gjovanno,  and  the  Old 

Tayler. 

O.  Tay.  Yoo  see  the  life  we  live ;  cease. 

Ant.  O  'tis  a  merry  one. 

Gio,  It  is  no  newes  to  roe,  I  have  bin  us'd  to*t. 

O.  Tay.  Now  for  discovery ;  the  king  as  yet 
Is  ignorant  of  yoor  names,  and  shall  be 
Till  voar  merits  beg  your  pardon. 
My  ford,  you  are  for  Machvile ;  take  this  gowne. 

Ant.  Pray  for  successe.         [fijn7  Antonio. 

O.  Tay.  Yoo,  in  this  French  disgnise,  for  proud 
Philippa; 
This  is  her  garment.    I  heare  the  king,  be  gone : 
The  French  mans  folly  sit  upon  yonr  tonienie. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  King,  Evadne,  and  Aurelia. 

Eing,  Beleeve  me,  tayler,  you  have  out-stript 

the  court. 
For  such  perfections  live  not  every  where ; 
Nature  was  ve&t  as  she's  a  very  shrew. 
She  made  all  others  in  an  angry  mood ; 
These  onely  she  can  boast  for  master-peeces : 
Tbe  rest  want  something  or  in  mind  or  forme, 
These  are  precisely  made:  a  critticke  jury. 
Of  cavelUng  arts  camiot  coudemue  a  scruple. 
Aurel.  But  that  yonr  entrance  in  this  formal! 

speech 


Betny'd  yon  are  a  cowticry  I  had  biD  aagry 
At  your  ranke  flattery. 

Atii^.  Can  you  say  so  } 

Evad.  Sir,  she  has  spoke  my  meraiag. 

Kimg.  Friend,  what  are  thoae  bcaaties  cald  ^ 

O.  Tay.  Yonr  graces  pardon. 

King.  Are  tbey  oracle,  or  is  the  knowledge 
fotaU? 
Bot  that  I  know  thy  faith,  this  deniall 
Woo*d  conjure  a  snspition  in  my  breast ; 
Vse  thy  prerogative;  'tis  thy  owoe  boose. 
In  which  yon  are  a  king ;  and  I  yoor  gnest. 
Come  ladies.  [  T 


Enter  Antonio  disguised  like  a  Phyntian. 

Ant.  This  habite  will  doe  well,  and  iesse  sus- 
pected; 
Rapt  i'  this  cover  lives  a  kinfrdomet  plague; 
They  kill  with  licence ;  Macbviles  prood  daae 
Tis  fom'd  is  sicke :  upon  my  aoole,  how  ere 
Her  health  may  be  tbe  agnesh  comoioos  cry; 
She 's  a  disease  they  groane  for  :  this  disgmse 
Shall  sift  her  ebon  soole,  and  if  she  be 
Infectious,  like  a  meagrome,  or  rot  limbe. 
The  sword  of  justice  must  devide  tbe  joynt 
That  holds  her  to  the  states  indanger'd  body. 
She  comes. 

Enter  Machvile,  with  Auristella  leaning 
on  his  arme,  with  two  Servants. 

Mach.  Looke  up,  my  AuristeUa ; 
Better  the  sun  forsake  his  conrse  to  biease. 
With  his  continuing  beames  the  Antipodes ; 
And  we  gruvell  for  ever  in  etemall  night. 
Then  death  ecclipse  thy  rich  and  stronger  li((lir. 
Seeke  some  physitian:   bomMir  to  my  soole! 

she  foiuts ; 
I'de  rather  lose  the  issue  of  my  hopci>  than 
Auristella. 

Ant.  Issue  of  his  hopes ;  strange.  [Aside. 

Mach,  The  crownes  injoyment  can  yeeld  no 
content. 
Without  the  presence  of  my  Aonstellm. 

Ant.  Crownes  injoyment !  O  villaine ! 

Mach.  Wbv  stirre  you  not  ?   fetch  me  sooie 
skilniU  man. 
My  kingdome  shall  reward  him ;  if  his  art 
Chaine  ber  departing  soule  unto  her  flesh. 
But  for  a  day,  till  she  be  crown*d  a  (fiiecoe: 
Fly,  bring  him  unto  this  walke. 

Ant.  Stay, 
Most  honoured  count,  (now  for  a  forged  liake 
Of  flatter]^  to  chaine  me  to  his  love ;)      [Jsidc 
Having  with  studious  care  gone  o*re  the  art 
Folly  tearmes  magick,  which  more  sublime  sooles 
Skii^d  i'  the  Starrs,  know  is  above  that  mischiefe; 
I  finde  you  *re  borne  to  be  *bove  vulser  greatnesse, 
Even  to  a  throne :  but  stay,  let 's  fotcb  this  lady. 

Mach,  All  greatnesse  witboot  her  is  sbv^. 

Ant.  Vse  modest  violence. 

Auru.  Oh  I 

Ant,  Stand  wider,  give  her  aire. 
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Much,  God-like  phyftidan,  I:and  all  that  's 
mine, 
Will  at  thj  feet  offer  a  sacrifice. 

Ant,  Fore  fend  it  goodnedse ;  I,  nay  all, 
E're  many  houres  make  the  now  yonf;;  day 
A  type  of  sparkeliiig  youth,  shall  on  their  knees 
Pray  for  your  highnesse. 

Mach,  Looke  up,  my  Auristella,  and  be  great; 
Rise  with  the  sun,  but  never  to  decline. 

Auris,  What  have  you  done? 

Mack,  Wak*d  thee  to  be  a  queene. 

Aurit,  1 A  queene !   O  don't  dissemble ;   you 
have  rob'd  me 
Of  ereater  pleasure,  than  the  fancied  blisse 
Elizmm  ownes :  O  for  a  pleasure  real  J,  that 
WoM  appeare  in  all  unto  my  dreame :   that  I 

may 
Frowne,  and  then  kill ;  smile,  and  create  againe. 
Were  there  a  hell,  as  doting  age  wo'd  have. 
To  fright  from  lawlesse  courses  heedlesse  youth : 
For  such  a  short  liv'd  happinesse  as  that, 
I  wo*d  be  lost  unto  eternity. 

Mach,  The  day  growes  old  in  houres : 
Come,  Auristella,  to  thecapitall; 
The  gmy-beard  senate  shall  on  humble  knees 
Pay  a  religious  sacrifice  of  praise 
Unto  thy  demy  deity :  the  Starrs 
Have  in  a  generall  senate  made  thee  queene 
Of  this  our  world.    Great  master  of  thy  art^ 
Confirme  my  love. 

Ant.  Madam 

Mach,  Nay  heare  him,  love,  beleeve  me  he 's 
a  roan 
That  may  be  secrietary  to  the  gods ; 
He:is  alone  in  art,  'twere  sin  to  name 
A  second  ;  all  are  dunces  to  him. 

Ant.  How  easie  is  the  faith  of  the  ambitious ! 

Mach.  Follow  me  to  the  counsell.        [Exit, 

Auris,  Are  you  the  man  my  husband  speakes 
so  high  of? 
Are  you  skill'd  i'  the  starres  ? 

Ant,  Yes,  madam. 

Auris.   Your  habit  sayes,  or  you  abuse  the 
custome. 
You  're  a  physitian  f 

Ant.  Madam,  Fme  both. 

Auris.  And  dee'  find  no  let  that  stops  my 
rysing  ? 

Ant,  Not  any. 
'    Auris,  Away,  your  skill  is  dull,  dull  to  diri- 

siou. 
Tliere  is  a  star  fixt  i'  the  heaven  of  grcatnesse, 
That  sparkles  with  a  rich  and  fresher  light, 
Than  our  sicke  and  defective  taper. 

Ant,  It  may  be  so,  the  horiscope  is  troubled. 

Auris,  Confusion  take  your  horiscope  and  you ! 
Cnn  you  with  all  your  art  advise  my  feares. 
How  to  confound  this  constellation  ? 

Ant.  Death,  bow  she  conjures ! 
Madam,  I  must  search  into  the  planets. 

Auris.  Planet  me  no  planets ;  be  a  physitian. 
And  from  your  study  of  industrious  poisons, 
Fetch  me  your  best  experienc'd  speedy  one, 


And  bring  it  to  me  straight :  what  *tis  to  doe. 
Like  unresolved  riddles  hid  from  you.       [Exit, 
Ant.  Planet,  said  I  ?  upon  my  life  no  planet 
Is  so  swift  as  her  nere  resting  evill. 
That's  her  tongue :  well,  i'le  not  question 
What  the  poisons  for;  if  for  her  selfe. 
The  common  hangman  's  eas'd  the  labour  of  a 

blow ; 
For  if  she  live,  her  head  must  certaine  off; 
The  poison  I'le  goe  get,  and  give  it  her, 
Then  to  the  king : 
If  Sebastiano's  frenchified  disguise 
Purchase  the  like  discovery,  our  eyes 
Will  be  too  scanty ;  we  liad  need  to  be 
All  eye,  to  watch  such  haughty  villany.    [Exii, 

Enter  Giovanko  ancf  Philippa. 

Gio,  Begare,  madam,  me  make  de  gowne  so 
brave;  O,  de  bole  vorke  be  me  patron;  me  ha 
vorke  for  le  grand  duches  le  Sbevere,  ie  royne 
de  Francia,  Spanea  de  Angleter,  an  all  d*  fine 
madamosels. 

Phi.  Nay,  monsier,  to  deprive  desert  of  praise, 
is  unknown  language ;  troth  I  use  it  not ;  nay, 
it  is  verry  well. 

Gio,  Be  me  trot  a  madam  me  ner  doe  ill,  de 
English  man  do  ill^  de  Spanere  doe,  de  Duch, 
de  all  doe  ill,  but  yoqr  Franch  man,  and  begare 
he  doe  incomparable  brave. 

Phi,  Y'  are  too  proud  on  't. 

Gio,  Begare  me  noe  proud  ide  vorle,  mespeake 
be  me  trot  de  trut,  ang  me  noe  lye:  metre, 
madam,  begare  you  have  de  find  bode  a  de  vorle, 
O  de  fine  breve  big  ting  me  have  ever  measure, 
me  waire  fit  it  so  pat. 

Enter  Raymond. 

Phi,  Welcome,  my  lord ! 
Shall  I  still  long,  yet  lose  my  longing  still  ? 
Is  there  no  art  to  mount  the  lofty  seat? 
No  engin  that  may  make  us  ever  great? 
Must  we  be  still  stil'd  subjects,  and  fur  feare 
Our  closest  whispers  reach  the  awing  eare. 
Not  trust  tlie  wind  ? 

Ray.  Be  cahne,  my  love ; 
Ha !  who  have  we  here,  an  eues  dropper? 

Gio,  Me,  aignior,  be  pover  a  jentle  boma  m 
French 
A  votre  commandement. 

Phi,  My  Uyler. 

Gio.  We,  monsier  de  madam  tayler. 

Ray.    Some  happy  genius  does  attend  my 
wishes. 
Or  spirit  like  a  page  conducts  unto  me 
The  ministers,  wliMOse  sweet  must  seat  me  easie. 
Come  hither  French  man,  canst  tliou  rule  thy 

tongue? 
Art  not  too  much  a  woman  ? 

Gio,  No  begar  me  show  someting  for  de  man. 

Ray,  Or  canst  thou  be  like  a  perverse  on, 
professe  dogednes? 
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Be  M  a  flead  roan  ckiittbe»  briefly  be  thiA : 
A  friend  to  France,  and  with  a  silent  speed. 
Post  to  our  now  approaching  anned  friends : 
Tell  them  that  Raymoad,  eVe  the  hasty  sand 
Of  a  short  houre  be  spent,  shall  be  impalM, 
And  on  his  brow,  a  deputy  for  France, 
Support  a  golden  wreath  of  kingly  cares : 
Bid  'em  make  bast  to  plucke  my  partner  downe 
Into  bis  grave ;  be  gone,  as  tliou  nursest 
In  tliy  breast  thoughts  that  doe  thirst 
For  nohlenesse:  be  secret  and  tlM)U*rt  made; 
If  not,  thouVt  nothing.    Marke,  'tis  Raymond 

sayes  it : 
And,  as  I  live,  I  breath  not,  if  my  deedes 
Appeare  not  in  a  horrour  'bove  my  words. 

Gio.  Begar  me  no  ned  de  threaten,  me  be  as 
close  to  year  secret,  or  my  ladyes  secrets,  as  de 
skin  to  de  flesh;  de  flesh  to  de  bone:  if  me  tell, 
eall  me  de — rat  de  ye  call  de  moder  o  de  dog, 
de  bicb ;  call  me  dc  son  o  de  bidu 


Enter  Fvi^cvmrio. 

Ful.  Count  Machvile  waitet  your  bonov 

i'  th'  balL 
Ray,  Do  \  and  be  mor«  then  common  ii 

our  favour ; 
Here  take  this  ring  for  tby  more  credit : 
Farewell,  be  quicke  and  secret.  [Exemnt, 

Gio.  Folly  goe  from  my.  tongue,  the  French 

so  nigh,  [provided ; 

And  dmu,   h^fe-ruin'd  Spaine,  so  wretchedly 
Strange,  yet  not,  all  countries  have  bread  boo« 

sters :  Ptis  bocfa : 

'Tis  a  proverbe  as  plaine  as  troe,  anid  aged  as 
One  tainted  skeepe  mare$  a  whole fiocluu 
Machvile,  that  tainted  beaat.  whoae  spraidiBg 

ills 
Infectetb  all ;  and  by  infecting  ktll& 
I'le  to  the  French,  what  he  inteodt  to  be 
Our  mine,  shall  copfound  tbetr  TiUaoy.     [Eiit. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  the  Kingy  Antonio,  Old  Taylor^  Evadne, 
AuRELiA,  the  King  and  Antonio  whisper. 

King.  For  this  discovery  be  still  Antonio ; 
The  frowning  law  may  with  a  furrowed  tace 
Hereafter  looke  upon,  but  nere  shall  touch 
Thv  condemned  body.    Here  firom  a  kings  hand 
Take  thy  Aurelia;  our  command  shall  smooth 
The  rising  biilowes  of  her  fathers  rage. 
And  charme  it  to  a  calme :  let  one  be  sent 
To  certifie  our  pleasure,  we  wo*d  see  him. 

O.  Tay.  Your  graces  wil  shall  be  in  all  obey'd. 

King.  Thy  loyall  love  makes  thy  king  poore. 

O.  Tay.  Let  not  your  judgement,  royall  sir, 
be  question 'd. 
To  terme  that  love  was  but  a  subjects  duty. 

[Exit. 

King.  You  sent  the  poyson,  did  you  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  and  it  like  your  grace;  the  apo- 
thecary 
Cald  it  a  strong  provocative  to  madnesse. 

King.  Did  not  he  question  what  you  us'd  it 
for? 

Ant.  O !  my  disguise  sared  him  that  labour, 
sir; 
My  habit,  that  was  more  physitian  than  my  selfe. 
Told  him  *twas  to  dispatch  some  property 
That  had  beene  torter*d  with    five    thousand 

drugges 
To  try  experiment :  another  man 
6hn*nt  boy  the  quantity  of  so  much  rat»-bane 
Shall  kill  a  flea,  but  shall  ,be  had  forsooth 
Before  a  justice,  be  question'd;  nay,  perhaps 
Confin*d  to  peepe  throw  an  iron  grate : 
When  your  physitian  may  poyson,  who 
Not,  cum  privtlegiQ :  it  is  bis  trade. 


Enter  Grovairiro. 

Efoad*  O  my  Sebastine ! 

Gio.  Peace,  my  Evadne,  the  king  mnit  aol 

yet  know  me. 
Evad.  My  brother  hn  already  made  yoa 

knowne. 
Gio.  Wil 't  please  yoor  bigbnetae  ? 
King.  What,  Sebastiaao,  to  be  atiU  m,  kiag 
Of  univcrsall  Spaiae,  without  a  rival!  ? 
Yes,  it  does  please  me,  and  you  asiniaters 
Of  my  still  growing  ^rcatoesse,  shall  e*re  kng 
Find  I  am  pleas'd  with  you,  that  boldly  durst 
Plucke  from  the  fixed  arme  of  sleeping  justice 
Her  long  sheath*d  sword,  and  whet  tbe  raftj 

blade 
Upon  the  boses  of  Machvile,  and  bia 
Confederate  rebells. 

Gio.  That,  my  lord,  is  yet  to  doe;  let  hill 
mount  higher. 
That  his  fall  may  be  too  deep  for  a  reanrrectioD; 
They  *re  gone  to  the  great  haU,  whither  wilt 

please  your 
Grace  disguised  to  goe ;  yonr  pefioo^  by  on 

care,  shall   be 
Secure.    Their  French  troopta  I  have  seat  is 

uselesse  into 
France,  by  vertue  of  Baymonda  rkg,  vihidi  be 

gave 
Me  to  bid  tbe  general!  by  that  token 
To  march  to  tins  city.  [ne? 

King.  What  say  the  colooells^  will  they  asfiic 
Ant.  Doubt  not,  ny  lord. 
King.  Come  tlien,  lets  goe  goarded,  with  ladi 
as  yoQ 
Twere  sinne  to  fbare^  were  all  U>e  worid  antroe. 

[JEUcaa/. 
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Enter  Toilers. 

0.  Tay,  Now  for  the  credit  of  taylers. 

3d  Tay.  Najr,  master,  aod  we  doe  not  act  as 
they  say» 
With  any  players  in  the  globe  of  the  world, 
Let  us  be  baited  like  a  bull  for  a  company  of 
Strutting  coxecombes:  nay,  we  can  act  I  can 
tell  you. 

O.  Tay,  Well,  I  must  to  the  king;  see  you 
be  perfect, 
rie  move  it  to  bis  highnesse.  [Exit. 

1st  Tau»  Now,  my  masters,  are  we  to  doe ; 
d  'e  roarke  me,  doe — 

3d  Tay.  Doe  ;  what  doe?  Act,  act,  you 
foole  you :  do,  said  yon,  what  doe  ?  you  a 
player,  you  a  plasterer,  a  roeere  durt  dawber ; 
ana  not  wortliy  to  bee  mentioned  with  Virmine, 
that  exact  actor :  doe,  I  am  aslwm'd  on't,  fie. 

2d  Tay,  Well  said,  Virmine,  thou  licklest  lum 
y'  faith. 

4th  Tay,  Doe,  pha.  i 

1st  Tay.  Well  play ;  we  are  to  play  a  play. 

Sd  Tay.  Play  a  play  a  play,  ha,  ha,  ha !  O 
egredious  nonsensensicall  wigeon,  tliou  shame  to 
our  crosse-legg'd  corporation;  thou  fellow  of  a 
sound,  play  a  play ;  why  forty  pound  golding  of 
the  begeers  theater  speakes  better,  yet  has  a 
marke  ror  the  sage  audience  to  exercise  their 
dexterity,  in  throwing  of  rotten  apples  whilst  my 
stout  actor  pockets,  aod  then  eates  up  the  in- 
jury :  play  a  play ;  it  makes  my  worship  laugh 
y  faith. 

2d  Tay.  To  him  Virmine,  thou  bitst  him  y  faith. 

1st  Tay.  Well,  act  a  play  before  the  king. 

2d  Tay,  What  pla^  shall  we  act? 

Sd  Tay.  To  fret  the  French  the  more,  we  will 
act  Strange  but  True,  or  the  Stradling  Moun- 
isieur,  with  the  Neopolitaii  gentleman  between 
his  legges. 

2d  fay.  That  wo*  not  aa  well. 

Sd  Tay.  O  giant  of  incomperable  ignorance  ! 
that  wo*  not  act  well,  ha,  ha  f  that  wo*  not  doe 
well,  you  asse  you. 

2d  Tay.  You  bit  him  for  saying  doe :  Virmine, 
leave  biting ;  you*d  best. 

1st  Tay.  What  say  you  to  our  Spanish  Bilbo? 

Sd  Tay.  Who,  Jeronimo? 

1st  Tay.  I. 

Sd  Tay.  That  he  was  a  mad  rascall  to  stab 
himselfe. 

1st  Tay.  But  shall  wee  act  him? 

2d  Tay.  I,  let  us  doe  him. 

Sd  Tay,  Doe  againe,  ha. 

2d  Tay.  No,  no,  let  us  act  him. 

Sd  Tay.  I  am  content. 

1st  Tay.  Who  shall  act  the  ghost  ? 

Sd  Tay.  Why  marry  that  will  I,  I  Virmine. 

1st  I'ay,  Thou  dost  not  looke  like  a  ghost. 

S^  2'ay.  A  little  players  deceite:  flower  will 
doe  't.    Marke  me, 
I  can  rehearse,  make  me  rehearse  some : 
^*  When  this  eternall  substance  of  the  soule 

VnT        TTF. 


Did  live  impn8on*d  in  my  wanton  fleshy 
I  was  a  tayler  in  the  court  of  Spaine.*' 
2d  Tay.   Courtier  Virmine  in  the  court  of 

Spaine. 
Sd  Tay.  I,  there  's  a  great  many  courtiers 
Virmine  indeed : 
Tliose  are  they  bej^  poore  mens  livings ; 
But  I  say,  toiler  Virmine  is  a  court  taller. 
2d  Tay,  Who  shall  act  Jeronimo? 
Sd  Tay.  That  will  I : 
Marke  it*  I  doe  not  gape  wider  than  the  widest 
Mouth*d  fowler  of  them  all,  hang  me: 
"  Who  calls  Jeronimo  from  his  naked  bed  ? 

haugh  !*; 
Now  for  the  passionate  part — 
''  Alas !  it  is  my  sonne  Horatio.*' 

1st  T'ay.  Very  fine :  but  who  shall  act  Horatio? 

2d  Tay,  \,  who  shall  doe  your  sonne  ? 

Sd  Tay.  What  doe,  doe  againe :  well,  I  will 

act  Horatio. 
2d  Tay.  Why,  you  arc  his  father. 
Sd  Tay.  Pray  who  is  fitter  to  act  the  sonne, 
than  the  fiither 
That  begot  biro. 

1st  Tay,  Who  shall  act  prince  Belthazer  and 

the  king  ? 
Sd  Tay.  I  will  doe  prince  Belthazer  too :  and 
for  the  king 
Who  but  I  ?  which  of  you  all  has  such  a  fiice  for 

a  king, 
Or  such  a  leg  to  trip  up  the  heeles  of  a  traytor  ? 
2d  Tay.  You  will  doe  all  I  ifainke. 
Sd  Tay,  Yes  marry  will  I;  who  but  Virmine? 
yet  I  will 
Leave  all  to  play  the  king  ^ 
Passe  by  Jeronimo. 

2d  Tay.  Then  you  are  for  the  king? 

Sd  Tay.  I,  bully,  I. 

1st  Tay.  Lets  goe  seeke  our  fellowes,  and  to 

this  geere. 
Sd  Tay.  Come  on  then.  [Exeunt. 

A  Table  and  Stoolcs  set.     Enter  Brave, 

Bra.  Men  of  our  needfull  profession,  that 
deale  in  such  commodities  as  mens  lives,  hud 
need  to  looke  about  'em  're  they  trafficke :  I  am 
to  kill  Raymond,  the  devills  cozen  gemian,  for 
he  weares  the  same  complexion :  but  there  is  a 
right  devill  that  hath  hired  me,  that's  count 
Macbvile.  Good  table  conceale  me ;  here  will 
I  wait  my  watch-word :  but  stay,  have  I  not 
forgot  It— {Then) — I,  tlien  is  my  arme  to  enter. 
I  heare  them  comming.    [Goes  under  the  tabic. 

Enter  the  King,  Antonio, 0/rf  Tayler,  Evadne, 
AuRELiA,  above.  Machvile,  Raymond, 
Philippa,  Auristella,  Giovanno,  the  Co- 
lonells,  with  a  Guard  below, 

Mach.  Pray  take  your  seats. 

Ray.  Not  well?  prethee  retire. 

Phi.  Sicke,  sicke  at  heart. 

Auris.  Well  wrought  poison^  O  how  joy  swells 


me! 
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Ant,  You  see,  my  lord,  tbe  poison  is  boxt  ap,  I 

[Above. 

Phi.  Health  wake  upon  this  royall  company. 

King.  Knowes  she  v»e  are  here? 

Ani.  O  no,  my  lord,  'tis  to  tlie  twins  of  treason : 
Machvile  and  Knymond. 

FuL  Hoyall !  there  's  something  in  't. 

Alen  It  smells  ranke  o*  th'  traytor. 

Pun.  Are  you  i*  th'  wind  on  *t? 

Aurit.  Will  you  leave  us? 

Phi.  I  cannot  stay ;  O  I  am  sicke  to  death  ! 

[Exit. 

Avris.  Or  I'le  nere  trust  poison  more. 

Mach.  Pray  seate  your  selves, 
Gentlemen ;  though  your  deserts  have  merit, 

SThey  tit  about  the  table. 
^_   ,      eservM  nobly; 

But  ingratitude,  that  shall  be  banibht 
From  a  prinees  breast,  is  PhiHps  favorite. 

King,  Philip,  traytor !  whynotking?  I  am  so. 

Ant.  Patience,  good  my  lord ;  Pie  downe. 

[Exit. 

Mach.  It  lives  too  neere  him : 
You  that  have  venter*d,  with  expence  of  blood 
And  danger  of  your  lives,  to  rivet  liim 
Unto  his  seate  with  peace  :  you  that  in  war 
He  term*d  his  Atlasses,  and  prest  with  praises 
Your  brawny  shoulders ;  cald  you  his  Colossuses, 
And  said  your  lookcs  frighted  tall  war 
Out  of  his  territories :  now  in  peace, 
Tbe  issue  of  your  labour :  this  bad  man, 
Philip  I  meane,  made  of  ingratitude, 
Wo'  not  afford  a  name,  that  may  distinguish 
Your  worthy  selves  from  cowards; 
Civet  cats  spotted  with  rats  dung. 
Or  a  face  like  white  broth,  strew'd  o're  with  cur- 

rance 
For  a  stirring  caper,  or  itching  dance,  to 
Please  my  lady  Vanity,  slmll  be  made 
A  smocke  knight. 

King.    Villaine!    must  our  disgrace  mount 
thee? 

Ful,  To  what  tends  this  ? 

Aler.  What  meanes  count  Machvile? 

Enter  Antonio  below. 

Aurls.  To  be  your  king ;  fie  on  this  circum- 
stance, 
My  longing  will  not  brooke  it :  say, 
Will  you  obey  us  as  your  kings  and  queenes. 

[Aside. 
Ful.  My  lord  Antonio  ! 

Ant.  Confine  your  selves,  the  king  is  within 
hearing;  therefore  make  show  of  liking  Mach- 
viles  plot:  let  him  mount  high,  his  fall  will  bee 
the  deeper:  my  life  you  shall  bee  safe. 

Auris.  Say,  are  you  agreed  ? 

Ray.  If  not,  weele  force  you  to  't : 
Speake,  French  man,  are  our  forces  i*  th*  city  ? 

Gio   Wee,  mouusier. 

AUr.^ 

Ful.  %  We  acknowledge  you  our  king. 
Pan,  J 


King.  More  traytor^ ! 

Mach,  Why then. 

[The  Brave  stabs UATMOiH. 
Ray.   Ha,  from  whence  this  suddaine  mis- 
chiefe  ? 
Did  you  not  see  a  hand  arm'd  with  the  fatall 
Huine  of  my  Hfe  ? 

Gio.  None  paw,  sigrrior. 
Mach.  Hn,  ha,  ha  !  lay  hold  on  those  Freocb 
soujdiers : ' 
Away  with  them ! 

[Exeunt  Guard  with  the  French  Cclosdi. 
Ray.  Wast  thy  plot,  Machvile?  goe  laughing 
to  thy  grave.  [Stabs  km. 

Auris.  Alasse !  my  lord  is  wounded. 
Ray.  Come  hither,  French  man,  make  a  djin§ 
man 
Bound  to  thy  love;  goe  to  Philippa, 
Sickly  as  she  is  bring  her  unto  nie ; 
Or  my  flying  soule  will   not  depart  in  peace 

else: 
Prethee  make  hast :  yet  stay,  I  have  not  breath 
To  pay  thy  labour. 
Shnuke  yee,  you  tweeoe- borne  Atlasses,  tbst 

beare 
This  my  neere  ruiu'd   world;    have  yoo  not 

strength 
To  beare  a  curse,  whose  breath  may  taint  tbe 

aire, 
That  this  globe  may  feele  a  unhrertall  plagae? 
No,  yet  beare  up,  till  with  a  vengefull  eye 
I  out-stare  day,  and  from  the  dogged  sky 
Plucke  my  impartiall  star :  O,  my  blood 
Is  frozen  \\\  my  veines — farewell  revenge — me— 

[Dytu 
Aler.  They  need  no  law. 
Ful.  Nor  hanj^^man. 

Pan.  They  condemne  and  execute  without  a 
jury. 

En^er  Philippa  mad. 


Phi.  I  come,  I  come ;    nay,  fly  not,  for  by 
hell 
rie  plucke  thee  by  the  beard,   and  dr^  tbee 

thus 
Out  of  thy  fiery  cave.     Ha !  on  yonder  hill 
Stand  troopes  ofdivills  waitins;  for  my  soule: 
But  rie  deceive  *em,  and,  instead  of  mine. 
Send  this  same  spotted  tygers. 

[Stabs  AuBiSTEUi. 
Auris.  Oh  I  ^ 

Phi.  ^o,  whilst  they  to  hell  ' 

Arc  posting  with  their  prize,  I'le  steale  to  hea- 
ven : 
Wolfe,  dost  thou  grin?   ha!    is  my  Raymond 

dead? 
So  ho,  so  ho :  come  hacke 
You  sutty  fiends  that  have  my  Raymonds  soi^ 
And  lay  it  downe,  or  I  will  force  you  do  't : 
No,  won't  you  stir?    by  Stix    Tie  baite  joa 

for  't; 
Where  is  my  crowne  ?  Philippa  was  a  queene, 
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Was  she  not,  ha  ?  Why  so,  where  is  my  crowoe?  I 

0  you  have  hid  it — ha,  wa'st  thou 

[Overtkrawes  the  table. 
That  rob'd  PliiUppa  of  Iter  Rnymouds  hfe? 
Nay,  I  will  nip  your  wings,  you  shall  not  fly ; 
I*le  plucke  you  by  the  guarded  front :  and  thus 
Sinke  you  to  heii'hefore  me.     [Stabs  thsiBrave, 
Brave.  Oh,  oh ! 
PhL  What,  downe,  ho,  ho,  ho : 
Laugh,  lauu^h,  you  sooles  that  fry  in  endlesse 

flames ; 
Ila,  whence  this  chilnesse — must  I  dye^-nay 
then, 

1  come,  I  come ;  nny  weepe  not,  for  I  come : 
Sleepe,  injur*d  shadow ;  C)  death  strikes  dunibe ! 

Auris.   Machvile  thy  hand,  I  can't  repent, 
farewell : 
My  bnrthened  conscience  sinkes  me  downe  to 
hell.  [Dj/es, 

Mach.  I  cannot  tarry  long,  farewell ;  weele 
meet 
Where  we  shall  never  part:  if  here  be  any^ 
My  life  has  injur*d,  let  your  charity 
Forj^ive  declining  Machvile :  I  am  sorry. 

Ant,   His  penitence  wo^kes  strongly  on  my 
temper. 
Off  disguise;  see,  falling  count:    Antonio  for- 
gives thee. 
Mach,  Antonio !  O  my  shame  1 
Can  you  whom  I  have  injur*d  most  pardon  my 

guilt? 
Give  me  thy  hand  yet  nearer,  this  imbrace 
Betrays  thee  to  thy  death :  ha,  ha,  ha.  [Stabs  him, 
$0  weepes  the  iitlgyptian  monster  when  it  kills, 
Wasirt  in  a  floud  ol  teares;  could'st  ever  thinke 
IVIachviles  repentance  could  come  from  his  heart? 
No,  downe  Colossus  author  of  my  sin. 
And  benre  the  burthen  mingled  with  thine  owne, 
To  finish  thy  damnation. 

Enter  the  King,  AuRELfA,  Evadne,  Old 

Tayler, 

King.  Accursed  villaine !  thou  hast  murther*d 
him 
That  holds  not  one  small  drop  of  loyall  blood, 
But  what  is  worth  thy  life. 
Evad,  O  my  brother  ! 
Gio,  Give  him  some  ayre,  the  wound  cannot 

be  mortall. 
AureL  Alas !  be  faints,  O  my  Antonio ! 

Curst  Machvile,  may  thy  soule 

Ant,  Peace,  peace  Aurelia ;  be  more  merci* 
full : 
Men  are  apt  to  censure,  and  will  condemne 
Thy  passion,  call  it  madnesse,  and  say  thou 
Wnntst  religion :  nay,  weepe  not,  sweet, 
For  every  one  must  dye :  it  was  thy  love, 
For  to  deceive  the  law,  and  give  me  life : 
But  death  you  see  has  reacht  me,  O,  1  dye ; 
Blood  must  have  blood,  so  speakes  the  law  of 
heaven :  I 


I  slew  tlie  govemour ;  fur  which  rash  deed, 
Heaven,  fate,  and  man,  thus  make  Antonio  bleed. 

[Dye*. 
Mach,  Sleepe,  sleepe  great  heart,  thy  vertue 
.       made  me  ill 
Authors  of  vice,  'tis  fit  the  vitious  kill : 
But  yet  fprgive  me  :  Oh  1  my  great  heart 
Dissolves  like  snow,  and  lessens  to  a  rhume,. 
Cold  as  the  envious  blasts  of  notlierne  wind  : 
World,  how  1  lov'd  thee,  'twere  a  sin  to  boast ; 
Farewell,  I  now  roust  leave  thee ;  my  life 
Growes  empty  with  my  veines :  I  cannot  stand, 

my  breath 
Is  as  my  strength,  weake;  and  both  seaz'd  by 

death : 
Farewell  ambition ;  catching  at  a  crowne. 
Death  tript  me  up,   and  liead-long  threw  me 

downe.  [T>yes» 

King.  Sp  falls  an  exhalation  from  the  sky. 
And  's  never  mist,  because  unnaturall; 
A  birth  begotten  by  incorporate  ill ; 
Whose  usher  to  the  gazing  world  is  wonder. 

Enter  Petruchio. 

Alas !  good  man,  thou  *rt  come  unto  a  sight 
Will  try  thy  temper,  whether  joy  or  griefe 
Shall  conquer  most  within  thee ;  joy  lyes  here 
Scater'd  in  many  heapes :  these,  when  they  liv'd, 
Threatned  to  teare  this  balsome  from  our  brow, 
And  rob  our  majesty  of  this  elyxar : 

[Points  to  his  crowne. 
Is  *t  not  my  right?  was  I  not  heire  to  Spaine  ? 

Pet,  You  are  our  prince,  and  may  you  live 
Long  to  injoy  your  right. 

King,  fiut  now  looke  here,  'lis  plaine  griefe 
has  a  hand 
Harder  than  joy;  it  presseth  out  such  teares. 
Nay,  rise. 

Pet.  I  doe  beseech  your  grace  not  to  thinke 
me 
Contriver  of  Antonio's  scape  from  death, 
'I^was  my  disloyall  daughters  breach  of  duty. 

King,  That 's  long  since  pardon'd. 

Pet,  You  *re  still  mercifuU. 

King,  Antonio  was  thy  sonne,  I  sent  for  thee 
For  to  confirme  it,  but  he  is  dead  : 
Be  mercyfull,  and  doe  not  curse  the  hand 
That  gave  it  him,  though  it  deserve  it. 

AureL  O  my  griefes,  are  you  not  strong  enough 
To  breake  my  heart  ?  pniy  tell  me,  tell  me  true : 
Can  it  be  tliought  a  sin  ?  or  is  it  so. 
By  my  owne  hand  to  ease  my  breast  of  woe? 

King.  Alas !  poore  lady ;  rise,  thy  father's  here. 

Pet.  Looke  up,  Aurelia;  ha  I    why  doe  you 
kneele  ? 

Gio.  For  a  blessing. 

Pet,  Why  she  i&  not  Aurelia,  doc  not  mocke 
me. 

King.  But  he  is  Sebastiano,  and  your  sonne ; 
Late  by  our  hand  made  happy  by  injoying 
The  faire  Evadne,  dead  Antonio  s  sister: 
For  whose  sake  he  became  a  tayler, 
And  so  Ions:  liv'd  in  that  nieane  dis^iuise. 
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Pet,  My  joy  had  bin  too  great  if  he  had  Ihr'd ; 
The  thrifty  heavens  miogle  oar  sweets  with  gall; 
Least  being  glutted  with  excesse  of  good, 
We  should  forget  the  giver.    Rise,  Sebastiano, 
With  thy  happy  clioise ;  mayst  thou  live  crown'd 
With  the  injoyroent  of  those  benifits 
My  prayers  shall  beg  for :  rise,  Aarelia, 
And  in  some  place  blest  with  religious  prayers. 
Spend  thy  left  remnant. 

AureL  You  advise  well :  indeed  it  was  a  faolt 
To  breake  the  bonds  of  duty  and  of  law ; 
But  love,  O  love !   thou  whose  all  conquering 

power 
Builds* castles  on  the  hearts  of  easie  maides, 
And  makes  'em  strong  unto  attempt  those  dan- 
gers; 
That,  but  rehearst  before,'wo'd  fright  their  soales 
Into  a  jelly.    Brother,  I  must  leave  you ; 
And^  father,  when  I  send  to  you  a  note,  that 

shall 
Desire  a  yearely  stipend  to  that  holy  place 
My  tyred  feet  has  found  to  rest  them  m ; 
Pray  confirme  it. 

And  now,  great  king,  Aurelia  begs  of  you, 
To  grace  Antonio  in  the  mourneiiill  march 
Unto  his  grave,  which  be  where  you  thinke  fit : 
We  need  not  be  inter'd  both  in  one  vault. 
King.  Blest  virgin,  thy  desures  I  will  performe. 
AureL  Then  I  leave  you,  my  prayers  shall 
still  attend  you ; 
As  I  hope  yours  shall  accompany  me. 
Father,  your  blessing,  and  ere  long  expect 
To  heare  where  I  am  entertained  a  nunne. 
Brother,  and  sister,  to  you  both  adue ; 
Antonio  dead,  Aurelia  marries  new.  [Exit, 

Pet.  Farewell,  girle ;  when  I  remember  thee, 
The  beades  I  drop  shall  be  my  teares. 

Enter  Virmine  in  a  Cloakefor  the  Prologue, 

King,  She  's  to  all  virgins  a  true  mirror; 


They  that  wo'd  behold  trae  lovey  reflect  on  her : 
There  *t  is  ingro88*d. 

Sd  Tay,  Great  king,  our  grace 

O.  Tay.  The  king  is  sad,  yoa  most  not  act. 

Sd  Toy,  How  ?  not  act } 
Shall  not  Virmine  act  ? 

0.  Tay,  Yes,  you  shall  act,  bot  not  now ; 
The  king  is  indispos'd. 

3(/  Tay,  Well  then,  some  other  time;  I  Vir* 
mine 
The  king  will  act  before  the  king. 

0.  Tay,  Very  good,  pray  make  yoar  exit, 

3d  Tay,  Fie  muster  up  all  the  taylers  in  the 
Towne,  and  so  tickle  their  sides. 

\Tke  King  Mnd  Giova wo  wki^fir, 

0.  Tay,  Nay  thou  'rt  a  right  Virmine ;  goe, 
he  not 
Troublesome.  [Exit  Virmihe, 

Gio,  Upon  my  truth  and  loyalty,  great  kin^ 
What  they  did  was  but  fain'd,  meerely  words 
Without  a  heart :  'twas  by  Antonio's  counseU. 

Xta^.  Thou  art  all  truth :  rise. 

tTke  CoUmelU  kneele, 
^bilip  in  the  cafane  oi 
peace. 
To  exercise  hu  regall  clemency. 

King.  Take  up  Antonio's  body,  and  let  the 
rest 
Finde  Christian  buriall :  mercy  befits  a  king. 
Come,  trusty  tayler. 

And  to  all  countries  let  swift  fame  report, 
King  Philip  made  a  taylers  house  hn  court. 
0,  Tay,  Your  grace  much  honours  me. 
King.  We  can't  enough  pay  thy  alone  deserts ; 
Kini^s  may  be  poore,  when  subjects  are  like  thee. 
So  fruitfull  in  all  loyall  vertuous  deeds : 
March  with  the  body,  we  'le  performe  all  rites 
Of  sable  ceremony :  that  done. 
We  'le  to  our  court,  since  all  our  owne  is  won. 

[Exeunt. 
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The  following  singular  play  zoas  discovered  in  MS,  by  Mr  Isaac  Reed,  Editor  of  the  last  edition 
of  Steevens^s  Shakspeare,  and  of  Dodsley*s  Collection  cfOld  Plays,  and  by  him  printed  and  distri' 
huted  among  his  friends.  By  the  observations  of  Mr  Malone,  in  his  Chronology  of  the  plays  qfShal^ 
speare,  and  of  Mr  Steevens,  it  would  appear  that  The  Witch  was  anterior  to  Macbeth,  and  that 
consequently  the  scenes  of  the  Witches  in  the  latter,  similar  to  those  which  occur  in  the  former,  were 
imitated  by  Shakspeare,  or  at  least  suggested  to  him  by  the  performance  of  Middleton,  The  songs 
beginning.  Come  away,  SfC.  and  Blackspirits,  SfC,  of  which  only  the  two  first  words  are  printed  in 
Macbeth,  arc  found  at  full  length  in  The  Witch.  Thefollowing  dedication,  from  an  apparent  allu" 
sion  to  King  Jameses  act  against  Witches,  which  passed  into  a  law  in  1603,  appears  to  have  been 
written  soon  after  that  period.  Middleton  there  speaks  of  his  production  as  written  long  before  : 
and  that  he  found  great  difficulty  in  recovering  it  ;  the  superior  merit  o/*  Macbeth  having  probably 
caused  it  to  be  thrown  aside. 

The  plot  of  The  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Ravenna  is  taken,  with  great  alterations  in  the  catastrophe, 

J'rom  the  history  of  Albovene,  King  of  Lombardy,  related  in  a  novel  of  Bandello,  and  afterwards 

Jormedinto  a  tragedy  by  Sir  W.  Da7}enant. 

2^he  present  edition  is  printed  from  the  one  mentioned  above  and  printed  in  177  S.  Theortho- 
graphy  is  reduced  to  the  present  standard,  and  directions  are  added  to  the  several  scenes. 


TO   TUE   TRULY   WORTHY   AKD   GENEROUSLY    AFFECTED 

THOMAS  HOLMES,  ESQUIRE. 

NOBLE  SIR, 

As  a  true  testimony  of  my  ready  inclination  to  your  service,  I  have,  merely  upon  a  taste  of  your 
desire,  recovered  into  my  hands,  though  not  without  much  difficulty,  this  ignorantly  ill-fated  labour 
of  me. 

Witches  are,  ipso  foe  to,  by  the  law  condemned ;  and  that  only,  I  think,  hath  made  her  lie  so  long 
in  an  imprisoned  obscurity:  for  your  sake  alone  she  hath  thus  far  conjured  herself  abroad,  and 
bears  no  other  charms  about  her,  but  what  may  tend  to  your  recreation ;  nor  no  other  spell  but  to 
possess  you  with  a  belief^  that  as  she,  so  he  that  first  taught  her  to  enchant,  will  always  be 

Your  devoted 

Tho.  Middleton. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Duke. 

Lord  Gcroemor, 

Sebastian,  contracted  to  Isabella,  disguised 

fts  a  Servant  under  the  name  o/*C£Lio. 
Fernando,  his  Friend. 
Antomo,  Hu^tmnd  to  Isabella. 
Abberzanes,  a  Gentleman,  neither  honest,  wise, 

nor  valiant, 
Almachtldes,  a  fantastical  Gentletnan, 


Firestone,  the  Clown,  Heccate*s  Son, 

Duchesx, 

Isabella,  Niece  to  the  Governor, 
Francisca,  Antonio's  Sister. 
A&fORETTA,  the  Duchess's  Woman, 
Florida,  a  Courtezan. 
HrccATEy  the  chief  Witch. 

HopX' !"'•''*-• 

Other  Witches  and  Servants,  Mute^ 


SCENE— -Ravenna,  and  the  Neii^hbourhood. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 
A  Room  in  Anton io*s  House, 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Fernando. 

Seb,  My  three  years  spent  in  war,  have  now 
undone 
My  peace  for  ever. 

Fer,  Good,  he  patient,  sir. 

iSe6.  She  is  my  wife,  by  contract  before  Heaven 
And  all  the  angels,  sir. 

Fer.  I  do  believe  you  ; 
But  where  's  the  remedy  now  ?  You  see  she  's 

gone ; 
Another  has  possession. 

Seb.  Tliere  's  the  torment 

Fer,  This  day,  being  the  first  of  your  return 
Unlucky,  proves  the  first  too  of  her  fastening 
Her  uncle,  sir,  the  governor  of  Ravenna 
Holding  a  good  opinion  of  the  bridegroom, 
As  he's  fair  spoken,  sir,  and  wondrous  mild 

Seb.  There  goes  the  devil  in  a  sheepskin. 

Fer.  With  all  speed 
Clap  it  up  suddenly.    I  cannot  think,  sure, 


That  the  maid  overloves  him :  tlio'  being  married. 
Perhaps,  for  her  own  credit,  now  she  intends 
Performance  of  an  lionest  duteous  wife. 

Seb.  Sir,  I  Ve  a  world  of  business ;  question 
nothing : 
You  will  but  lose  your  labour.     Tis  not  fit 
For  any,  hardly  mine  own  secresy 
To  know  what  I  intend.     I  take  my  leave,  sir; 
I  find  such  strange  employments  in  myself, 
That  unless  death  pity  me,  and  lay  me  down, 
I  shall  not  sleep  this  seven  years ;  that 's  the 
least,  sir.  [Eiit. 

Fer.  That  sorrow  's  dangerous  can  abide  oo^ 
counsel, 
Tis  like  a  wound  past  cure :  wrongs  done  to  love 
Strike  the  heart  deeply:  none  can  truly  judge  j 
on 't  I 

But  the  poor  sensible  sufferer  wliom  it  racks  i 
With  unbelieved  pains,  which  men  in  health  I 
That  enjoy  love,  not  possibly  can  act,  J 

May  not  so  much  as  think.    In  troth  I  pity  him ; 
His  sighs  drink  life-blood  in  tliis  time  of  feast- 
ing:— 
A  bnnquet  towards  too  ?  Not  yet  hath  riot 
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Plny'd  out  her  last  scene?  At  soch  entertain- 
ments still 

Forgetfuliiess  obeys  and  surfeit  governs. 

liere  's  marriage  sweetly  huDour'd  in  gorg*d  sto- 
maclis 

And  overflowing  cups. 

Enter  Gaspero  and  Servant, 

Gas,  Where  is  she,  sirrah  ? 
Serv.  Not  far  off. 

Gas,  Pr'ylhee,  where  ?  go  fetch  her  hither. 
I  *U  rid  him  a%%ay  straight.     The  king  *s  now 
risen,  sir. 
Serv.  I  am  a  joyful  man  to  hear  It,  sir. 
It  seems  he  's  drunk  the  less:  tho*  I  think  he 
That  has  the  least  has  certainly  enough.    [Eiit, 
Gas,  I  have  observed  this  fellow  all  the  feast- 
time  ; 
He  hatli  not  pledg'd  one  cap,  but  look'd  most 

wickedly 
Upon  6;ood  Malego;  flies  to  the  black  jack  stilly 
And  sticks  to  small  beer  like  a  watep-rat. 

Enter  Florida. 

Oh  here  she  comes ;    alas,   the   poor  whore 

weeps, 
Tis  not  for  grace  now,  all  the  world  must  judge; 
It  is  for  spleen  and  madness  'gaiost  this  mar- 
riage : 
I  do  but  think  how  she  could  beat  the  vicar  now, 
Scratch  the  man  horribly  that  gave  the  woman, 
The  woman  worst  of  all,  if  she  durst  do  it. 
Why,  bow  now,  mistress  ?   This  weeping  needs 

not,  for  tho' 
My  master  marry,  for  his  reputation. 
He  means  to  keep  you  too. 

Fio,  How,  sir  ? 

Gas,  He  doth,  indeed  : 
He  swore 't  to  me  last  night :  are  you  so  simple, 
(And  have  been  five  years  traded,)  as  to  think 
One  woman  would  serve  him  ?    Fy ;  not  an  em- 
press ! 
Why  he  Ml  be  sick  o*  th'  wife  within  ten  nights, 
Or  never  trust  my  judgement 

Flo,  Will  he,  think'st  thou  ? 

Gas.  Will  he  ? 

Fio,  1  find  thee  still  so  comfortable ; 
Beshrew  my  heart,  if  I  knew  how  to  miss  thee. 
They  talk  of  gentlemen,  perfumers,  and  such 

things : 
Give  me  the  kindness  of  the  master's  road 
In  my  distress,  say  I. 

Gas,  Tis  your  great  love,  forsooth ; 
Please  you  withdraw  yourself  to  yond  private 

parlour ; 
I  '11  send  you  venison,  custard,  parsnip-pie  : 
For  baoquetting-stuff,  as  suckets,  jellies,  sirrups, 
I  will  bring  in  myself. 

Flo.  I  '11  take  'em  kindly,  sir.  [Exit. 

Gas,  She  has  your  grand  strumpet's  comple- 
ment to  a  tittle. 
Tis  a  fair  building:  it  had  need  :  it  has 
Just  at  this  time  some  one  and  twenty  inmates; 


But  half  of  'em  are  young  merchants;  they  '11 
depart  shortly. 

They  take  but  rooms  for  summer,  and  away  they 

When 't  grows  foul  weather.  Marry,  then  come 
the  termers, 

And  commonly  they  're  welUbooted  for  all  sea- 
sons. 

Enter  Almachildls  and  Amo&etta. 

But,  peace :  no  word.    The  guests  are  coming  in. 

Aliua.  The  fates  have  bless*d  me.     Have  I 
met  you  privately  ? 

Amor,  Why,  sir  !  Why  Alraachildes! 

Alma,  Not  a  kiss? 

Amor.  I  'il  call  aloud,  i'  fnith. 

Alma.  1  'U  stop  your  mouth. 

Amor.  Upon  my  love  to  reputation 
I'le  tell  the  duchess  once  more. 

Alma.  'Tis  the  way 
To  make  her  laugh  a  little. 

Atnor.  She  *11  not  think 
That  you  dare  Use  a  maid  of  honour  thus. 

Alma.  Amsterdam  swallow  thee  for  u  puri- 
tan, and  Geneva  cast  thee  up  again,  like  she  that 
sunk  at  Charing-cross,  and  rose  again  at  Queen- 
hit  he. 

Amor.  Aye,  these  are  the  silly  fruits  of  tlie 
sweet  vine,  sir. 

Alma,  Sweet  venery  be  with  thee,  and  I  at 
the  tail  of  my  wish  !  I  am  a  little  headstrong, 
and  so  are  most  of  the  company.  I  will  to  the 
witches.  They  say  they  have  charms  and  tricks 
to  make. 

Enter  Duke,  Duchess,  Lord  Governor,  Anto- 
nio, Isabella,  and  Francisca. 

A  wench  fall  backwards,  and  lead  a  man  herself 
to  a  country-house  some  mile  oat  of  the  town, 
like  a  fire-drake.  There  be  such  whoreson  kind 
girls,  and  such  bawdy  witches,  and  I  '11  try  con- 
clusions. 

Duke.  A  banquet  yet !  Why  surely,  my  lord 
governor, 
Bucchus  could  ne'er  boast  of  a  day  till  now, 
To  spread  his  pow'r.  and  make  his  glory  known. 
Duch.  Sir,  you  've  done  nobly ;  tho'  in  mo- 
desty 
You  keep  it  from  us,  know  we  understand  so 

much, 
All  this  day's  cost  'tis  your  great  love  bestows. 
In  honor  of  the  bride  your  virtuous  niece. 
Gov,    In   love    to   goodness,  and  your  pre- 
sence, madam ; 
So  understood,  'tis  rightly. 

Duke.  Now  will  I 
Have  a  strange  health  after  all  these. 
Gov,  What 's  that,  my  lord  ? 
Duke,  A  health  in  a  strange  cup,  and  't  shall 

go  round. 
Gov,  Your  grace  need  not  doubt  that,  sir; 
.  having  seen 
So  many  pledg'd  already :  this  fair  company 
Cannot  shrink  now  for  one ;  to  it  «,^<(l\^«tx^. 
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Dnke.  It  sbally  for  all  ends  here.    Here 's  a 
full  peried. 
V  [Tnking  out  a  cup  formed  of  a  ikulL 

A    Goo.  A  skull,  my  lord  ? 

Duke,  Call  it  a  soldier's  cup,  man. 
Fy  !  how  you  fright  the  women  !  I  have  sworn 
It  shall  go  round ;  excepting  only  you,  sir, 
For  your  late  sickness,  and  the  bride  herself, 
l/Vhose  health  it  is. 

Isa,  Marry,  I  thank  Heaven  for  that. 
Duke.  Our  duchess,  I  know,  will  pledge  us, 
tho*  the  cup 
Was  once  her  fathers  head ;  which,  as  a  trophy. 
We  '11  keep  till  deatli,  in  memory  of  that  con- 

qyest. 
He  was  the  greatest  foe  our  steel  e'er  struck  at, 
And  he  was  bravely  slain.    Then  took  we  thee 
Into  our  bosom's  love:  thou  mad*st  the  peace 
For  all  thy  country  :  thou ;  that  beauty  did. 
We  are  dearer  to  thee  than  a  &ther ;  are  we  not  ? 
Duch,  Yes,  sir,  by  much. 
Duke,  And  we  shall  find  that  straight. 
Ant,  That 's  an  ill  bride-cup  for  a  marriage 
day; 
I  do  not  like  the  face  on't. 

Gov.  Good  my  lord,  • 

The  duchess  looks  pale :  let  her  not  pledge  you 
there. 
Duke.  Pale? 
Duoh.  Sir,  not  I. 

Duke,  See  how  your  lordship  fails  now ; 
The  rose  not  fresher,  nor  the  sun  at  rising 
More  comfortably  pleasing. 

Duch.  [Drinks.]  Sir,  to  you. 
The  lord  of  this  day's  honour. 

Ant,  All  first  moving 
From  your  grace,  madam,  and  the  duke's  great 

favour; 
Since  it  must. 

Fran,  This  the  worst  fright  that  could  come 
To  a  conceal'd  great  belly :  I'm  with  child. 
And  this  will  bring  It  out,  or  make  me  come 
Some  seven   weeks  sooner  than  we  maidens 
reckon.  [Aside, 

Duch,   Did  ever  cruel  barbarous  art  match 
this?  [Aside, 

Twice  hath  his  surfeits  brought  my  father's  me- 
mory 
Thus  spightfully  and  scornfully  to  mine  eyes, 
And  I  '11  endure  'c  no  more;  'tis  in  my  heart 

since. 
I'll  be  reveng'd  as  far  as  death  can  lead  one. 

Alma,  Am  I  the  last  man  then?  I  may  deserve 
To  be  first  one  day. 

Gov,  Sir,  ic  has  gone  round  now. 
Duke,  The  round  ?  An  excellent  way  to  (rain 
up  soldiers ! 
Where  's  bride  and  bridegroom  ? 
Ant.  At  your  happy  service. 


Duke,  A  boy  to  night  at  least :  I  chaif^  yoo 

look  to  't, 
Or  I'll  renounce  you  for  industrioua  subjects. 
Ant.  Your  grace  speaks  like  a  worthy  aad 

tried  soldier.  [Exeunt. 

Gas,  And  you  '11  do  well,  for  one  that  ne'er 

tossed  pike,  sir.  [Eiit. 


SCENE  II. 

The  Witches'  Habitation. 

Enter  Heccate,  Hoppo,  Stadltk,  and  other 
Witcftes,  with  Properties  and  Habits  fitting. 

Hec.  Tittv  and  Tiffin,  Suckiii 

And  Pidgen,  liard  aod  Robin ! 
White  spirits,  black  spirits,  red  spirits : 
Devil-Toad,  Devil-Ram,  DeviMJat,  aod  Devil- 

Dam, 
Why  Hoppo  and  Stodlin,  Hellwayn  and  Prickle ! 

Stad,  Here,  sweating  at  the  vesaeL 

Hec,  Boil  it  well. 

Hop,  It  gallops  now. 

Hec,  Are  the  fiames  blue  enough  ? 
Or  shall  I  use  a  little  '  seeten  more? 

Stad,  The  nips  of  fairies  upoo  maids'  white 
hips, 
Are  not  more  perfect  azure. 

Hec,  Tend  it  carefully. 
Send  Stadlin  to  me  with  a  brazen  dish, 
Tluit  I  may  fall  to  work  upon  these  serpents, 
And  squeeze  'em  ready  for  the  second  hour. 
Why,  when  ? 

Stad.  Here  's  StadUn,  and  the  disb. 

Hec,  There,  take  this  unbaptized  brat : 
Boil  it  well ;  preserve  the  fat. 
You  know  'tis  precious  to  transfer 
Our  'uointed  flesh  into  the  air. 
In  moon-light  nights,  on  steeple-tops,       [stoiis, 
Mountains  and  pine-trees,  that  like  pricks,  or 
Seem  to  our  height :  high  towers,  and  roo&  of 

princes. 
Like  wrinkles  in  the  earth :  whole  provinces 
Appear  to  our  sight  then,  even  *  leek 
A  russet-mole  upon  a  lady's  cheek. 
When  hundred  leagues  in  air  we  fieasi  and  siog, 
Dance,  kiss,  and  coll,  use  every  thing; 
What  yonug  man  can  we  wish  to  pleasure  as 
But  we  enjoy  him  in  an  Incubus ; 
Thou  know'st  it,  Stadlin. 

Stad,  Usually  that 's  done. 

Hec,   Last  night  thou  gott'st  the  mayor  of 
Whelply's  son ; 
I  knew  him  by  his  black  cloak  lin'd  with  yeOow. 
I  think  thou  'st  spoiled  the  yooth.     He  's  bat 

seventeen ; 
I  '11  have  him  the  next  morning.     Away ;  in ! 
Go,  feed  the  vessel  for  the  second  Iwnr. 


Coi\jectnred  to  be  suet. 


^  Like,  to  suit  the  rhyme. 
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Stad,  Where  be  the  magical  herbs  ? 
Hec.  They  're  down  his  throat. 
His  mouth  cramm'd  full ;  his  ears  and  nostrils 

stuff'd. 
I  thrust  in  eleoselinum — lately 
,  Acouitum,  frondes  populeus,  and  soot, 
You  may  see  that,  he  looks  so  black  i*  th'  mouth : 
Then  sium,  acharum,  volgaro  too, 
DentaphiiloD,  the  blood  of  a  flittermouse, 
Solanum  soninificum  et  oleum. 
Siad.  Then  there  's  all  Heccnt  ? 
Hec.  fs  the  heart  of  wax 
Stuck  full  of  magic  needles  ? 
Stad,  Tis  done  Heccat. 
Hec,  And  is  tlie  farmer's  picture  and  his  wife's 
Lay'd  down  to  th'  fire  yet  ? 
Stad,  They  are  roasting  both  too. 
HeC'  Good; 
Then  their  marrows  are  a  melting  subtilely, 
And  three  months*  sickness  sucks  up  life  ni  *em. 
They  denied  me  often  flour,  barm,  and  milk, 
Goose-grease,  and  tar,  when  I  ne'er  hurt  their 

churnings. 
Their  brew-locks  nor  their  batches,  nor  fore- 
spoke 
Any  of  their  breedings.    Now  Fll  be  meet  with 

'em. 
Seven  of  their  young  pigs  I  have  bewitch'd  al- 
ready 
Of  the  last  litter ;  nine  ducklings,  thirteen  gos- 
lings, and  a  hog, 
Fell  lame  last  Sunday  after  even*song  too. 
And  mark  how  their  sheep  prosper;  or  what 

soup 
Each  milch-kine  gives  to   th'  pail:   I'll  send 

these  snakes 
Shall  milk  'em  all  before  hand.     The  dew'd 

skirted  dairy  wenches 
Shall  shake  dry  dugs  for  this,  and  go  home  curs- 
ing. 
Ill  mar  their  syllabubs,  and  swathy  feastings 
Under  cows*  bellies  with  the  parish  youths. 
Where  's  Firestone  ?  our  son  Firestone. 

Enter  Firestone, 

Fire,  Here  am  I,  mother. 

Hec,  Take  in  this  brazen  dish  full  of  dear  ware, 
Thou  shalt  have  all  when  I  die,  and  that  will  be 
Even  just  at  twelve  o*  clock  at  night  cume  three 
year. 

Fire,  And  may  you  not  have  one  o'clock  into 
the  dozen,  mother? 

Hec,  No. 

Fire,  Your  spirits  are  then  more  unconscion- 
able than  bakers : 
You'll  have  liv'd  then,  mother,  six-score  year  to 
the  hundred ;  and  methinks  after  six-score  years 
the  devil  might  give  you  a  cast ;  for  he 's  a  fruit- 
erer too,  and  has  been  from  the  beginning.  The 
first  apple  that  e'er  was  eaten  came  thro'  his 
fingers.  The  costermongers  then  I  hold  to  be 
the  ancientest  trade ;  tho*  S'jme  would  have  the 
tailor  prick*d  down  before  him. 

VOL.  III. 


Hec,  Goy  and  take  heed  you  shed  not  by  the 
way: 
The  hour  must  have  her  portion  :  'tis  dear  sip- 

rup; 
Each  charmed  drop  is  able  to  confound 
A  family  consisting  of  nineteen, 
Or  one  and  twenty  feeders, 

Fire,  Marry,  here  's  stuff  indeed  ! 
Dear  sirrup  call  you  it?   A  little  thing  would 
make  me  give  you  a  dram  on't  in  a  posset,  and 
cut  you  three  years  sliorter  [Aside^ 

Hec,  Thou'rt  now  about  some  villainy. 

Fire.  Not  I,  forsooth. — ^Truly  the  devil's  in 
her,  I  think.  How  one  villain  smells  out  another 
straight !  There  's  no  knavery  but  is  nos'd  like 
a  dog  and  can  smell  out  a  dog's  meaning.  [illiVe.] 

Mother,  I  pray  give  roe  leave  to  ramble 

abroad  to-night  with  the  night-mare,  for  I  have 
a  great  mind  to  overlay  a  fkt  parson's  daugbter4 

Hec,  And  who  shall  lie  with  me  then  ? 

Fire.  The  great  cat  for  one  ni^ht,  mother ; 
'tis  but  a  night :  make  shiil  with  him  for  once. 

Hte,  You  're  a  kind  son  t 
But  'tis  the  nature  of  you  all,  I  see  that : 
You'd  rather  hunt  after  strange  women  still 
Than  lie  with  your  own  mother.  Get  thee  gone ! 
Sweat  thy  six  ounces  out  about  the  vessel. 
And  thou  shalt  play  at  midnight.  The  nightmare 
Shall  call  thee  when  it  walks. 

Fire,  Thanks,  most  sweet  mother.        [Exit* 

Enter  Sebastiak. 

Hec.  [SUi  down,]  Urchins,  elves,  hags,  satyrs. 
Pans,  fawns,  silence!  Kitt  with  the  candlestick ; 
Tritons,  centaurs,  dwarfs,  imps,  the  spoon,  the 
mare,  the  man  i*  th'  oak ;   the  Hell-wainc,  the 
Fire-drake,  the  Buckle.     A.  Ab.  Hur.  Hus. 
Seb,  Heaven  knows  with  what  unwillingness 
and  hate 
I  enter  this  damn'd  place ;  but  such  extremes 
Of  wrongs  in  love,  nght  'gainst  religious  know- 
ledge. 
That,  were  I  led  by  this  disease  to  deaths 
As  numberless  as  creatures  that  roust  die, 
I  could  not  shun  the  way.    I  know  what  'tis 
To  pity  mad*roen  now ;  tbey  're  wretched  things 
That  ever  were  created,  if  the?  be 
Of  woroan's  making,  and  her  faithless  vows. 
I  fear  they  're  now  a^kissing.     What's  a  clock  ? 
Tis  now  but, supper-time:  but  night  will  come. 
And  all  new-married  couples  make  short  sup^ 

pers. 

Whate*er  thou  art,  I  've  no  spare  time  to  fear 

thee ; 
My  horrors  are  so  strong  and  fn^at  already. 
That  thoa  seem'st  nothing.    Up,  and  laze  not ! 
Hadst  thou  my  business,  thou  couldst  ne'er  sit 

so; 
'T would  firk  thee  into  air  a  thousand  mile 
Beyond  thy  ointments.    I  would  I  were  read 
So  much  in  thy  black  power,  and  mine  own  griefs ! 
I  'm  in  great  need  of  help :  wilt  give  me  any  ? 

4  D 
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Hec.  Thv  boldness  takes  me  bravely.    We  're 
all  sworn 
To  sweat  for  sach  a  spirit.    See  I  regard  thee, 
I  rise  and  bid  thee  welcome.    What 's  thy  wish 
now  ? 
Seb,  Oh,  my  heart  swells  with 't !  I  must  take 

breath  first. 
Hec,  Is  't  to  confound  some  enemy  on  the 
seas? 
tt  may  be  done  to-night.    Stadlin's  within  ; 
She  raises  all  your  sudden  ruinous  storms 
That  shipwreck  barks,  and  tear  up  growing  oaks, 
Flies  over  houses,  and  takes  Anno  Domini 
Out  of  a  rich  man's  chimney,  (a  sweet  place 

for't!)  '  *^ 

He  would  be  hang'd  ere  he  would  set  bis  own 

years  there ; 
They  must  be  chambered  in  a  five-pound  picture, 
A  green  silk  curtain  drawn  before  the  eyes 

on  't : 

His  rotten  diseased  years ! — Or  dost  thou  envy 
The  fat  prosperity  of  any  neighbour? 
I  '11  call  forth  Hoppo,  and  her  incantation 
Can  straight  destroy  the  young  of  all  his  cattle; 
Blast  vineyards,  orchards,  meadows ;  or  in  one 

night 
Transport  his  dung,  hay,  corns,  by  reeks,  whole 

stacks, 
Into  thine  own  ground. 

Seb,  Thi^  would  come  most  richly  now 
To  many  a  country  grazier :  hut  my  envy 
Lies  not  so  low  as  cattle,  com,  or  vmes : 
'Twill  trouble  your  best  powers  to  give  me  ease. 

Hec,  Is  it  to  starve  up  generation  ? 
To  strike  a  barrenness  in  man  or  woman  ? 
Seb.  Ha ! 
Hec,  Ha !  did  you  feel  me  there  ?  I  knew 

your  grief. 
Seb,  Can  there  be  such  things  done  ? 
Hec,  Are  these  the  skins 
Of  serpents  ?  These  of  snakes  ? 
.  ^b,  1  see  they  are. 
Hec,  So  sure  into  what  house  these  are  con- 
veyed, 
Knit  with  these  charms,  and  retentive  knots. 
Neither  the  man  begets,  nor  woman  breeds ; 
No,  nor  performs  the  best  desires  of  wedlock, 
Being  then  a  mutual  duty.    I  could  give  thee 
Chiroconita,  Adincantida, 
Archimadon,  Marmaritin,  Calicia, 
Which  I  could  sort  to  villainous  barren  ends, 
But  this  leads  the  same  way.    More  I  could  in- 
stance ; 
As  the  same  needle  thrust  into  their  pillows 
That  sews  and  socks  up  dead  men  in  their  sheets : 
A  privy  grizzle  of  a  man  that  hangs 
After  sun-set;  good,  excellent:  yet  all 's  there, 
sir. 
Seb,  You  could  not  do  a  man  that  special 
^^  kindness, 

To  part  them  utterly,  now  ?  Could  you  do  that  ? 
Uec.  No;  time  must  do 't:  we  cannot  disjoin 
wedlock. 


nris  of  heav*n*s  hsCning,    Well  may  we  ruse 

jars. 
Jealousies,  strifes,  and  heart-burning  disagree- 
ments. 
Like  a  thick  scurf  o'er  life,  as  did  our  master 
Upon  that  penitent  miracle ;  but  the  work  itself 
Our  power  cannot  disjoint. 

Seo.  I  depart  happy 
In  what  I  have  then,  being  constrain'd  to  this. 
And  grant  you,  greater  pow'rs,  that  dispose  men. 
That  I  may  never  need  this  hag  ag^n  !     [Eiit. 

Hec,  I  know  he  loves  me  not,  nor  there 's  no 
hope  on  't; 
Tis  for  the  love  of  mischief  I  do  this. 
And  that  we  're  sworn  to  the  first  oath  we  take. 

Enter  Firestone. 

Fire.  Oh  mother !  mother  ! 

Hec.  What 's  the  news  with  thee  now  ? 

Fire,  There  's  the  bravest  young  gentlemaa 
within,  and  the  fineliest  drunk  ! — I  thought  he 
would  have  fallen  into  the  vessel.  He  stumbled 
at  a  pipkin  of  child's  grease,  reePd  against  Stad- 
lin,  overthrew  her,  and,  in  the  tumbling  east, 
struck  up  old  Buckle's  heels  with  the  clothes 
over  her  ears. 

Hec,  Hog-day! 

Fire,  I  was  fain  to  throw  the  cat  upon  her  to 
save  her  honesty  :  and  all  little  enough.  I  cried 
out  still,  I  pray  be  covered. 

Enter  Almacdildes. 

See,  where  he  comes  now,  mother. 

Alma,  Call  you  these  witches  ?  They  be  tam- 

blers,  methinks,  very  flat  tumblers. 
Hec.  'TIS  Almachildes:  fresh  blood  stin  in 
me— 
The  man  that  I  have  lusted  to  enjoy, 
I  have  had  him  thrice  in  Incubus  already. 
Alma,  Is  your  name  Goody  Hag  ? 
Hec.  'Tis  any  thing. 
Call  me  the  horrid'st  and  unhallowed  things 
That  life  and  nature  trembles  at,  for  thee 
I  'II  be  the  same.     Thou  com'st  for  a  lofe- 
chann  now  ? 
Alma,  Why,  thou  'rt  a  witch,  I  think. 
Hec,  Thou  shalt  have  choice  of  twenty,  wet, 

or  dry. 
Alma.  Nay,  let  *8  have  dry  ones. 
Hec.  If  tliou  wilt  use 't  by  way  of  cop  aad 
potion 
I  '11  give  thee  a  reroora  shall  bewitch  her  straight 
Alma.  A  remora  ?  What 's  tliat? 
Hec,  A  little  suck-stone. 
Some  call  it  a  stalamprey,  a  small  fish. 
Alma.  And  must  *t  be  buttered  ? 
Hec,  The  bones  of  a  green  frog  too :  wondroos 
precious, 
The  flesh  consumed  by  pismires. 

Alma,  Pismires?  give  me  a  cliamber-pot. 
Fire.  You  shall  see  him  go  nigh  to  be  so  an- 
mannerly  he  *ll  make  water  before  my  mother 
nnon. 
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Alma,   And  now  you  talk  of  frogs,  I  have 
somewhat  here : 
I  come  not  empty  pocketted  from  a  banquet ; 
(I  learnt  that  of  my  Imberdasher's  wife). 
Looky  goody  witch,  there 't  a  toad  in  marchpane 
for  you. 

Hec,  Oh,  sir,  you  Ve  fitted  roe. 

Alma.  And  here  's  a  spawn  or  two 
Of  the  same  paddock-brood  too,  for  your  son. 

Fire,  I  thar.k  your  worship,  sir-;  how  comes 
your  handkercher  so  sweetly  thus  bewrayed? 
sure  'tis  wet  sucket,  sir. 

Alma,  Tis  nothing  but  the  sirrup  the  toad  spit. 
Take  all,  I  pr'ythee. 

Hec,  This  was  kindly  done,  sir, 
And  you  shall  sup  with  roe  to-night  for  this. 

Alma,  How?  Sup  with  thee?  Dost  think  I  'II 
eat  fried  rats 
And  pickled  spiders  ? 


Hec,  No  :  I  can  command,  sir. 
The  best  roeat  i'  th'  whole  province  for  my 

friends. 
And  reverently  serv*d  in  too. 
Alma,  How  ? 
Hec,  In  good  fashion. 

Alma.  Let  me  but  see  that,  and  I  H  sup  with 
you. 
[She  conjures :  enter  a  Cat,  playing  im  a 
fiddle,  avid  Spirits  bringing  in  meat. 
The  cat  and  fiddle  's  an  excellent  ordinary :  you 
had  a  devil  ouce  in  a  fox-skio. 

Hec.  Oh,  I  have  him  still :  come  walk  with 

me,  sir.  [Exeunt, 

Fire,  How  apt  and  ready  is  a  drunkard  now 

to  reel  to  the  devil  I  Well,  1  'It  even  in,  and  see 

how  he  eats,  and  I  '11  be  han^Qed  if  I  be  not  the 

fiuter  of  the  twain  with  laughmg  at  him,  [Exit^ 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. 
A  Room  in  Antonio*s  House, 

Enter  Antonio  and  Gasparo. 

Gas,  Good  sir,  whence  springs  this  sadness  ? 
Trust  me,  sir. 
You  look  not  like  a  man  was  married  yesterday. 
There  could  come  no  ill  tidings  since  last  night 
To  cause  this  discontent.    I  was  wont  to  know 

all 
Before  you  had  a  wife,  sir :  you  ne'er  found  me 
Without  those  parts  of  manhood,  trust  and  se- 
crecy. 
Ant,  I  will  not  tell  thee  this. 
Gas,  Not  your  true  servant,  sir? 
Ant,  True  I  you  'II  all  flout  according  to  your 
talent. 
The  best  a  man  can  keep  of  you :  and  a  hell  'tis 
For  masters  to  pay  wages  to  be  laught  at. 
Give  order  that  two  cocks  be  boiled  to  jeilv. 
Gas.  How  I  two  cocks  boiled  to  ft  Jelly  r 
Ant,  Fetch  half  an  ounce  of  pearl.        [Exit, 
Gas,  This  is  a  cullyse 
For  a  consumption ;  and  I  hope  one  night 
lias  not  brought  you  to  need  the  cook  already. 
And  some  part  of  the  goldsmith :   what,  two 

trades 
In  four  and  twenty  hours,  and  less  time ! 
'Pray  heaven  the  surgeon  and  the  'pothicary 
Keep  out ;  and  then  'tis  well.    You  had  better 

fortune, 
As  fiu"  as  I  see,  with  your  strumpet  sojourner, 
Your  little  four  nobles  a  week :  1  ne'er  knew  you 
Bat  one  ponado  all  the  time  you  've  kept  her, 
And  is 't  in  one  night  now  come  up  to  twp  cock- 
broths? 
I  wonder  at  the  alteration  strangely. 


Enter  Francisca. 

Frait.  Good-morrow,  Gaspar. 

Gas,  Your  hearty  wishes,  roistrev. 
And  your  sweet  dreams,  come  upon  you. 

Fran,  What 's  that,  sir  ? 

Gas,   In  a  ^ood  husband;   that  's  my  real 
meamng. 

Fran,  Saw  you  my  brother  lately  ? 

Gas.  Yes. 

Fran,  I  met  him  now, 
As  sad  (metboagiic)  as  grief  could  make  a  man  t 
Know  you  the  cause  ? 

Gas.  Not  I :  I  know  nothing ; 
But  half  an  ounce  of  pearl  and  kitcheo-basiness. 
Which  I  will  see  peitonned  with  all  fidelity. 
I'll  break  my  truil in  nothing :  not  in  porridge  I. 

[Exit. 

Fran.  I  have  the  hardest  fortune  I  think  of  a 
hundred  gentlewomen : 

Some  can  make  merry  with  a  friend  seven  year, 
And  nothing  seen ;  as  perfect  a  maid  still, 
(To  the  world's  knowledge,)  as  she  came  from 

rocking. 
But  'twas  my  luck  at  the  first  hour,  fi>rsooth, 
To  prove  too  fruitful.    Sure  I'm  near  my  time. 
I'm  yet  but  a  young  scliolar :  I  may  fail 
In  my  account;  but  certainly  I  do  not. 
These  bastards  come  upon  poor  venturing  gen- 
tlewomen 
Ten  to  one  faster  than  your  legitimate  children. 
If  I  had  been  married,  Til  be  hang'd  if  I  had 
been  with  child  so  soon  now.     When  ther  are 
our  husbands,  they  'II  be  whipt  ere  they  'if  take 
such  pains  as  a  friend  will  do ;  to  come  by  water 
to  the  back-door  at  midnight ;  there  stay  perhaps 
an  hour  in  all  weathers,  with  a  pair  of  reeking 
watermen  laden  with  bottles  of  wine,  chewits^ 
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and  currant-custards.  I  may  corse  those  egg-pies : 
they  are  meat  that  help  forward  too  fast.    This 
hath  been  asaal  with  me  night  by  night,  (honesty 
foi^ive  roe !)  when  my  brother  has  been  dream- 
ing of  no  such  junket ;  yet  he  hath  fared  the 
better  for  my  sake,  though  he  little  think  for 
what,  nor  must  he  ever.    My  friend  promis*d  me 
To  pi:ovide  safely  for  me,  and  devise 
A  means  to  save  my  credit  here  i'  th'  house: 
My  brother  sure  would  kill  roe  if  he  knew  % 
And  powder  up  my  fiiend,  and  all  his  kindred, 
For  an  East-Indian  voyage. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Isa,  Alone,  sister? 

Fran,  No,  there  's  another  with  me,  tho'  you 

see  't  not.  [Aside. 

Morrow,  sweet  sister,  how  have  you  slept  to 

night  f 

Isa,  More  than  I  thought  I  should:  I  have  had 

good  rest. 
Fran.  1  am  glad  to  hear  't. 
Isa,  Sister,  niethinks  you  are  too  long  atone. 
And  lose  much  ^ood  time  sociable  and  honest. 
I'm  for  the  married  life ;  I  must  praise  that  now. 
Fran,  I  cannot  blame  you,  sister,  to  com- 
mend it ; 
You  've  happ^n'd  well,  no  doubt,  on  a  kind  hus- 
band, 
And  that 's  not  every  woman's  fortune,  sister. 
You  know,  if  he  were  any  but  my  brother. 
My  praises  should  not  leave  him  yet  so  soon. 

Isa,  I  must  acknowledge,  sister,  that  my  life 
Is  happily  bless'd  with  him :  he  is  no  gamester, 
That  ever  I  could  find,  or  hear  of  yet, 
r  Nor  midnight  surfeiter :  he  does  intend 
To  leave  tobacco  too. 

Fran,  Why,  here  's  a  husband  ! 
Isa,  He  saw  it  did  offend  me,  and  swore  freely 
i  He'd  ne'er  take  pleasure  in  a  toy  again 
;    That  should  displease  me.   Soile  knights'  wives 
'  in  town 

Will  have  great  hope,  upon  his  reformation, 
1   To  bring  their  husbands'  breaths  into  th'  old 
';  fashion, 

•  And  make  tbetn  kiss  like  Christians,  not  like 
^  Pagans. 

I       Fran,  I  promise  you,  sister,  'twill  be  a  worthy 
I  work, 

;  To  put  down  all  these  pipers ;  'tis  great  pity 
I  \  There  should  not  be  a  statute  against  them, 
(^As  against  fiddlers. 

ha.  These  good  offices, 
If  you  had  a  husband,  you  might  exercise 
To  th'  good  o'  th'  commonwe^tb  and  do  much 

profit. 
Beside,  it  is  a  comfort  to  a  woman 
To  have  children,  sister;  a  great  blessing  cei^ 
tainly. 
Fran,  They  will  come  fast  enough. 
Isa,  Not  so  fast  neither 
As  they're  stall  welcome  to  an  honest  woman. 


Fran,  How  near  she  comes  to  me !  I  protest 
she  grates 
My  very  skin.  [Aside, 

Isa,  Were  I  conceived  with  child, 
Beshrew  my  heart,  I  should  be  proud  on  't. 
Fran,   That  's  natural.     Pride  is  a  kind  of 
swelling, 
But  yet  I  have  small  cause  to  be  proud  of  mine. 

[Aside. 
Isa,  You  are  no  good  companion  for  a  wife: 
Get  you  a  husband ;  prythee,  sister,  do, 
That  I  may  ask  your  counsel  now  and  then : 
*Twill  mend  your  discourse  much.     You  maids 
know  nothing. 
Fran,  No;  we  are  fools;  but  commonly  we 
prove 
Quicker  mothers  than  you  that  have  husbands.— 
I'm  sure  I  shall  else :  I  may  speak  for  one. 

[Aside, 

Enter  Ajstos  10, 

Ant,  I  will  not  look  upon  her. — Fll  pass  by 
And  make  as  tho'  I  see  her  not.  [Aside, 

Isa,  Why,  sir. 
Tray  your  opinion,  by  the  way ;  with  leave,  sir, 
I'm  counselling  your  sister  here  to  marry. 
Ant,  To  marry?  Soft:  the  priest  is  not  at  lei- 
sure yet : 
Some  five  years  hence.    Would  you  fain  many, 
sister  ? 
Fran,  I  have  no  such  hanger  to  't,  sir ;  for  I 
think 
I've  a  good  bit  that  well  may  stay  my  stomach. 
As  well  as  any  that  broke  fast,  a  sinner. 
Ant,  Tho*  she  seem  tall  in  growth,  she  *s  short 
in  years 
Of  some  that  seem  much  lower.     How  old,  sis- 
ter? 
Not  seventeen,  for  a  yard  of  lawn  ! 
Fran,  Not  yet,  sir. 
Ant,  I  told  you  so. 

Fran,  I  would  he  had  laid  a  wager  of  old 
shirts  rather : 
I  shall  have  more  need  of  them  shortly ;  and  yet, 
A  yard  of  lawn  will  serve  for  a  christening  cloth; 
I  have  use  for  every  thing,  as  my  case  stands. 

[Aside. 
Isa.  I  care  not  if  I  try  my  voice  this  morning; 
But  I  have  got  a  cold,  sir,  by  your  means. 
Ant,  I  Mi  strive  to  mend  that  fault. 
Isa,  I  thank  you,  sir.  [Sings, 

SONG. 

In  a  maiden  time  prqfest. 
Then  we  say  that  life  is  best : 
Tasting  once  the  married  Ufe^ 
Then  we  only  praise  the  wtjfe. 
There  *s  but  one  state  more  to  try^ 
Which  makes  women  laugh  or  cry    ■ 
Widow,  widow  :  of  these  three 
The  middle  '<  best,  and  that  give  me  ! 
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Ant.  There  *s  thy  reward.  [Kiues  her, 

ha,  I  will  not  grumble,  sir, 
Like  some  musicians:  if  more  come,  'tis  welcome. 

Fran,  Such  tricks  have  made  me  do  all  that 
I  have  done. 
Your  kissiug  married  folks  spoils  all  the  maids 
That  ever  live  i'  th*  house  with  'em. 

Enter  Abebzanes,  with  Servants, 

Oh,  here  he  comes 

With  his  bags  and  bottles.    He  was  born  to  lead 

Poor  watermen,  and  I. 

Ab.  Go,  fellows,  into  th*  larder;  let  the  bake- 
meats 
Be  sorted  by  themselves. 

Ant.  Why,  sir? 

Ab,  Look  the  Canary  bottles  be  well  stopt, 
The  three  of  claret  shall  be  drunk  at  dinner. 

Ant,    My  good  sir,  you're  too  plenteous  of 
these  courtesies; 
Indeed  you  are :  forbear  'em,  I  beseech  ye. 
I  know  no  merit  in  me,  but  poor  love 
And  a  true  friend's  well-wishmg,  that  can  cause 
This  kindness  in  excess.    V  th'  state  that  I  am 
I  shall  go  near  to  kick  this  fellow  shortly, 
And  send  him  down  stairs  with  his  bag  and  bag- 
gage. 
Why  comes  he  now  I'm  married  ?  There  *s  the 
point.  [Aside^ 

I  pray  forbear  these  things. 

Ab,  Alas,  you  know,  sir. 
These  idle  toys,  which  you  call  courtesies, 
They  cost  me  nothing  but  my  servants'  travail. 
One  office  must  be  kmd,  sir,  to  another ; 
You  know  the  fashion:  What!  the  gentlewoman 
Yoilr  sister's  sad,  methinks. 

Ant.  I  know  no  cause  she  has. 

Fran,  Nor  shall  you  by  my  good  will.    What 

^  d'  vou  mean,  sir  ? 

Shall  I  stay  here,  to  shame  myself  and  you  ? 
The  time  may  be  to  night,  for  aught  you  know. 

[Aside  to  Aberzanes. 

Ab,  Peace !  There  's  means  wrought,  I  tell 
thee. 

Fran,  Aye,  sir,  when  ? 

Enter  Sebastian  disguit*d  as  a  Servant,  and  a 

Gentleman. 

Ant,  How  now  !  what 's  he? 

Isa.  Oh,  this  is  the  man,  sir, 
I  entertain'd  this  morning  for  my  service; 
Please  you  to  give  your  liking. 

Ant.  Yes,  he  's  welcome, 
I  like  him   not  amiss.     Thou  would'st  speak 

business ; 
Would'st  thou  not? 

Seb.  Yes;  may  it  please  you,  sir; 
There  is  a  gentleman  from  the  northern  parts. 
Hath  brought  a  letter,  as  it  seems,  in  haste. 

Ant,  From  whom  ? 

Gent.  Your  bonny  Jady  mother,  sir. 

Ant,  You're  kindly  welcome,  sir.    How  doth 
she? 


Gent,  1  left  her  heale  varray  well,  Mr. 

Ant.  [reads.']  *'  I  pray  send  your  sister  dowa 
with  all  speed  to  me.  I  hope  it  will  prove  much 
for  her  good  in  the  way  of  her  preferment :  fail 
me  not,  I  desire  vou,  son;  nor  let  any  excuse  of 
her's  with-hold  her.  I  have  sent,  ready  furnished, 
horse  and  man  for  her." 

Ab.  Now,  have  I  thought  upon  you? 

Fran,  Peace,  good  sir. 
You  're  worthy  of  a  kinduess  another  time. 

Ant,  Her  will  shall  be  obeyed.    Sister,  pre- 
pare yourself; 
You  must  down  with  all  speed. 

Fran,  I  know  down  I  must ; 
And  good  speed  send  me. 

Ant,  *Tis  our  mother's  pleasure. 

Fran,  Good  sir,  write  back  again,  and  certify 
her 
I  'm  at  my  heart's  wish  here.     I  'm  with  my 

fnends. 
And  can  but  be  well,  say. 

Ant,  You  shall  pardon  me,  sister: 
I  hold  it  no  wise  part  to  contradict  her. 
Nor  would  I  counsel  you  to  't. 

Fran.  Tis  so  uncouth 
Living  i'  th'  country,  now  I  'm  us'd  to  th'  city, 
That  I  shall  ne'er  endure  't, 

Ab,  Perhaps,  forsooth* 
'Tis  not  her  meaning  you  shall  live  there  long, 
I  do  not  think  but  after  a  month,  or  so. 
You  'II  be  sent  up  again :  that 's  my  oouceit. 
However,  let  her  have  her  will. 

Ant,  Aye,  good  sir. 
Great  reason  'tis  she  should. 

Isa.  1  'm  sorry,  sister, 
'Tis  our  hard  fortune  thus  to  part  so  sooiu 

Fran,  The  sorrow  will  be  mine. 

Ant.  Please  you  walk  in,  sir ; 
We  '11  have  one  health  into  those  northern  parts, 
Tho'  I  he  sick  at  heart. 

[^Elxeunt  Antonio  and  Isabella. 

Ab.  Aye,  sir,  a  deep  one. 
Which  you  shall  pledge  too. 

Fran.  You  shall  pardon  me : 
I  have  pledged  one  too  deep  already,  sir. 

4b,  Peace!  all  's  provided  for:  thy  wine 's 

laid  in, 

Sugar  and  spice:  the  place  not  ten  miles  hence. 

What  cause  nave  maids  now  to  complain  of  men, 

When  a  farm-house  can  make  all  whole  again  ? 

[Ejceunt  Aberzanes  and  Francisca. 

Seb,  It  takes :  he 's  not  content.    How  well 
she  bears  it  yet ! 
Hardly  myself  can  find  so  much  from  her 
That  am  acquainted  with  the  cold  disease. 
Oh,  honesty  's  a  rare  wealth  in  a  woman. 
It  knows  no  want,  at  least  will  express  none, 
Not  in  a  look.    Yet  I  'm  not  thoroughly  happy  s 
His  ill  does  me  no  good :  well  may  it  keep  me 
From  open  rnge,  and  madness  for  a  time. 
But  I  feel  heart's  grief  in  the  same  place  still. 
What  makes  the  greatest  torment  'roongist  los^ 
souls! 
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Tis  not  80  macb  die  horror  of  their  pains, 

(Tbo'  tliey  be  infinite,)  as  the  loss  ot  joys. 

It  is  that  deprivation  is  the  mother 

Of  all  the  groans  in  hell ;  and,  here  on  earth 

3  Of  all  the  redd-sigfas  in  the  hearts  of  lovers. 

Still  she  *B  not  mine  that  can  be  no  man's  else. 

Till  I  be  nothing,  if  religion 

HHve  the  same  strength  for  me  as  *t  has  for  others. 

Holy  vows  witness  iJhat  our  souls  were  married  ! 

Enter  Gasparo  and  Lord  Governor, 

Gas,  Where  are  yon,  sir  ?    Come,  pray  give 
your  attendance; 
Here  *8  my  lord  governor  come. 

Gov.  Where  's  our  good  kindred  f 
Not  stirring  yet,  I  think. 

Ga$,  Yes,  good  my  lord : 
Please  you  walk  near. 

Gov.  Come,  gentlemen,  we  Ml  enter. 

Seb.  I  ha'  done 't  upon  a  breach ;  this  *s  a  less 
venture,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

The  Gallery  of  the  Palace, 

Enter  Almachildes. 

Alma,  What  a  mad  toy  took  me  to  sup  with 
witches! 
py  of  all  drunken  humours!    By  this  hand 
I  could  beat  myself  when  I  think  on  't.    And 

the  rascals 
Made  me  good  cheer  too ;   and  to  my  under- 
standing then 
Ate  some  of  every  dish  and  spoiled  the  rest : 
But  coming  to  my  lodging,  I  remember 
I  was  as  hungry  as  a  tired  foot-post. 

[Pulli  out  the  charm. 
What 's  this  ?    Oh,  'tis  the  charm  her  hagship 

gave  me 
For  my  duchess'  obstinate  woman :  round  about 
A  three-penny  silk  riband  of  three  colours. 
[Reads.]    ''  ifecte  tribus  nodis  ternoi  Amaretta 

colorcM,^ 
Amoretta  ?  why  there  's  her  name  indeed. 
**  Necte  AmorettaJ*    Again:  two  bouts, 
*'  Nodo  et  Veneris  die  vinculo  nccle,** 
Nay,  ifVeneris  be  one,  I  'm  sure  there 's  no  dead 

flesh  in  'c. 
If  I  should  undertake  to  construe  this  now, 
I  should  make  a  fine  piece  of  work  of  it; 
For  few  young  gallants  are  giv'n  to  good  con- 
struction 
Of  any  thin^  (hardly  of  their  best  friends'  wives, 
SisterS)  or  nieces.)   Let  me  see  what  I  can  do 

now: 
*'  Necte  tribus  nodis:"   Nick  of  the  tribe  of 

noddies, 
*'  Temot  colores,**  that  makes  turn'd  colours. 


^  Nodo  et  VenertM^  goes  to  his  rraery  like  t 

noddy. 
''  Die  vincula/ with  Dick  the  vintiier^s  boy. 
Here  were  a  sweet  charm  now,  if  this  were  tbe 

meaning  on  't. 
And  very  likely  to  overcotne  an  honorable  gm- 

tleman. 
Tbe  whoreson  old  hell-cat  would  have  given  me 
the  brain  of  a  cat  once  in  my  handkerchief: — I 
bade  her  make  sauce  with 't  with  a  vengeance  !^ 
and  a  little  bone  in  the  betbennost  part  of  a  wolf's 
tail :  I  bade  her  pick  her  teeth  with  *t,  with  a  pes- 
tilence ! 

Nay  this  is  somewhat  cleanly  yet  and  handsoqK ; 
A  coloured  riband !  a  fine  gentle  cliarm ; 
A  man  may  give 't  bb  sister,  bis  brother's  wife 
Ordinarily. 

Enter  Amoretta. 

See,  here  she  comes,  luckily. 
Amor,  Btess'd  pow'rs !  what  secret  sin  hare  I 
committed. 
That  still  you  send  this  punishment  upon  me  ? 
Alma,  Tis  but  a  gentle  punishment :  so  mke 
it.  [Takeg  hold  if  her. 

Amor,  Why,  sir,  what  mean  yon  ?    Will  yoa 

ravish  me  ? 
Alma,  What!     In  the  gallery,    and  the  sua 
peep  in  ? 
There 's  ntter  time  and  place. — Tis  in  her  bo- 
som now.  [Aside, 
Amor,  Go ;  you  're  the  rudest  thing  eW  caine 

at  court. 
Alma,  Well,  well;    I  hope  yoa   '11  tell  me 
another  tale 
Ere  you  be  two  hours  older.     A  rude  thiiv ! 
I  '11  make  you  eat  your  word ;  I  'II  make  aU  spfit 
else,  [EJeii. 

Amor,  Nay :  now  I  think  oo  *t  better,  I'm  tp 
blame  too ; 
There 's  not  a  sweeter  gentleman  in  court. 
Nobly  descended  too,  and  dances  well. 
Beshrew  my  heart,  I  '11  take  him  when  there 's 

time; 
He  will  be  catcb'd  up  quickly.     The  duchem 
says  [me 

She  's  some  employment  for  him,  and  has  swora 
To  use  my  best  art  in  't.    Life  of  my  joys. 
That  were  good  'stuff!  I  will  not  trust  bet  wiik 

him : 
I  '11  call  him  back  again :  be  must  not  keep 
Out  of  my  sight  so  long :  I  shall  grow  road  tbea. 

Enter  Duchess, 

Duch.  He  lives  not  now  to  see  to  morrow 
spent,  [hi 't. 

If  this  means  take  effect,  as  there  's  no  haHness 
Last  night  he  played  his  horrid  game  again, 
Came  to  my  bedside  at  the  full  of  midnight, 


3  We  shoild  probably  read,  <  Of  all  the  sighs  bred  in  the  hearts  of  ioyers.^ 
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And  in  his  hand  that  fatal  fearful  cap; 

WakM  me  and  forc*d  ine  pledge  niniy  to  my 

trembling 
And  my  dead  father's  scorn :  that  wounds  my 

sight 
That  his  remembrance  should  be  rais'd  in  spight. 
But  either  his  confusion,  or  mine,  ends  it.- 
Ohy  Amoretta !  hast  thou  met  him  yet  ? 
Speak,  wench,  hast  done  that  for  me  ? 
Amor,  What,  good  madam  ? 
Duck,  Destmction  to  my  hopes!   Dost  ask 
that  now  f 
Didst  thou  not  swear  to  me,  out  of  thy  hate 
To  Almachildes,  thou  'dst  dissemble  hmi 
A  loving  entertainment,  and  a  meeting 
Where  I  should  work  my  will  ? 

Amor,  Good  madam,  pardon  me : 
A  loving  entertainment  I  do  protest 
Myself  to  give  him,  (with  all  speed  I  can  too.) 

[Aside, 
But,  as  I  'm  yet  a  maid,  a  perfect  one. 
As  the  old  time  was  wont  to  afford,  when 
There  ^  were  few  tricks  and  little  cunning  stirring, 
I  can  dissemble  none  that  will  serve  your  turn ; 
He  must  have  ev'n  a  right  one,  and  a  plain  one. 
Duch.  Thou  mak*8t  me  doubt  thy  health. 

Speak,  art  thou  well  ? 
Amor.  Oh,  never  better.    If  he  would  make 
haste, 
And  come  back  quickly :  he  stays  now  too  long. 

[Atide.    She  drops  the  charm, 

Duch,  I'm  quite  lost  in  this  woman. — What's 

that  fell 

Out  of  her  bosom  now  ?  some  love  token.  [Aside, 

Amor,  Nay,  I'll  say  that  for  him :  he  's  the 

uncivill'st  gentleman. 

And  every  way  desertless.  [Aside, 

Duch,  Who  's  that  now, 
She  discommends  so  fast?  [Aside, 

Amor,  I  could  not  love  him,  madam. 
Of  any  man  in  court. 

Duch,  What 's  he  now,  pr'ythee  ? 
Amor,  Who  should  it  be  but  Almachildes, 
madam  ? 
I  never  hated  man  so  deeply  yet. 
Duch,  As  Almachildes? ' 
Amor,  I  am  sick,  good  madam. 
When  I  but  hear  him  nam'd. 

Duch.  How  is  this  possible  ? 
But  now  thou  said'st  thou  lov'dst  him,  and  didst 

raise  him 
'Bove  all  the  court,  in  praises. 

Amor,  How  great  people 
May  speak  their  pleasure,  madam !  But  surely  I 
Should  think  the  worse  of  my  tongue  while  I 
liv'd  then. 
Duch,  No  longer  have  I  patience  to  forbear 
thee : 
Thou  that  retaiu'st  an  envious  soul  to  goodness; 


revenge, 


He  is  a  gentleman  deserves  as  much 

As  ever  fortune  ^ret  bestowed  on  man : 

The  glory  and  prime  lustre  of  our  court ; 

Nor  can  there  any  but  ourself,  be  worthy  of  him : 

And  take  you  notice  of  that  now  from  me : 

Say  you  have  warning  on  't :  if  you  did  love  him. 

You  must  not  now. 

Amor.  Let  your  grace  never  fear  it. 

Duch.  Thy  name  is  Amoretta,  as  ours  is, 
T  has  made  me  love  and  trust  thee. 

Amor,  And  my  faithfulness 
Has  appeared  well  i'  th*  proof  still.    Has  *t  not, 
madam  ? 

Duch,  But  if 't  fail  now,^tis  nothing. 

Amor,  Then  it  shall  not. 
I  know  he'll  not  be  long  from  fluttering 
About  this  place,  now  he  's  had  a  sight  of  me; 

and  I'll  perform 
In  all  that  I  vow'd,  madam,  feithfull^. 

Duch.  Then. am  I  bless'd,  both  m 
and  love, 
And  thou  shalt  taste  the  sweetness. 

Enter  Almachildes. 

Amor.  What  your  aims  be 
I  list  not  to  inquire :  all  I  desire 
Is  to  preserve  a  competent  honesty. 
Both  for  mine  own  and  his  use  that  sliall  have 

me. 
Whose  luck  soe'er  it  be.  [  Exit  Ducheu, 

Oh,  he  's  retnm'd  already ; 
I  knew  he  would  not  foil. 

Alma,  It  works  by  this  time, 
Or  the  devil's  in  't  I  think :  I'll  ne'er  trust  witch 

else, 
Nor  sup  with  them  this  twelvemonth. 

Amor,  I  must  sooth  him  now ; 
And  'tis  great  pain  todo't  against  one's  stomach. 

Alma,  Now,  Amoretta, 

Amor,  Now  you  're  welcome,  sir, 
If  you'd  come  always  thus. 

Alma,  Oh !  am  I  so  ? 
Is  the  case  altered  since  ? 

Amor,  If  you'd  be  *  ruled, 
And  know  your  times,  'twere  somewhat,  a  great 

comfort. 
'Las !  I  could  be  as  loving  and  as  venturous 
As  any  woman,  (we  're  nil  flesh  and  blood,  man ;) 
If  you  could  play  the  game  out  modestly 
And  not  betray  your  hand.    I  must  have  care, 

sir; 
You  know  I  have  a  marriage-time  to  come. 
And  that  's  for  life.     Your  best  folks  will  be 

merry ; 
But  look  to  the  main  chance,  (that 's  repuution,) 
And  then  do  what  they  list. 

Alma,  Wilt  have  my  oath  ? 
By  the  sweet  health  of  youth,  I  will  be  careful 


^  Old  Copy,  was* 


'  The  MS.  reads  rude. 
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And  never  prate  on 't ;  nor,  like  a  cunning  ^  snarer, 
Make  tby  clipp'd  name  the  bird  to  call  in  others. 

Amor,  Well ;  yielding  then  to  such  conditions 
As  my  poor  bashfulness  shall  require  from  you, 
I  shall  yield  shortly  after. 

Alma,  rO  consent  to  'em ; 
And  may  thy  sweet  humility  be  a  pattern 
For  all  proud  women  living. 

Amor.  They  're  beholding  to  you.     [Exeunt, 


SCENE  in. 

A  Farmhouse  in  the  Country, 

Enter  Abebzames,  and  an  Old  Wornan  with  a 

Child, 

Ab,  So,  so :  away  with  him.   I  love  to  get  'em, 

But  not  to  keep  'em.   Dost  thou  know  the  house  ? 

O.  Worn,  No  matter  for  the  house;  I  know 

the  porch. 

Ab,  There 's  six-pence  more  for  that.     Away, 

keep  close !  [Exit  Old  Woman, 

My  tailor  told  me  he  sent  away  a  maid-servant 

Well  ballast  on  all  sides,  within  these  nine  days : 

His  wife  ne'er  dreamt  on  't :  gave  the  drab  ten 

pounds. 
And  she  ne'er  troubled  him.    A  common  fashion 
He  told  me  'twas,  to  rid  away  a  scape, 
And  I  have  sent  him  this  for  't.     I  remember 
A  friend  of  mine  once  serv'd  a  prating  trades- 
man 
Just  on  this  fashion,  to  a  hair  in  troth. 
Hi'is  a  good  ease  to  a  man.    You  can  swell  a 

maid  up 
And  rid  her  for  ten  pound ;  there 's  the  purse  back 

agaiji, 
Whate'er  becomes  of  your  money  or  your  maid. 
This  comes  of  bragging  now.     It 's  well  for  the 

boy  too; 
He  'II  get  an  excellent  trade  by  't ;  and  on  Sun- 
days 
Go  like  a  gentleman  that  has  pawn'd  his  rapier. 
He  need  not  care  what  country-man  his  father 

was, 
Nor  what  his  mother  was  when  he  was  gotten. 
The  boy  will  do  well,  certain.     Give  him  grace 
To  have  a  quick  hand  and  convey  things  cleanly : 

Enter  Framcisca. 

^will  be  his  own  another  dav. — Oh,  well  said  : 
Art  almost  furnish'd  ?  There 's  such  a  toil  always 


To  set  a  woman  to  horse ;  a  mighty  trouble. 
The  letter  came  to  your  brothers  hands  I  know 
On  Thursday  last  by  noon.    You  were  expected 

there 
Yesterday  nighL 
Fran,  It  makes  the  better,  sir. 
Ab,  We  must  take  heed  we  ride  thro'  all  tfae 
puddles 
Twixt  this  and  that  now,  that  your  safe-guard 

there 
May  be  most  properly  ^  dabbled. 

Fran,  Alas,  sir, 
I  never  mark'd  till  now ; — I  hate  myself— 
How  monstrous  thin  I  look  ! 

Ab,  Not  monstrous  neither : 
A  little  sharp  i'  th'  nose,  like  a  country  woodcock. 
Fran,  Fy,  fy  1  how  pale  I  am  !  I  shail  betnj 
myself. 
I  would  yoii'd  box  me  well  and  handsomely 
To  get  me  into  colour. 

Ab,  Not  I ;  pardon  me: 
That  let  a  husband  do,  when  be  has  married  you. 
A  friend  at  court  will  never  offer  that. 
Come,  how  much  spice  and  sugar  have  you  left 

now. 
At  this  poor  one  month's  voyage  f 

Fran,  Sure  not  much,  sir ; 
I  think  some  quarter  of  a  pound  of  sagar 
And  half  an  ounce  of  spice. 

Ab,  Here  's  no  sweet  charge ! 
And  there  was  thirty  pound,  good  weight  asd 

true, 
Beside  what  my  man  stole  when  't  was  a-weig)»- 

ing. 
And  that  was  three  pound  more ;  I'll  speak  with 

th'  least. 
The  Rhenish  wine,  is 't  all  run  out  in  caudles  too? 
Fran,  Do  you  ask  that,  sir  ?  Tis  of  a  week's 
departure. 
You  see  what  'tis  now  to  get  children,  sir. 

Enter  Boy, 

Boy,  Your  mares  are  ready  both,  sir. 

Ab,  Come,  we'll  up  then. 
Youth,  give  my  sister  a  straight  wand :  theft 'i 
two-pence. 

Boy,  I'll  give  her  a  fine  whip,  sir. 

Ab,  No,  no,  no ; 
Tbo'  we  have  both  deserved  it. 

Boy,  Here  's  a  new  one. 

Ab,  Pr  ythee  talk  to  us  of  no  whips,  good  boT} 
My  heart  akes  when  I  see  'em*     Let's  away. 

[Exmi' 
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ACT  ra. 


SC£N£  I.— Ravemxa, 

An  Apartment  of  the  Palace, 

the    DuchesSf    leading   Almachildes 
blindfold. 

I.  This  you  that  was  a  maid  ?    How  are 

you  born 
sive  men  !  I  had  thought  to  have  married 

you. 
een  finely  handled :  had  I  not? 
that  man  is  wise  ever  hereafter 
ies  his  wife  before  hand.    Tis  no  marvel 
)uld  profess  such  bashfulness,  to  blind  one, 
>u  durst  not  look  a  man  i*  th'  face, 
Qodesty  should  blush  so.     Why  do  you 

not  run, 
II  the  duchess  now  ?    Go :  you  sliould  tell 

all. 
'  know  this  too : — why,  liere  's  the  plague 

now  : 
*d  at  first  to  win  'em  :  when  they  're  gotten 
s  no  way  to  be  rid  on  'em ;  they  stick 
an  like  birdlime.     My  watch  's  out. 
lU  release  mfi}    I  '11  release  myself  else. 
h.  Nay,  sure  I  '11  bring  you  to  your  sight 

again.  [Unbinds  his  eyes, 

ou  must  either  die,  or  kill  the  duke; 
s  of  them  thou  must  do. 
I.  How,  eood  madam  ? 
h.  Thou  hast  thy  choice,  and  to  that  pur- 
pose, sir, 
giv'n  thee  knowledge  now  of  what  thou 

hast, 
lat  thou  must  do,  to  be  worthy  on 't : 
ust  not  think  to  come  by  such  a  fortune 
It  desert ;  that  were  unreasonable, 
t  's  not  born  to  honour  must  not  look 
re  it  come  with  ease  to  him  :   he  must 

win  it. 
)Ut  into  thine  actions  wit  and  courage, 
all  we  ask  of  thee.    But  if  thro'  weakness 
)or  spirit  thou  deniest  me  this, 
but  how  thou  shalt  die  (as  I  '11  work 

means  for  't,) 
rderer  ever  like  thee :  for  I  purpose 
this  subtle  sinful  snare  of  mine 
of  force  from  thee.    Thou  'rt  proud  and 

youthful : 
be  believed.     Besides,  thy  wantonness 
lis  hour  in  question  'mongst  our  women, 
will  mnke  ill  for  tiiee. 
3.  I  hail  Hnrd  chance. 
It  upon  this  pleasure  that 's  so  costly : 
t  content  with  what  a  man  can  do, 
ive  him  breath,   but  seeks  to  have  that 

tdO. 

h.  Well,  take  thy  choice. 
\L.  III. 


Alma.  I  see  no  choice  in  'c,  madam ; 
For  'tis  all  death  methinks. 

Duch,  Thou'st  an  ill  sight  thco. 
Of  a  young  man ;  'tis  death  if  thou  refuse  it; 
And  say,  my  aeeal  has  iram'd  thee.    But,  coo- 

senting, 
Twill  be  new  life,  great  honour,  and  my  love, 
Whicb^  in  perpetual  bands,  Fll  fatten  to  tbee. 

Alma,  How,  madam? 

Duah,  I'll  do  't  religiously. 
Make  thee  my  husband:  may  I  lose  all  sense 
Of  pleasure  in  life  else,  and  be  more  miserable 
Than  ever  creature  was ;  for  nothing  lives 
But  has  a  joy  in  somewhat. 

Alma,  Ttten  by  all 
The  hopeful  fortunes  of  a  young  man's  rising, 
I  will  perform  it,  madam. 

Duch,  There  's  a  pledge  then 
Of  a  duchess'  love  for  thee ;  and  now  trust  me 
For  th^  most  happy  safety.    I  will  choose 
That  time  shall  never  hurt  thee.    When  a  roan 
Shows  resolution,  and  there  's  worth  m  him, 
I  '11  have  a  care  of  him.    Part  now  for  this  time, 
But  still  be  near  about  us,  till  thou  canst 
Be  nearer,  that 's  ourself. 

Alma,  And  that  I  '11  venture  Imrd  for. 

Duch,  Good  speed  to  thee !  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  II. 

Antonio's  House, 

Enter  Gasparo  and  Florida. 
Flo,  Pr'y  thee  be  careful  of  me ;  very  careful 

DOW. 

Gas,  I  warrant  you :  be  that  cannot  be  car^ 
ful  of  a  queen  can  be  careful  of  nobody.  'Tis 
every  man's  humour  that.  I  should  never  look 
to  a  wife  half  so  handsomely. 

Flo,  Oh,  sofbly,  sweet  sir,  should  your  mistress 
meet  me  now 
In  her  own  house,  I  were  undone  for  ever. 
Goi.  Never  fear  her :  she  *s  at  her  prick-song 
close, 
There  's  all  the  joy  she  has,  or  takes  delight  in. 
Looky  here 's  the  garden-key ;  my  master  gave 

it  me. 
And  will'd  me  to  be  careful.  Doubt  not  you  on 't. 
Flo,  Your  master  is  a  noble  complete  gentle* 
man, 
And  does  a  woman  all  tbe  right  tlmt  may  be. 

Enter  Sebastian; 

Seb,  How  now  ?  What 's  she? 
Gas.  A  kind  of  doubtful  creature:  i^t 

I  'II  tell  thee  more  anon. 

[Exeunt  Gasparo  and  Florida. 
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Seb,  I  know  that  face 
To  be  a  strumpet's,  or  miue  eye  is  envious. 
And  would  fain  wish  it  so  where  I  would  have  it. 
I  fieiily  if  the  condition  of  this  fellow 
Wears  not  about  it  a  strong  sense  of  baseness. 
I  saw  her  once  before,  (five  days  since  'tis,) 
And  the  same  wary  pandarous  diligence 
Was  then  bestowed  on  her.    She  came  altered 

then, 
And  more  inclining  to  the  city-tuck. 
Whom  should  this  piece  of  transformation  visit 
After  the  common  courtesy  of  frailty 
In  our  house  here?  Surely  not  any  servant: 
They  are  not  kept  so  lusty,  she  so  low. 
I  'm  at  a  strange  stand.    Love  and  luck,  assist 

me! 
The  truth  I  shall  win  from  him  by  false  play. 

Enter  Gasparo. 

He  's  now  return'd.    Well,  sir,  as  you  were  say-  * 

ing 

Go  forward  with  your  tale. 
Gas.  What?  I  know  nothing. 
Seb.  The  gentlewoman. 
Gas.  She  *b  gone  out  at  the  back-door  now. 
Seb,  Then  farewell  she,  and  you,  if  that  be  all. 
Gas.  Come,  come :  thou  shalt  have  more.    I 
have  no  power 
To  lock  myself  up  from  thee. 
Seb.  So  methinks. 

Gas.  You  shall  not  think.    Trust  me,  sir,  you 
shall  not. 
Your  ear :  she  's  one  o*  th*  falling  family, 
A  queen  my  master  keeps;  she  lies  atRutney's. 
Seb,  Is  't  possible  ?    I  thought  I  had  seen  her 

somewhere.  , 

Gas.  I  tell  you  truth  sincerely.    She  's  been 
thrice  here 
By  stealth  within  these  ten  days,  and  departed 

still 
With  pleasure  and  with  thanks,  sir ;  'tis  her  luck. 
Surely  I  think,  if  ever  there  were  man 
fiewitch*d  in  this  world,  'tis  my  master,  sirrah. 
Seb.  Think'st  thou  so,  Caspar  ? 
Gas.  Oh,  sir,  too  apparent. 
Seb.  This  may  prove  happy,  'tis  the  likeliest 
means 
That  fortune  yet  e'er  show*d  me.  [Aside. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Isa.  You  're  both  here  now. 
And  strangers  newly  lighted :  Where 's  your  at- 
tendance ? 
Seb.  I  know  what  makes  you  waspish.    A 
pox  on  't  I 
She  '11  every  day  be  angry  now  at  nothing. 

[Exettnt  Sebastian  and  Gasparo. 
Isa.  I  'U  call  her  stranger  ever  in  my  heart. 
She  's  kill'd  the  name  of  sbter  thro*  base  lust. 
And  fled  to  shifts.    Oh,  how  a  brother's  good 

thoughts 
May  be  beguii'd  in  woman !  Here  's  a  letter. 
Found  in  her  absence,  reports  strangely  of  her. 


And  speaks  her  impudence.    She  has  undone 

herself, 
(I  could  not  hold  from  weeping,  when  I  read  it,) 
Abused  her  brother^s  house  and  his  good  con6- 

dence. 
Twas  done  not  like  herself.    I  blame  her  mncli : 
But  if  she  can  but  keep  it  from  his  knowledge, 
I  will  not  grieve  him  ^rst :  it  shall  not  come 
By  my  means  to  bis  heart. 

Enter  Gasparo. 

Now,  sir,  the  news  ? 

Gas.  You  caird  'em  strangers.    'Tb  my  mas- 
ter's sister,  madam. 
Isa,  Oh,  is  it  so?  she  's  welcome.    Who's 

come  with  her  ? 
Gas.  1  see  none  but  Abeizanes.  [£xif. 

fsa.  He  's  enough 
To  bring  a  woman  to  confusion 
More  than  n  wiser  man,  or  a  far  greater. 
A  letter  came  last  week  to  her  brother's  hands 
To  make  way  for  her  coming  up  again 
After  her  shame  was  lighten'd;  and  she  writ 

there 
The  gentleman  her  mother  wish'd  her  to. 
Taking  a  violent  surfeit  ot  a  wedding. 
Died  ere  she  came  to  see  him.     What  strange 

cunning 
Sin  helps  a  woman  to  ! 

Enter  Aberzanes  and  Francisca. 

Here  she  comes  now. 
Sister,  you  're  welcome  home  again. 
Fran.  Thanks,  sweet  sister. 
Isa.  You  've  had  good  speed. 
Fran.  What  says  she  ?  f^side.] — I  have  msAe 
All  the  best  speed  I  could. 
Isa.  I  well  believe  you. 
Sir,  we  *re  all  much  beholding  to  your  kindnes. 
Ab,  My  service,  madam,  to  a  gentlewoman. 
I  took  a  bonny  mare  [  keep,  and  met  her 
Some  ten  mile  out  of  town,  eleven,  I  think. 
Twas  at  the  stump  I  met  you,  I  remember. 
At  bottom  of  the  hill. 

Fran.  Twas  there  about,  sir. 

Ab,  Full  eleven  then,  by  the  rod,  if  they  werr 

measur'd. 
Isa.  You  look  ill,  methinks :  Have  you  been 
sick  of  late  ? 
Troth,  very  bleak  ;  doth  she  not  ?    How  think 
you,  sir  ? 
Ab.  No,  no :  a  little  sliarp  with  riding:  she's 

rid  sore. 

Fran.  I 'ever  look  lean  afterajonmey,  sister: 

One  shall  do  that  has  travail'd,  travaifd  bani. 

Ab.  Till  evening  I  commend  you  to  yoorsebes, 

ladies.  [Erit^ 

Isa.  And  that 's  best  trusting  to,  if  you  were 

hang'd. 

You  're  well  acquainted  with  bis  hand  went  oot 
now  ? 
Fran.  His  hand  ? 
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Isa.  I  speak  of  nothing  elfie.     I  think  *tis 

there.  [Showing  the  letter. 

Please  you  to  look  upon  't ;  and  when  you  've 

done, 
If  you  did  weep,  it  could  not  be  amiss ; 
A  sign  you  could  say  grace  after  a  fall  meal. 
You  had  not  need  look  paler ;  yet  you  do. 
^*wa6  ill  done  to  abuse  yourselt  and  us. 
To  wrong  so  good  a  brother,  and  the  thoughts 
That  we  both  held  of  you.    I  did  doubt  you  much 
Before  our  marriage  :  hot  then,  my  strangeness. 
And  better  hope  still,  kept  me  off  from  speaking. 
Yet  may  you  nnd  a  kind  and  peaceful  sister  of 

me, 
If  you  desist  here,  and  shake  hands  with  folly, 
Which  you  *ve  more  cause  to  do,  than  I  to  wish 

you. 
As  truly  as  I  bear  a  love  to  goodness, 
Your  brother  knows  not  yet  on 't,  nor  shall  ever 
For  my  part,  so  you  leave  his  company. 
But  if  I  find  you  impudent  ia  sinnmg, 
I  will  not  keep  *t  an  hour ;  nay,  prove  your  enemy ; 
And  you  know  who  will  aid  me.     As  you  *ve 

goodness, 
You  may  make  use  of  this :  I  '11  leave  it  with 
you.  [Exit, 

Fran.  Here  's  a  sweet  churching  after  a  wo- 
man's labour,  .  [devil 
And  a  fine  "  give  you  joy."    Why,  where  the 
Lay  you  to  be  found  out?  The  sudden  hurry 
Of  hastening  to  prevent  shame,  brouglit  shame 

forth. 
That 's  still  the  curse  of  all  lascivious  stuff: 
Misdeeds  could  never  yet  be  wary  enouzh. 
Now  must  I  stand  in  fear  of  every  look,  [secret  ? 
Nay,  tremble  at  a  whisper.    She  can  keep  it 
That 's  very  likely,  and  a  woman  too  ! 
I  'ra  sure  I  could  not  do  't ;  and  I  am  made 
As  welt  as  she  can  be  for  any  purpose. 
rr  would  never  stay  with  me  two  days ;  I  have 

cast  it. 
The  third  would  be  a  terrible  sick  day  with  me. 
Not  possible  to  bear  it.    Should  I  then 
Trust  to  her  strength  in  't,  that  lies  every  night 
Whispering  the  day*snewsin  her  husband's  ear? 
No ;  and  I 've  thought  upon  the  means.    Bless'd 

fortune ! 
I  roust  be  quiet  with  her  in  the  same  fashion, 
Or  else  'tis  nothing :  there  's  no  way  like  it, 
To  bring  her  honesty  into  question  cunningly. 
My  brother  will  believe  small  likelihoods. 
Coming  from  me  too.    I  lying  now  i*  th'  house. 
May  work  things  to  my  will,  l^yond  conceit  too. 
Disgrace  her  first:  her  tale  will  ne'er  be  heard. 
I  leam'd  that  counsel  first  of  a  sound  guard. 
I  do  suspect  Caspar,  my  brother's  squire  there, 
Had  som^  hand  in  this  mischief:  for  be  Ss  cun- 
ning ; 
And  I  perhaps  may  fit  him. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ani.  Yonr  sister  told  roe 
You  were  come.    Thou  'rt  welcome. 


JPran.  Where  is  she  f 
Ant.  Who  ?  My  wife  ? 
Fran.  Aye,  sir. 
Ant,  Within. 

Fran,  Not  within  heariogy  think  you  F 
Ant.  Within  hearing  ? 
What's  thy  conceit  in  tliat?  Wbyshak'st  thy 

head  so? 
And  look'st  so  pale  and  poorly  ? 

Fran.  I  'm  a  fool  indeed 
To  take  such  grief  for  others,  for  your  fortune, 
sir. 
Ant.  My  fortune  ?  Worse  things  yet  ?  Fare- 

wel  life  then ! 
Fran,  1  fear  you  're  much  deceived,  sir,  in 

this  woman. 
Ant,  Who  ?  In  my  wife  ?  Speak  low :  come 

hither;  soflty,  sister. 
FrQn.    I  love  her  as  a  woman  you  made 
choice  of: 
But  when  she  wrongs  you,  natural  love  is  touch'd, 

brother ; 
And  that  will  speak,  you  know. 
Ant,  I  trust  it  will. 

Fran.  1  held  a  shrewd  suspicion  of  her  lights 
ness 
At  firtty  when  I  went  down;  which  made  me 

haste  the  sooner. 
But  more,  to  make  amends,  at  my  return  now, 
I  found  apparent  signs. 
Ant,  Apparent,  sav'st  thou  ? 
Fran,  Aye,  and  ofbtise  lust  too :  that  makes 

th'  affliction. 
Ant,  There  has  been  villainy  wrought  upon 
me  then ; 
Tis  too  plain  now. 

Fran.  Happy  are  they,  I  say  still. 
That  have  their  sisters  living  i'  th'  house  with  'cm. 
Their  mothers,  or  some  kindred :  a  great  comfort 
To  all  poor  marriefi  men.    It  is  not  possible 
A  young  wife  can  abuse  a  husband  then  : 
1'is  found  straight.    But  swear  service  to  this, 
brother. 
Ant.  To  this  and  all  thou  wilt  have. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Fran.  Tlien  this  follows,  sir.    [Th^  whisp  t ' 

Ant.  I  praise  thy  counsel  well.     I  'II  put 
in  use  straight.         [Exit  Francisc  * 
See,  where  she  comes  herself,     K\nd,  hone 

lady; 
I  must  now  borrow  a  whole  fortnight  leave  of 
thee. 

Isa,  How,  sir  ?  A  fortnight  ? 

Ant.  It  may  be  but  ten  days;  I  know  not  yet, 
Tis  business  ^r  the  state,  and  't  must  be  done. 

Isa.  I  wish  good  speed  to  't  then. 

Ant,  Why,  that  was  well  spoke. 
I  'II  take  but  a  foot-boy  :  I  need  no  more. 
The  rest  I  'II  leave  at  home,  to  do  you  service. 

Isa,  Use  your  own  pleasure,  sir. 

Ant.  Till  my  return 
You  'II  be  good  company,  my  sister  and  you. 
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Isa.  We  shall  make  shift,  sir. 
Ant.  I  'm  glad  now  she  *s  come ; 
And  so  the  wishes  of  my  love  to  both  !^    [Exit, 
Isa,  And  our  good  prayers  with  you,  sir. 

Enter  Sebastian. 

Seb.  Now  my  fortune  ! 

By  your  kind  favour,  madam. 

Isa.  Withme,  sir  ? 

Seb.  The  words  shall  not  be  many ;  bat  Uie 
faithfulness 
And  true  respect  that  is  included  in  'em, 
Is  worthy  your  attention ;  and  may  put  upon  me 
The  fair  repute  of  a  just  honest  servant. 

I$a,  What  's  here  to  do,  sir,  there  *b  such 
great  preparation  toward  ? 

iS^^.  lu  brief,  chat  goodness  in  you  is  abuB*d, 
madam ; 
You  have  the  married  life,  but  'tis  a  strumpet 
That  has  the  joy  on 't,  and  the  firuitfulness : 
Xh^re  goes  away  your  comfort. 

Isa.  How  ?  A  strumpet  ? 

Seb,  Of  five  years'  cost  and  upwards :  a  dear 
mischief, 
As  they  are  all  of  'em.    His  fortnight's  journey 
Is  to  that  country.    If  it  be  not  rudeness 
To  speak  the  truth,  I  hate  found  it  all  out, 
madam. 

luL  Thou  'st  found  out  thine  own  ruin ;  for, 
to  my  knowledge, 
Thou  dost  belie  him  basely.    I  dare  swear 
He  is  a  gentleman  as  free  from  that  folly 
As  ever  took  religious  life  upon  him. 

Seb.  Be  not  too  confident  to  your  own  abuse, 
madam. 
Since  I  've  begun  the  truth,  neither  your  frowns. 
The  only  curses  that  I  have  on  earth, 
(Be(iande  my  means  depend  upon  your  service,) 
Nor  all  the  execration  of  man  's  fury 
Shall  put  me  qS.    Tho*  I  be  poor,  I 'm  honest. 
And  too  just  in  this  business.    I  perceive  now 
Too  much  respect  and  fiiithfulness  to  ladies 
May  be  a  wrong  to  servants. 

Isa,  Art  thou  yet 
So  impudent  to  stand  in  't? 

Seb.  Are  you  yet  so  cold,  madam, 
In  the  belief  on  't  ?   There  my  wonder  's  fixt, 
Having  such  blessed  health  and  youth  about  you. 
Which  makes  the  injury  mighty. 

Isa.  Why  I  tell  thee 
It  were  too  great  a  fortune  for  thy  lowness 
To  find  out  such  a  thing :  thou  dost  not  look 
As  if  thou  'rt  made  mr  't.    By  the  precious 

sweets  of  loVe 
I  would  give  half  my  wealth  for  such  a  bargain, 
And  think  't  were  bought  too  cheap :  thou  canst 

not  guess 
Thy  means  and  happiness,  should  I  find  this  true. 
First,  I  'd  prefer  thee  to  the  lord,  my  uncle : 
He 's  governor  of  Ravenna :  all  the  advancements 
I*  th'  kingdom  flow  from  him.     What  need  I 

boast  that 
Which  common  fame  can  teach  thee  ? 


Seb.  Then  thus,  madam, 
Since  I  presume  now  on  your  height  of  spirit. 
And  your  regard  to  your  own  youth  and  fruit- 
fulness, 
(Which  every  woman  naturally  loves  end  covets,) 
Accept  but  of  my  labour,  in  directions,      [right 
You  shall  find  both  your  wrongs,  (which  you  may 
At  your  owu  pleasure,)  yet  not  miss'd  to  night 
Here  in  the  house  neither:  None  shall  take 

notice 
Of  any  absence  in  you,  as  I  've  thought  on  *L 
Isa,  Do  this,  and  take  my  praise  and  thanks 

for  ever. 
Seb.  As  I  deserve,  I  wish  'em  ;  and  will  serve 
you.  [£ieim(. 

SCENE  III. 
The  Witches'  Habitation. 

Enter  Heccate,  Stadltn,  Hoppo,  and  other 

Witches. 

Hec,  The  moon  's  a  gallant;  see  how  brisk 
she  rides ! 

Stad.  Here  's  a  rich  evening,  Heccat. 

Hec.  Aye,  is 't  not,  wenches. 
To  take  a  journey  of  five  thousand  miles? 

Hop,  Our's  will  be  more  to  night, 

Hec.  Oh,  't  will  be  precious.  Heard  you  the 
owl  yet? 

Stad,  Briefly  in  the  copse. 
As  we  came  thro'  now. 

Hiic.  'Tis  high  time  for  us  then. 

Stad,  There  was  a  bat  bung  at  my  lips  three 
times 
As  we  came  thro'  the  woods,  and  drank  her  fill: 
Old  Puckle  saw  her. 

Hec.  You  are  fortunate  still. 
The  very  scritch  owl  lights  upon  your  shoulder, 
And  woos  you  like  a  picfgeon .  Are  you  furnished? 
Have  you  your  ointments  ? 

Stad.  All. 

Hec.  Prepare  to  flight  then : 
I  '11  overtake  you  swiftly. 

Stad.  Hye  then,  Heccat ! 
We  shall  be  up  betimes. 

Hec.  I  '11  reach  you  quickly.      [Tl^ey  osctMi. 

Enter  Firestone. 

Fire.  They  are  all  going  a  birding  to  nif^t 
They  talk  of  fowb  i'  th'  air,  that  fly  by  day,  I  "m 
sure  they  '11  be  a  company  of  foul  sluts  thim  to- 
night. If  we  have  not  mortality  afieared,  111 
be  bang'd,  for  they  are  able  to  putrify  it,  to  in- 
fect a  whole  region.    She  spies  me  now. 

Hec.  What,  Firestone,  our  sweet  son  ? 

Fire.  A  little  sweeter  than  some  of  you;  or  a 
dunghill  were  too  good  for  me. 

Hec.  How  much  hast  there  ? 

Fire.  Nineteen,  and  all  brave  plump  ones; 
besides  six  lizards,  and  three  serpentine  eggs. 

Hec%  Dear  and  sweet  boy  !  What  herbs  bast 
thott? 
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Fire,  I  have  some  mar-nuirtiny  and  man- 
dragon. 
Hec.  Marmaritin,    and    mandragora,    thou 

would'ftC  say. 
Fire,  Here 's  pannax  too.    I  thcink  thee ;  my 
pan  akesy  I  am  sure,  with  kneeling  down  to  cut 
'em. 

Hec.  And  selago, 
Hedge-hissop  too !    How  near  he  goes  my  cut- 
tings! 
Were  they  all  cropt  by  moonlight  ? 

litre.  Every  blade  of  *ero,  or  I  am  a  moon- 
calf, mother. 
Hec.  Hie  thee  home  with  'em. 
Look  well  to  th'  house  to  night :  I  'm  for  aloft. 

Fire,  Aloft,  ouoth  yoo  ?  I  wouM  you  would 
break  your  neck  once,  that  I  might  have  aH 
quickly.  [Aside,] — ^Hark,  bark,  mother  !  They 
are  above  the  steeple  already,  6yiog  over  your 
head  with  a  noise  of  musicians. 

Hec,  Xhey  are  indeed.    Help  me  1  Help  me ! 
I  *m  too  late  else. 

SONG. 

[In  the  air  above.'] 

Come  away,  come  away  ! 

Heccat,  Heccat,  come  away  ! 
Hec,  I  come,  I  come,  I  come,  I  come, 

With  all  the  speed  I  may ; 

With  all  the  speed  I  may. 
Where  's  Stadliu  ? 
[Above.]  Here. 
Hec.  Where  's  Puckle? 
[Above.]  Here: 

And  Hoppo  too,  and  Hellwain  too : 

We  lack  but  you,  we  lack  but  you. 


Come  away,  make  up  the  count ! 
Hec,  I  will  but  'noint,  and  then  I  mount. 

A  Spirit  descendM  in  the  shape  of  a  Cat, 

[Above,]  There  's  one  come  down  to  fetch  hb 
does; 
A  kiss,  a  coll,  a  sip  of  blood : 
And  why  thou  stay'st  so  long,  I  muse,  I 

rouse 
Since  th'  air  *s  so  sweet  and  good  ? 
Hec,  Oh,  art  thou  come, 

What  news,  what  news  ? 
Spirit,  All  ^oes  stiU  tcT our  delight. 
Either  come,  or  else 
Refuse,  refuse. 
Hec.  Now  I  am  furnish'd  for  the  flight. 
Fire.  Uark,  hark  I   The  cat  sings  a  brave  tre- 
ble in  her  own  language. 

Hec,   [Aiunding  with  the  Spirit.]    Now  I 
go,  now  I  fly, 
Malkin,  my  sweet  spirit^  and  I. 
Oh,  what  dainty  pleasure  'tis 
To  ride  in  the  air 
When  the  moon  shines  fair, 
And  sing,  and  dance,  and  toy,  and  kiss ! 
Over  woods,  high  rocks,  and  mountains, 
Over  seas  our  mistress'  fountains^ 
Over  steep  towers  and  turrets 
We  fly  by  night,  'mongst  troops  of  spirits. 
No  ring  of  bells  to  our  ears  sounds^ 
No  liowls  of  wolves,  no  yelp  of  hounds; 
No  not  the  noise  of  wuter's  breach, 
Or  cannon's  roar,  our  height  can  reach. 

i  Above.]  No  ring  of  bells,  &c. 
''ire.  Well,  mother,  I  thank  you  for  your 
kindness.    You  must  be  gambolling  i'  tli'  air, 
and  leave  me  here  like  a  fool  and  a  mortal.  [Exit. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. 
A  Rooom  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Almachildes. 

Alma.  Though  the  fates  have  endued  roe  with  a 
pretty  kind  of  lightness,  that  I  can  laugh  at  the 
world  in  a  corner  on  *t ;  and  can  make  myself 
merry  on  fasting  nights  to  nib  out  a  supper, 
(which  were  a  precious  quality  in  a  young  format 
student,)  yet  let  the  world  know  there  is  some 
diHerence  betwixt  my  jovial  condition,  and  the 
lunary  state  of  madness.  I  am  not  quite  out  of 
my  wits.  I  know  a  bawd  from  an  aquavits 
shop,  a  strumpet  from  wild-iire,  and  a  beadle 
from  brimstone.  Now  shall  I  try  the  honesty  of 
a  great  woman  soundly.  She  reckoning  the 
duke  's  made  away,  I  '11  be  hang'd  if  I  be  not 
the  next  now.  If  I  trust  her  as  she  's  a  woman, 
let  one  of  her  long  hairs  wind  about  my  heart, 
and  be  the  end  of  me :  which  were  a  piteous  la- 


mentable tragedy,  and  might  be  entitled,  '  A 

fair  warning  uir  all  hair-bracelets.' 

Already  there  's  an  insurrection 

Among  the  people  *.  they  are  op  in  arms, 

Not  out  of  any  reason,  but  their  wills, 

Which  are  in  them  their  saints;  sweating  and 

swearing. 
Out  of  their  zeal  to  rudeness,  that  no  straneer. 
As  they  term  her,  shall  govern  over  them,  [first. 
They  say  they'll  raise  a  duke  among  themselves 

Enter  Duchess. 

Duck,  Oh,  Almachildes,  I  perceive  already 
Our  loves  are  born  to  curses.     We  Ve  beset 
By  multitudes ;  and,  which  is  worse,  I  fear  me 
Unfriended  too  of  any.    My  chief  care 
Is  for  thy  sweet  youth's  safety. 

Alma.  He  that  believes  you  not 
Goes  the  rii^bt  way  to  heaven,  o'  my  conscience. 

Duch.  There  is  no  trusting  of  'em :  they  are 
all  as  barren 
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In  pity  m  in  faith.  He  that  puti  confidence 
In  them,  dies  openly  to  t)ie  sight  of  all  men. 
Not  with  his  friends  and  neighbours  in  peace 

private ; 
But  as  his  shnme,  so  his  cold  fiirewel  i^, 
Public  and  full  of  noise.    But  keep  you  dose, 

sir, 
Not  seen  of  any,  till  I  see  the  way 
Plain  for  your  safety.     I  expect  the  coming 
Of  the  lord  governor,  whom  I  will  flatter 
With  fair  entreaties,  to  appease  their  wildness; 
And,  before  him,  take  a  great  grief  upon  roe 
For  the  duke*s  death,  his  strange  and  sudden 

loss; 
And  when  a  quiet  comes,  expect  thy  joys. 

Alma,  I  do  expect  now  to  be  made  away 
Twixt  this  and  Tuesday  night :  if  I  live  Wed- 
nesday, 
Say  I  have  been  careful,  and  shunnM  spoon- 
meat.  [Exit, 
Duck,  This  fellow  lives  too  long  after  the  deed : 
I  am  weary  of  his  sight :  he  must  die  quickly, 
Or  I've  small  hope  of  safety.     My  great  aim  is 
At  the  lord  governor's  love :  he  is  a  spirit 
Can  sway  and  countenance,  these  obey  and 

crouch. 
My  guiltiness  had  need  of  such  a  master, 
That  with  a  beck  can  suppress  multitudes. 
And  dim  misdeeds,  with  radiance  of  his  glory, 
Not  to  be  seen  with  dazzled  popular  eyes. 

Enter  the  Icrd  Governor. 

And  here  behold  him  come. 

Gov,  [Speaking  wiihinJj  Return  back  to  *em, 
Say  we  desire  'em  to  be  fnends  of  peace 
Till  they  hear  farther  from  us. 

Duch*  Oh,  my  lord, 
I  fly  unto  the  pity  of  your  nobleness, 
The  grievedst  lady  that  was  e'er  beset 
With  storms  of  sorrows,  or  wild  rage  of  people. 
Never  was  woman's  grief  for  loss  of  lord 
Dearer  than  mine  to  me. 

Gov,  There  's  no  right  done 
To  him  now,  madam,  by  wrong  done  to  yourself; 
Your  own  gowl  wisdom  may  instruct  you  so  far: 
And  for  the  people's  tumult,  (which  oft  grows 
From  liberty,  or  rankness  of  long  peace,) 
I'll  labour  to  restrain,  as  I've  begun,  madam. 

Duch.  My  thanks  and  praises  shall  ne'er  for- 
get you,  sir ; 
And,  in  time  to  come,  my  love. 

Gov,  Your  love,  sweet  madam  ? 
You  make  my  joys  too  happy.     I  did  covet 
To  be  the  fortunate  man  that  blessing  visits. 
Which  I'll  esteem  the  crown,  and  full  reward 
Of  service  present,  and  deserts  to  come. 
It  is  a  happiness  I  Ml  be  bold  to  sue  for 
When  I  have  set  a  calm  upon  these  spirits 
That  now  are  up  for  ruin. 

Duch.  Sir,  my  wishes 
Are  so  well  met  in  your's,  so  fairly  answer'd 
And  nobly  recompenced,  it  makes  me  suffer 
In  those  extremes  that  few  have  ever  felt; 


To  hold  two  passions  in  one  heart  at  oocey 
Of  gladness,  and  of  sorrow. 

Gov.  Then  as  the  olive 
Is  the  meek  ensign  of  ftiir  firuitful  peace, 
So  is  this  kiss  of  your's. 

Duch.  Love's  pow'r  be  with  you,  sir. 
Gov,  [Aside.]  How  she 's  betrayed  her !  May 
I  breathe  no  longer 
Than  to  do  virtue  service,  and  bring  forth 
The  fruits  of  noble  thoughts,  honest  and  loyal. 
This  will  be  worth  th'  observing ;  and  1 11  do  't. 

[EiU. 

Duch,  What  a  sure  happiness  confirms  joy 

to  me. 

Now  in  the  times  of  my  most  imminent  dangen? 

I  look'd  for  ruin ;  and  increase  of  bonoar 

Meets  me  auspiciously.      But  my   hopes  are 

clogg'd  now 
With  an  unworthy  weight:  there  's  the  roisfbr^ 

tune. 
What  course  shall  I  take  now  with  this  jooog 

man? 
For  he  must  be  no  hindrance.     I  have  thought 

on  't: 
I  '11  take  some  witch's  counsel  for  his  end. 
That  will  be  sur'st.  Misciiief  is  mischiePs  friend. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 
Fervando's  House. 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Febvando. 

Seb.  If  ever  you  knew  force  of  love  in  life,  sir, 
Give  to  mine  pity. 

Fer,  You  do  ill  to  doubt  me. 
Seb.  I  could  make  bold  with  no  friend  seem- 
lier. 
Than  with  yourself,  because  you  were  in  presence 
At  our  vow-making. 

Fer,  I  'm  a  witness  to  't.  [ing 

Se6.  Then  you  best  understand  of  all  men  liv- 

This  is  no  wrong  I  offer,  no  abuse 

Either  to  faith  or  friendship ;  for  we  're  register'd 

Husband  and  wife  in  heaven,  tho'  there  waats 

that 
Which  oflen  keeps  licentious  man  in  awe 
From  starting  from  their  wedlocks,  the  knot 

public. 
'Tis  in  our  souls  knit  fast;   and  how  more  pre- 
cious 
The  soul  is  than  the  body,  so  much  judge 
The  sacred  and  celestial  tie  within  us, 
More  than  the  outward  forno,  which  calls  bat 

witness 
Here  upon  earth,  to  what  is  done  in  heaven : 
Tho'  I  must  needs  confess  the  least  is  honorable; 
As  an  ambassador  sent  from  a  king 
Has  honor  by  th'  employment,  yet  there 's  greater 
Dwells  in  the  king  that  sent  him :  so  in  this. 
Fer,  I  approve  all  you  speak ;  and  will  ap- 
pear to  you 
A  faithful  pitying  friend. 
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Enter  Florida. 

Seh.  Look,  there  is  she,  sir. 
One  good  for  nothing  but  to  make  use  of; 
And  I  'm  constrained  to  employ  her  to  make  all  I 

things 
Plain,  easy,  and  probable :  for  when  she  comes 
And  finds  one  here  that  claims  him,  as  I  *ve 

taught 
Both  this  to  do 't,  and  he  to  compound  with  her, 
Twill  stir  belief  the  more  of  such  a  business. 
Fer.  I  praise  the  carriage  well. 
Seb.  Hark  you,  sweet  mistress ; 
I  shall  do  you  a  simple  turn  in  this ; 
For  she  disgrac'd  thus,  you  are  up  in  favour 
For  ever,  with  her  husband. 
Flo.  That  *s  my  hope,  sir, 
I  would  not  take  the  pains  else.    Have  you  the 

keys 
Of  the  garden-side,  that  I  may  get  betimes  in, 
Closely,  and  take  her  lodging? 

Seb.  Yes,  I  have  thought  upon  you : 
Here  be  the  keys. 

Flo.  Marry,  and  thanks,  sweet  sir, 
Set  me  to  work  so  still. 

Seb.  Your  joys  are  false  ones,  [Aside. 

You  're  like  to  lie  alone.    You  *11  be  deceiv'd 
O'  th*  bed-fellow  you  look  for ;  else  my  purpose 
Were  in  an  ill  case:   he  's  on  his  fortnight's 

journey. 
You  Ml  find  cold  comfort  there.  A  dream  will  be 
Even  the  best  market  you  can  make  to  night. — 
She  '11  not  be  long  now :  you  may  lose  no  time 

neither, 
If  she  but  take  you  at  the  door,  'tis  enough. 
When  a  suspect  doth  catch  once,  it  bums  mainly. 
There  may  you  end  your  business,  and  as  cun- 
ningly 
As  if  you  were  i'  th'  chamber,  if  you  please 
To  use  but  the  same  art. 

Flo.  What  need  you  urge  that 
Which  comes  so  naturally  I  cannot  miss  on  't  ? 
What  makes  the  devil  so  greedy  of  a  soul 
But  'cause  he  has  lost  bis  own,  to  all  joys  lost? 
So  'tis  our  trade  to  set  snares  for  other  women 
^Cause  we  were  once  caught  ourselves.     [Exit, 

Seb.  A  sweet  allusion : 
liell  and  a  whore  it  seems  are  partners  then 
In  one  ambition  :   yet  thou  'rt  here  deceiv'd 

now. 
Thou  canst  set  none  to  hurt,  or  wrong  her  ho- 
nour; 
It  rather  makes  it  perfect.     Best  of  friends 
That  ever  love's  extremities  were  bless'd  with, 
I   feel  mine  arms   with   thee  ;    and  call  my 

peace 
The  offspring  of  thy  friendship.    I  will  think 
This  night  my  wedding-nighl ;  and  with  a  joy 
As  reverend  as  religion  can  make  man's, 
I  will  embrace  this  blessing.     Honest  actions 
Are  laws  unto  tliemselves,  and  that  good  fear 
Which  is  in  others  forc'd  ^rows  kindly  there. 

iKnockitig  at  the  door. 


Ffr.  Hark,  hark !   one  knocks.     Away,  sir: 
'tis  she  certainly ; 
It  sounds  much  like  a  jealous  woman's  'larum. 

[Exit  Sebastian. 

Enter  Isabella. 

ha.  By  your  leave,  sir. 

Fer,  You  're  welcome,  gentlewoman. 

lia.  Our  ladyship  then  stands  us  in  no  stead 

now.  [Aside. 

One  word  in  private,  sir.  [Wh'uperi, 

Fer.  No,  surely  forsooth, 
There 's  no  such  here,  you  have  mistook  the  boose. 

Isa,  Oh,  sir,  that  have  I  not.  Excuse  me  there ; 
I  come  not  with  such  ignorance :  think  not  so, 

sir. 
'Twas  told  me  at  the  entering  of  your  house  here 
By  one  that  knows  him  too  well. 

Fer.  Who  should  that  be  ? 

ha.  Nay,  sir,  betraying  is  not  my  profession ; 
But  here  I  know  he  is ;  and  I  presume 
He  would  give  me  admittance,  if  he  knew  on  't, 
As  one  on  's  nearest  friends. 

Fer.  You  're  not  his  wife,  forsooth  ? 

Isa.  Yes,  by  my  faith,  am  I. 

Fer.  'Cry  you  mercy  then  lady. 

ha.  She  goes  here  by  the  name  on  's  wife : 
good  stuff! 
But  the  bold  strumpet  never  told  me  that. 

Fer.  We  are  so  oft  deceiv'd  that  let  our  lod- 

We  know  not  whom  to  trust ;  'tis  such  a  world. 
There  are  so  many  odd  tricks  now-a-days 
Put  upon  housekeepers. 

Isa.  Why,  do  you  think  I'd  wrong 
You,  or  the  reputation  of  your  house? 
'Pray  show  me  the  way  to  him. 

Fer.  He  's  asleep,  lady. 
The  curtains  drawn  about  him. 

Isa.  Well,  well,  sir ; 
I  '11  have  that  care,  I'll  not  disease  him  much. 
Tread  you  but  lightly.    Ob,  of  what  gross  false- 
hood 
Is  man's  heart  made  of!  Had  my  first  love  liv'd 
And  return'd  safe,  he  would  have  been  a  light 
To  all  men's  actions,  his  faith  shin*d  so  bright.  , 

Enter  Sebastian. 


Seb.  I  cannot  so  deceive  her ;  'twere  too  sin- 

fiil: 
There  's  more  religion  in  my  love  than  so. 
It  is  not  treacherous  lust  that  gives  content 
To  an  honest  mind:  and  this  could  prove  no 

better. 
Were  it  in  me  a  part  of  manly  justice, 
That  have  sought  strange  hard  means  to  keep 

her  chaste 
To  her  first  vow,  and  1 1'  abuse  her  first  ? 
Better  I  never  new  what  comfort  were 
In  woman*s  love,  than  wickedly  to  know  it. 
What  could  the  falsehood  of  one  night  avail  him 
That  mubt  enjoy  for  ever,  or  he  's  lost  ? 
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^is  the  way  rather  to  draw  hate  upon  me, 
For,  known,  'tis  as  impossible  she  should  love  me, 
As  youth,  in  health,  to  dote  upon  a  grief; 
Or  one  that 's  robb*d  and  bound,  t'  affect  a  thief. 
No,  he  that  would  soul's  sacred  comfort  win. 
Must  burn  in  pure  love,  like  a  seraphin. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Ita.  Celio! 

Seb,  Sweet  madam  ? 

Ita,  Thou  hast  deluded  me : 
There  's  nobody. 

Seb.  How?  I  wonder.he  would  miss,  madam. 
Having  appointed  too.    HTwere  a  strange  good- 
ness 
If  heaven  should  turn  his  heart  now  by  the  way. 

I$a,  Oh,  never,  Celio ! 

Seb.  Yes,  I  've  known  the  like. 
Man  is  not  at  his  own  disposing,  madam : 
The  bless'd  powers  have  provided  better  for  liira. 
Or  he  were  miserable.     He  may  come  yet ; 
n?is  early,  madam  ;  if  you  would  be  pleased 
'To  embrace  my  counsel,  you  should  see  this 

night  over. 
Since  you  've  bestow'd  these  pains. 

Isa.  I  intend  so. 

Seb,  That  strumpet  would  be  found ;  else  she 
should  go. 
I  curse  the  time  now  I  did  e*er  make  use 
Of  such  a  plague.    Sin  knows  not  what  it  does. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  Anton  io*s  Houses  with  a  Gallery 

above. 

Enter  Franc isca  aborre, 

Fran,  'Tis  now  my  brother's  time;  even  much 
about  it: 
For  tho*  he  dissembled  a  whole  fortnight's  ab- 
sence, 
He  comes  again  to-night.    'Twas  so  agreed 
Before  he  went.    I  must  bestir  my  wits  now. 
To  catch  this  sister  of  mine,  and  bring  her  name 
To  some  disgrace  first,  to  preserve  mine  own. 
There  's  profit  in  that  cunning.     She  cast  off 
My  company  betimes  to-night,  by  tricks  and 

slights ; 
And  I  was  well  contented.    I  'm  resolv*d 
There  's  no  hate  lost  between  us :  for  I  know 
She  does  not  love  me  now  ;  but  painfully, 
Like  one  that 's  forc'd  to  smile  upon  a  grief. 
To  bring  some  purpose  forward :  and  I'll  pay  her 
In  her  own  metal.    They  're  now  all  at  rest. 
And  Caspar  there  and  all,  (list !)  fast  asleep : 
He  cries  it  hither.     I  must  disease  you  straight, 

sir. 
For  the  maid-servants,  and  the  girls  o'  th'  house, 
I  spic'd  them  lately  \%iih  a  drowsy  posset; 
They  will  not  hear  u»  haste. — My  brother's  come. 
Oh;  where 's  this  key  now  for  him?  Here  'tis, hap- 
pily: 


But  I  must  wake  him  first.    Why  Caspar,  Gas- 
par ! 
,  Gas,  [within,]^  What  a  pox  gasp  yoo  for? 
Fran.  Now  I '11  throw 't  down. 
Gm.  Who  's  that  call'd  me  now  ?  SoiBebody 

caird  Caspar? 
Frmi,  Oh,  up,  as  thoa  'rt  an  hooest  feiknr, 

Caspar. 
Ga$.  I  shall  not' rise  to-night  tlien.    What  *s 
the  matter? 
Who 's  that  ?  Young  mistress^ 

Fran,  Aye :  Up,  up,  sweet  Ciispar ! 
My  sister  hath  both  knock'd  and  cali'd  thishouri 
And  not  a  maid  will  stir. 

Gat,  They  'U  stir  enough,  sometiiDes. 
Fran,  Hark,  hark  agaio !   Caspar,  oh  ma; 
»  run,  pr'y  tliee  f 

Gat,  Cive  me  leave  to  clotlie  myscK 
Fran.  Stand'st  upon  clothing 
In  an  extremity  ?  Hark,  hark  again  ! 
She  may  be  dead  ere  thou  com*st.      Oh,  in 

quickly ! r- 

He  's  gone :  he  cannot  choose  but  be  took  now, 
Or  met  in  his  retuni :  that  will  be  enough. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Brother !  here  take  this  light. 
Ani.  My  careful  sister. 
Fran.  Look  first  in  his  own  lodging  ere  joa 
enter. 
[Antonio  exUf  and  reenter  behm. 
Ant.  Oh,  abused  confidence !  there 's  nothiag 
of  him. 
But  what  betrays  him  more. 
Fran,  Then  tis  too  true,  brother. 
Aut.  I  '11  make  base  lust  a  terrible  example. 
No  villainy  e'er  paid  dearer. 
Fran,  Help!  hold, sir. 
Ant,  I  'm  deaf  to  all  humanity.  [Eiit, 

Fran.  List,  list ! 

A  strange  and  sudden  silence  after  all. 
I  trust  he  's  spoil'd  'em  both :  too  dear  a  happi- 
ness ! 
Oby  how  I  tremble  between  doubts  and  joys ! 

Re-enter  Antonio  beloa. 

Ant,  There  perish  both ;  down  to  the  house 

of  fiilsehood 
Where  perjuroBS  wedlock  weeps.  Oh,  peijiirooi 

woman, 
She  'd  took  the  innocence  of  sleep  opon  her 
At  my  approach,  and  would  not  see  me  come. 
As  it  she'd  Iain  there  like  a  harmless  sool 
And  never  dreamt  of  mischief.     What 's  all  this 

now?. 
I  feel  no  ease ;  the  burthen's  not  yet  off 
So  long  as  the  abuse  sticks  in  my  knowledge. 
Oh,  'tis  a  pain  of  hell,  to  know  one's  shame ! 
Had  it  been  hid  and  done,  it  had  been  done  happy ; 
For  he  that 's  ignorant  lives  lon^  and  merry. 
Fran.  I  sliall  know  all,  now. — Brother! 
Ant.  Come  down  quickly;  for  I  must  kill  thee 

too. 
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Fran,  Me? 
Ant,  Stay  not  long : 
li  thou  desir'st  to  die  with  little  pain, 
Make  haste,  I'd  wish  thee,  and  come  willingly. 
It*  I  be  forced  to  come,  I  shall  be  cruel 
Above  a  man  to  thee. 

Fran,  Why,  sir  !  why,  brother! 
Ant,  Talk  to  thy  soul',  if  thou  wilt  talk  at  all: 
To  me  thou  Vt  lost  for  ever. 

Fran,  This  is  fearful  in  you  ! 
Beyond  all  reason,  brother :  would  you  thus 
Reward  me  for  my  care  and  truth  shown  to  you  ? 
Ant.  A  curse  upon  'em  both,  and  thee  for 
company  I 
'Tis  that  too  diligent  thankless  care  of  thine 
Makes  me  a  munlerer,  and  that  ruins  truth 
That  lights  me  to  the  knowledge  of  my  shame. 
Iladst  tiiou  been  secret,  then  had  I  been  happy. 
And  had  a  hope,  like  man,  of  joys  to  conie. 
IMow  here  I  stand,  a  shame  to  my  creation ; 
And,  which  is  heavier  than  all  torments  to  me. 
The  understanding  of  this  base  adultery, 
And  that  thou  told'st  me  first,  which  thou  de- 

serv'st 
Death  worthily  for. 

Fran,  If  that  be  the  worst,  hold,  sir ! 
Hold,   brother!    I  cau  ease  your  conscience 

straight; 
By  my  soul's  hope  I  can  1  There 's  no  such  thing. 
Ant,  How? 

Fran,  ^less  me  but  with  life,  I  '11  tell  you  all. 
Your  bed  was  never  wroug'd. 
Ant,  What?  never  wroiig'd ? 
Fran,  I  nsk  but  mercy,  as  I  deal  with  truth 
now. 
Twas  only  my  deceit,  my  plot  and  cunning. 
To  bring  disc;race  upon  her,  by  that  means. 
To  keep  mine  own  hid,  which  none  knew  but 

slie. 
To  speak  troth,  I  had  a  child  by  Aberzanes,  sir. 


Ant,  How  I  Aberzanes  ? 

Fran,  And  my  mother's  letter 
Was  counterfeited,  to  get  time  and  place 
For  my  delhrery. 

Ant,  Oh,  my  wrath  's  redoubled  ! 

Fran,  At  my  return,  she  could  speak  all  my 
folly. 
And  blam*d  me,  with  good  counsel.     I,  for  fear 
It  should  be  made  known,  thus  rewarded  her. 
Wrought  you  into  suspicion  without  causey 
And  at  your  coming  raised  up  Caspar  suddenly, 
Sent  him  but  in  before  you,  by  a  falsehood ; 
Which  to  your  kindled  Jealousy,  I  knew. 
Would  add  enough.     What  's  now  confess'd  is 
true. 

Ant,  The  more  I  hear,  the  worse  it  fares  with 

me. 

I  ha'  kiird  *em  now  for  nothing :  yet  the  shame 

Follows  my  blood  still.  Once  more,  come  down  ! 

Look  you,  my  sword  goes  up.    Call  Hermio  to 

me: 
Let  the  new  man  alone :  he  MI  wake  too  soon 
To  find  his  mistress  dead,  and  lose  a  service. 

[  Exit  FUAKCISCA. 

Already  the  day  breaks  upon  my  guiJt : 

Enter  Hermio. 

I  roust  be  brief,  and  sadden. — ^Hermio ! 

Her,  Sir. 

Ant,  Run ;  knock  up  Aberzanes  speedily ! 
Say  I  desire  his  company  this  morning 
To  yonder  horse-race,  tell  him. — ^That  will  fetch 

him. 

Oh,  bark  you,  by  the  way \Whisper$. 

Her,  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  Use  speed  now, 
Or  I  will  ne'er  use  thee  more ;  and  perhaps 
I  speak  in  a  right  hour.    My  grief  overflows ; 
I  must  in  private  go,  and  vent  my  woes.  [Exeuntt 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L 
A  Room  in  Antonio's  House, 

Enter  *  Antonio  and  Aberzanes. 

Ant.  You  We  welcome,  sir. 
Ab,  I  think  I  'm  worthy  on  't ; 
For  lookyou,  sir,  I  come  untrust,  in  troth. 
Ant,  The  more  's  the  pity,  (honester  men  go 
to  't,) 
That  slaves  should  'scape  it«    What  blade  have 
you  eot  there  ? 
Ab,  Nay,  I  know  not  that,  sir.    I  am  not  ac- 


quainted greatly  with  the  blade.  I  am  sure  'tis 
a  good  scabbard,  and  that  satisfies  me. 

Ant,  Tis  long  enough  indeed,  if  that  be  good. 

Ab,  1  love  to  wear  a  long  weapon ;  'tis  a  thing 
commendable. 

Ant.  I  pray,  draw  it,  sir. 

Ab,  It  is  not  to  be  drawn. 

Ant.  Not  to  be  drawn  ? 

Ab,  1  do  not  care  to  see  't :  to  tell  you  troth, 
sir,  'tis  only  a  holiday  thing,  to  wear  by  a  man's 
side.  [to  navel. 

Ant.  Draw  it,  or  I  *\\  rip  thee  down  from  neck 
Tho'  there  's  small  glory  in  't. 


*  The  MS.  reads  *  Sebastian^'  which  nunc  is  also  prefixed  to  the  two  first  speeches  of  Antonio. 
VOL.  Ill,  4  F 
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Ab.  Are  you  in  earnest,  sir? 
Ant.  I  Ml  tell  thee  that  anon. 
Ab.  Why,  wbnt  *&  the  matter,  sir? 
Ant.  What  a  base  misery  is  this  in  life  now  ! 
I'his  slave  liad  so  much  daring  courage  in  him. 
To  act  a  sin  would  shame  whole  generations. 
But  huth  not  so  much  honest  strength  about  bim 
To  draw  a  sword  in  way  of  satisfaction ; 
This  shows  thy  great  guilt,  that  thou  dar'st  not 
fight. 
Ab.  Yes,  I  dare  fight,  sir,  in  an  honest  cause. 
Ant,  Why,  come  then,  slave,  thou'st  made  my 

sister  a  whore. 
Ab.  Prove  that  an  honest  cause,  and  I  *l\  be 

hang*d. 
Ant.  So  many  starting  holes?  Can  I  light  no 
way? 
Go  to;  you  shall  have  your  wish,  all  honest  play. 

Enter  Francisca. 

Come  forth  thou  fruitful  wickedness ;  thou  seed 
Of  shame  and  murder:  take  to  thee  in  wedlock 
Bareness  and  cowardice ;  a  fit  match  for  thee. 
Come,  sir,  along  with  me. 

Ab.  'Las,  what  to  do? 
I  am  too  young  t6  take  a  wife,  in  troth. 

Ant.  But  old  enough  to  make  a  strumpet  tho*. 
You*d  fain  get  all  your  children  beforehand, 
And  marry,  when  ^ou  Ve  done:  that 's a  strange 

course,  sir. 
This  woman  I  bestow  on  thee.     What  dost  thou 
say? 
Ab,  1  would  I  had  such  another  to  bestow  on 

you,  sir. 
Ant.    Uncharitable  slave !    Dog,  coward  as 
thou  art. 
To  wish  a  plague  so  great  as  thine,  to  any  ! 
Ab.  To  my  friend,  sir,  where  I  think  I  may  be 

bold. 
Ant.  Down ;  and  do  't  solemnly.     Contract 
yourselves 
With  truth  and  zeal,  or  ne'er  rise  up  again. 
I  will  not  have  her  die  i'  th'  state  of  strumpet, 
Tho'  she  look  pride  to  live  one. — Hermio,  the 
wine ! 

Enter  Hermio  zcith  a  cup. 

Her.  'Tis  here,  sir :  'troth,  I  wonder  at  some 
things; 
But  I  'II  keep  honest.  [Ejit. 

Ant.  $0  here  *s  to  you  both  now,       [Drinks. 
And  to  your  joys,  if 't  be  your  luck  to  iind  'cm  : 
I  tell  you,  you  must  weep  hard,  if  you  do. 
Divide  it  'twixt  you  both.     You  shall  not  need 
A  strong  bill  of  divorcement  after  that 
If  you  mislike  your  bargain.     Go,  get  in  now  ! 
Kneel  and  pray  heartily  to  get  forgiveness 
Of  those  two  bouls  whose  bodies  thou  bast  mur- 
dered. 

[Exeunt  Aberzanks  and  Francisca. 
Spread,  subtle  poison  !  Now  my  shame  in  her 
Will  die  when  I  die:  there  *s  some  comfort  yet. 
I  do  but  think  how  each  man*s  punishment 


Proves  still  a  kind  of  justice  to  himself. 
I  was  the  man  that  told  this  innocent  gentle- 
woman 
(Whom  I  did  falsely  wed  and  falsely  kill) 
That  he  that  was  her  husband  first  by  contract. 
Was  slain  i*  th'  field :  and  he  's  known  yet  ta 

live. 
So  did  [I]  cruelly  beguile  his  heart. 
For  which  I  'm  well  rewarded  :  so  is  Caspar, 
Who,  to  befriend  my  love,  swore  fearful  oaths 
He  saw  the  last  breath  fiie  from  him.     I  see  now 
'Tis  a  thing  dreadful  t'  abuse  holy  vows, 
And  falls  most  weighty. 

Enter  Hermio. 

Her.  Take  comfort,  sir : 
You  're  guilty  of  no  death :  they  're  only  hurt. 
And  that  not  mortally. 

Ant,  Thou  breath'st  untruths. 

Her.  Speak,  Caspar,  for  me  then. 

Enter  Gaspabo. 

Gai.  Your  unjust  rage,  sir. 
Has  hurt  me  without  cause. 

Ant.  Tis  chang*d  to  grief  for  *t. 
How  fibres  my  wife  ? 

Gas.  No  doubt,  sir,  she  fieu'es  well, 
For  she  ne'er  felt  your  fury.    The  poor  sinner 
1  bat  hath  this  seven  year  kept  herself  sound  for 

you, 
*Ti8  your  luck  to  bring  her  into  th'  surgeon's 

hands  now. 

Ant.  Florida! 

Gas,  She :  I  know  no  other,  sir. 

You  were  ne'er  at  charge  yet  but  with  one  ligbt- 

horse. 

Ant.  Why,  where 's  your  lady  ?    Where 's  my 

wife  to  night  then  ? 

Gas.  Nay,  ask  not  me,  sir.    Your  struck  doe 

within 

Tells  a  strange  tale  of  bet. 

Ant.  This  is  unsufferablc ! 

Never  had  man  such  means  to  make  him  road. 

Oh,  that  the  poison  would  but  spare  my  life 

Till  I  had  found  her  out ! 

Her.  Your  wish  is  granted,  sir. 

Upon  the  faithfulness  of  a  pitying  servant, 

I  gave  you  none  at  all ;  my  heart  was  kinder. 

Let  not  conceit  ribuse  you :  you  *re  as  healtliful, 

For  any  drug,  as  life  yet  ever  found  you. 

Ant.  Why  here  's  a  happiness  wipes  of  mighty 

sorrows. 

The  benefit  of  ever-pleasing  service 

Bless  thy  profession  I 

Enter  Lord  Governor, 

Oh,  my  worthy  lord, 

I  've  an  ill  bargain :  never  man  bad  worse. 
The  woman  that,  unworthy,  wears  your  blood 
To  countenance  sin  in  her;   your  niece,  she  's 
false. 

Gov.  False! 

Ant,  Impudent,  adulterous.  • 
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Enter  Florida. 

G<rD,  You  're  too  loud, 
And  grow  too  bold  too  with  her  virtuous  meek- 
ness; 
Who  dare  accuse  her? 

Flo.  Here  's  one  dare  and  can. 
She  lies  this  night  with  Celio  her  own  servant. 
The  place,  Femando's  house. 

Gov.  Thou  dost  amaze  us. 

Ant,  V/hy,  here  's  but  lust  translated  from 
one  baseness 
Into  another.  Here  I  thought  to  bave  caught *em, 
But  'lighted  wrong,  bj  false  intelligent, 
And  made  me  hurt  the  innocent.     But  now 
I  '11  make  my  revenge  dreadfuller  than  a  tempest; 
An  army  should  not  stop  me,  or  a  sea 
Divide  'em  from  my  revenge.  [Exit. 

Gov.  I  '11  not  speak 
To  have  her  spared,  if  she  be  base  and  guilty : 
If  otherwise,  heaven  will  not  see  her  wrong'd ; 
I  need  not  take  care  for  her. — Let  that  woman 
Be  carefully  look'd  to,  (both  for  health  and  sure- 

ness,) 
It  is  not  that  mistaken  wound  thou  wear'st, 
Shall  be  thy  privilege. 

Flo.  You  cannot  torture  me 
Worse  than  the  surgeon  does :  so  long  I  care  not 

[SAe  is  carried  off. 

Gov.  ^  If  she  be  adulterous  I  will  never  trust 
Virtues  in  women ;  they  're  but  veils  for  lust. 

[Exit. 

Her.  To  what  a  lasting  ruin  mischief  runs  ! 
I  had  thought  I  had  well  and  happily  ended  all, 
In  keeping  back  the  poison  ;  and  new  rage  now 
Spreads  a  worse  venoui.     My  poor  lady  grieves 

me: 
nris  strange  to  me  thit  her  sweet  seeming  virtues 
Should  be  so  meanly  overtook  with  Celio, 
A  servant :  'tis  not  possible. 

Enter  Isabella  and  Sebastian. 

Isa.  Good  morrow,  Hermio  : 
My  sister  stirring  yet  ? 

Her.  How  ?  Stirring,  forsooth ! 
Here  has  been  simple  stirring.   Are  you  not  hurt, 

madam  ? 
'Pray  speak ;  we  have  a  surgeon  ready. 

ha.  How  ?  A  surgeon  ? 

Her.  Hath  been  at  work  these  five  hours. 

Isa.  How  he  talks ! 

Her.  Did  you  not  meet  my  master  ? 

Isa,  How  ?  ^roiir  master?  Why,  came  he  home 
to-night  ? 

Her.  Then  know  you  nothing,  madam  ? 
Please  you  but  walk  in ;  you  shall  .hear  strange 
business. 


Isa,  [to  Seb.]  I  'ra  much  behjlding  to  your 

truth  now ;  am  I  not  ? 

You  've  serv'd  me  fair:  my  credit  '«  stain'd  for 

ever. [Exeunt  Isabella  and  liERMio. 

Seb.  This  is  the  wicked'st  fortune  that  e'er 

blew. 

We  *re  both  undone,  for  nothjng.    There  's  no 

way 
Flatters  recovery  now :  the  thing  's  so  gross. 
Her  disgrace  grieves  me  more  than  a  life's  loss. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Witches*  Habitation. 

Enter  Duchess,  Heccate,  Firestone. 

Hec.  What  death  is  't  you  desire  for  Alma* 
childes  ? 

Duch,  A  sudden  and  a  subtle. 

Hec.  Then  I  \e  fitted  you. 
Here  lie  the  gifts  of  both ;  sudden  and  subtle ; 
His  picture  made  in  wax,  and  gently  molten 
By  a  blue  fire,  kindled  with  dead  men's  eyes. 
Will  waste  him  by  degrees. 

Duch.  In  what  time,  pr'vthee? 

Hec.  Perhaps  in  a  month's  progress. 

DucA.  What?  A  month? 
Out  upon  pictures !  If  they  be  so  tedious. 
Give  me  things  with  some  life. 

Hec.  Then  seek  no  farther. 

Duch.  This  roust  be  done  with  speed,  di^ 
patched  this  night. 
If  it  may,  possible. 

Hec.  I  have  it  for  you : 
Here 's  that  will  do 't.  Stay  but  perfection's  time. 
And  that 's  not  five  hours  hence. 

Duch.  Can'st  thou  do  this? 

Hec.  Can  I  ? 

Duch,  I  mean,  so  closely. 

Hec.  So  closely  do  you  mean  too? 

Duch.  So  artfully,  so  cunningly. 

Hec.  Worse  and  worse ;  doubts  and  incredu* 
lities, 
They  make  me  mad.    Let  scrupulous  creatures 
know, 

Cum  voluif  ripis  ipsis  mirantibus,  amnes 
Infontes  rediere  suos :  concussaque  sisto, 
Stantia  concutio  cantufreta  ;  tiubila  pello, 
Nubilague  induco :  ventos  abigoque  vocoque. 
Vipereas  rumpo  verbis  ct  carmine  fauces ; 
Et  silvas  moTeOfjubeoque  tremiscerc  montes, 
Et  mugire  solum,  manesque  ejfire  sepulchres, 
Te  guoque  luna  tralu). 

Can  you  doubt  me  then,  daughter  ? 

That  can   make  mountains  tremble,  miles  of 

woods  walk ; 
Whole  earth's  foundations  bellow,  and  the  spirits 


'  In  the  MS.  these  two  lines  arc  part  of  Florida's  speech  >  they,  however,  certainly  belong  to  the 
governor. 
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Of  the  entomb'd  to  burst  out  from  their  marbles; 
Nay»  draw  yon  moon  to  my  involved  designs  ? 

Fire.  I  know  as  well  as  can  be  when  roy  mo- 
ther's mad,  and  our  great  cat  an^y;  for  one 
spits  French  then,  and  th'  other  spits  Latin. 
Duck,  I  did  not  doubt  you,  mother. 
Hec,  No  ?  what  did  you  ? 
My  power  *s  so  firm,  it  is  not  to  be  questioned. 
Duch.  Forgive  what 's  past :  and  now  I  know 
th'  offensiveness 
That  veies  art,  I  'II  shuu  th'  occasion  ever. 
Hec.  Leave  all  to  me  and  my  five  aisters, 
daughter. 
It  shall  be  conveyed  in  at  howlet-time. 
Take  you  no  care.     My  spirits  know  their  mo- 
ments; 
Raven  or  scritch-owl  never  fly  by  th*  door. 
But  they  call  in,  (I  thank  'em,)  and  they  lose  not 

by  't. 
J  give  'em  barley  soak'd  in  infants'  blood : 
They  shall  have  semina  cum  sanguine^ 
Their  gorge  cramm'd  full,  if  they  come  once  to 

our  house : 
We  are  no  niggard.  [Exit  Duchest, 

Fire.  They  fare  but  too  well  when  they  come 
hither.  They  ate  up  as  much  t'  other  night  as 
would  have  made  me  a  good  conscionable  pud- 
ding. 

Hec,  Give  me  some  lizard's  brain :  quickly. 
Fire-stone ! 
Where  's  grannam  Stadlia,  and  all  the  rest  o'  th' 
sisters  ? 
Fire.  All  at  hand,  forsooth. 
Hec.  Give  me  marmaritin;  some  bear^breech. 

When  ? 
Fire.  Here  's  bear-breech  and  lizard's  brain, 

forsooth. 
Hec,  Into  the  vessel ; 
And  tetch  three  ounces  of  the  red-hair'd  girl 
J  kill'd  Inst  midnight. 

Fire.  Whereabouts,  sweet  mother? 

Hec.  Hip;  hip  or  flank.     Where  is  the  aco^ 

pus? 
Fire.  You  shall  have  ncopus,  forsooth. 
Hec.  Stir,  stir  about ;  whilst  I  begin  the  charm. 

A' CHARM  SONG. 

The  Witches  going  about  the  Cauldron, 

Black  spirits,  and  white;  red  spirits,  and  gray; 
JVlingle,  min'ile,  mingle,  you  thai:  mingle  may. 

Titty,  Tiffin,  keep  it  stiff  in  ; 

Firedrake,  PuckfV,  make  it  lucky ; 

Linrd)  Robin,  you  must  bob  in. 
Round,  around,  around,  about,  about; 
Ail  ill  conzr  runninc;  in  ;  all  good  keep  out ! 

1st  Witch.  Kerens  the  blood  of  a  bat. 

Hec.  Put  ill  that;  oh,  put  in  that. 

2rf  Witch.  Here  's  libbardVbane, 

Hec.  Put  in  again. 

1st  Witch.  The  juice  of  toad  ;  the  oil  of  adder. 

2d  Witch.  Those  will  make  the  yonker  mad- 
der. 


Hec.  Put  in  :    There  's   all,   and   rid   the 

stench. 
Fire.  Nay,  hercf  's  three  ounces  of  the  red- 
hair'd  w^nch. 
All,  Round,  around,  around,  &c 
Hec,    See,    see,  enough :    into    the    vessel 
with  it. 
There ;  't  hath  the  true  perfection.     I  'm  so 

light 
At  any  mischief:  there  's  no  villainy 
But  is  a  tune,  methinks. 

Fire.  A  tune!  ^Tis  to  the  tune  of  damnation 
then.  I  warrant  you  that  song  hatb  a  villainous 
burthen. 

Hec.  Come,  my  sweet  sisters;    let  the  air 
strike  our  tune. 
Whilst  we  show  reverence  to  yond  peeping  moon. 
[The  Witches  dance,  and  then  exeunt. 

SCENE  ra. 

A  Room  in  the  Govcmor^s  Houie. 

Enter  Lord  Governor,  Isabella,  Sebastian, 
Florida,  Francisca  Abebzanes,  Gasparo. 

Isa.  My  lord,  I  have  given  yoo  nothing  bat 
the  truth 
Of  a  most  plain  and  innocent  intent. 
My  wrongs  being  so  apparent  in  this  woman, 
(A  creature  that  robs  wedlock  of  all  comfort. 
Where'er  she  fastens,)  I  could  do  no  less 
But  seek  means  privately  to  shame  bis  folly. 
No  farther  reach'd  my  malice ;  and  it  glads  me 
That  none  but  my  base  iujurer  is  found 
To  be  my  fieilse  accuser. 
Gov.  This  is  strance 
X  hat  he  should  give  the  wrongs,  yet  seek  revenge. 
But,  sirrah,  you;  you  are  acciis'd  here  doubly: 
First  by  your  lady  for  a  false  mtelligence 
That  caused  her  absence,  which  much  hurts  her 

name, 
Tho'  her  intents  were  blameless :  next  by  this 

wofnan. 
For  an  adulterous  design  and  plot 
Practis'd  between  you  to  entrap  her  honour. 
Whilst  she,  for  her  hire,  should  enjoy  her  hus- 
band. 
Your  answer* 

Seb.  Part  of  this  is  truth,  my  lord. 
To  which  I  am  guilty  in  a  rash  intent, 
But  clear  in  act ;  and  she  most  dear  in  both, 
Not  sanctity  more  spotless. 

Enter  Hermio. 

Her.  Oh,  my  lord  ! 

Gap.  What  news  breaks  there? 

Her.  Of  strange  distraction  : 
Here  stands  the  lady,  that  within  this  hour 
Was  made  a  widow. 

Gov.  How  ? 

Her.  Your  niece,  my  lord. 
A  fearful  unexpected  accident 


MiDDLETON.] 


THE  WITCH. 


59T 


Brought  death  to  meet  his  fury :  for,  ray  lord, 
Entering  Fernando's  house,  like  a  rais*d  tempest, 
Which  nothing  heeds  bat  its  own  violent  rage, 
Blinded  with  vtjQxth  and  jealousy,  which  scorn 

guides, 
From  a  false  trap-door  fell  into  a  depth 
Exceeds  a  temple's  height ;  which  takes  into  it 
Part  of  the  dungeon  that  falls  threescore  fathom 
Under  Uie  castle. 

Gov.  Oh  you  seed  of  lost ! 
Wrongs,  and  revenges  wrongful,  with  what  ter- 
rors 
You  do  present  yourselves  to  wretched  man 
When  his  soul  least  expects  you. 

Isa.  I  forgive  him 
All  his  wrongs  now,  and  sign  it  with  my  pity. 

Flo.  Oh,  my  sweet  servant !  [Saoom. 

Gov,  Look  to  yond  light  mistress. 

Gas,  She  's  in  a  swoon,  my  lord. 

Gov,  Convey  her  hence. 
.  It  is  a  sight  would  grieve  a  modest  eye 
To  see  a  strumpet*s  soul  sunk  into  passion 
For  him  that  was  the  husband  of  another.-^ — 
Yet  ail  this  clears  not  you.  [To  Sebastian. 

Seb.  [Discovering  himself.^  Thanks  to  heav*n 
That  I  am  now  of  age  to  clear  myself  then  ! 

Gov,  Sebastian ! 

Seb,  The  same,  much  wrong'd,  sir. 

Isa,  Am  I  certain 
Of  what  mine  eye  takes  joy  to  look  upon? 

iSe6.  Your  service  cannot  alter  me  from  know- 
ledge : 
I  am  your  servant  ever. 

Gov.  Welcome  to  life,  sir ! 
Caspar,  thou  swor^st  his  death. 

Gas,  I  did  indeed,  my  lord, 
And  have  been  since  well  paid  for  *t :  one  for- 
sworn mouth 
Hath  got  me  two  or  iiiree  more  here. 

[Showing  his  wounds, 

Seb.  I  was  dead,  sir. 
Both  to  my  joys,  and  all  men's  understanding. 
Till  this  ray  hour  of  life ;  for  't  was  my  fortune 
To  make  the  first  of  my  return  to  Urbm 
A  witness  to  that  marriage :  since  which  time, 
I  *ve  walk'd  beneath  myself,  and  all  my  comforts, 
Like  one  in  earth  whose  joys  are  laid  above : 
And  tho*  it  had  been  offence  small  in  me 
To  enjoy  mine  own,  I  left  her  pure  and  free. 

Gov»  The  greater  and  more  sacred  is  thy  bless- 
ing: 
For  where  heaven's  bounty  holy  ground-work 

finds, 
Tis  like  a  sea,  encompassing  chaste  minds. 

Enter  Duchess. 

Her.  Tlie  duchess  comes,  my  lord. 
Gov.  Be  you  then  all  witnesses 
To  an  intent  most  horrid. 


Duch,  One  poor  night. 
Ever  Almachildes  now. 
Better  his  meaner  fortunes  wept  than  ours, 
That  took  the  true  height  of  a  princess'  spirit 
To  match  unto  their  greatness.    Such  lives  at 

his 
Were  only  made  to  break  the  force  of  fate 
Ere  it  came  at  us,  and  receive  the  venom. 
Tis  bur  a  usual  friendship,  for  a  mistress 
To  lose  some  forty  years  in  hopeful  time, 
And  hazard  an  eternal  soul  for  ever : 
As  young  as  he  has  done,  and  more  desertful. 

Gov.  Madam. 

Duch.  My  lord  ? 

Gov.  This  is  tlie  hour  that  I  've  so  long 
desired : 
The  tumult 's  full  appeas*d.    Now  may  we  both 
Exchange  embraces  with  a  fortunate  arm. 
And  practise  to  make  love-knots,  thus. 

[Draws  a  curtain,  and  discovers  the  Duke 
laid  out  qs  a  corpse. 

Duch.  My  lord! 

Gov.  Thus,  lustful  woman,  and  bold  murd'ress, 
thus! 
Bless'd  pow'rs,  to  make  my  loyalty  and  truth  so 
happy !  [honour, 

'^Look  there,  thou  shame  of  greatness,  stain  of 
Behold  thy  work,  and  weep  before  thy  death  ! 
If  thou  beest  blest  with  sorrow  and  a  conscience. 
Which  is  a  eift  from  heav'o,  and  seldom  knocks 
At  any  murderer's  breast  with  sounds  of  comfort. 
See  this  ^hy  worthy  and  unequall'd  piece ; 
A  fair  encouragement  for  another  husband  ! 

Duch,  Bestow  me  upon   death,  sir;    I  am 
g"*'Jty, 
And  of  a  cruelty  above  my  cause. 
His  injury  was  too  low  for  my  revenge. 
Perform  a  justice  that  may  light  all  others 
To  noble  actions.     Life  is  hateful  to  me. 
Beholding  my  dead  lord.     Make  us  an  one 
In  death,  whom  marriaee  made  one  of  two  living, 
Till  cursed  fury  parted  us.     My  lord, 
I  covet  to  be  like  him. 

Gov,  No,  my  sword 
Shall  never  stain  the  virgin  brightness  on  '( 
With  blood  of  an  adultVess. 

Duch.  There,  my  lord, 
I  dare  my  accusers,  and  defy  the  world. 
Death,  shame,  and  torment.  Blood  I  am  guilty  of. 
But  not  adultery,  not  the  breach  of  honour. 

Gov,  No ! — Come  forth,  Almachildes ! 

Enter  Almachildes. 

Duch.  Almachildes! 
Ilath  time  brought  him  about  to  save  himself 
By  my  destruction  ?    I  am  justly  doom'd. 

Gov.  Do  you  know  this  woman  ? 

Alma.  1  \e  known  her  better,  sir,  than  at 
this  time. 
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Gov.  But  she  defies  you  there. 

Alma,  That 's  the  common  trick  of  them  all. 

Duch.  Nay,  since  I  'm  touched  so  near,  be- 
fore my  death  then. 
In  right  of  honour's  innocence,  I  am  bold 
To  call  heaven  and  my  woman  here  to  witness. 

Enter  Amoretta. 

My  lord,  let  her  speak  truth,  or  may  she  perish ! 

Amor,  Then,  sir,  by  all  the  hopes  of  a  maid's 
comfort, 
Either  in  faithful  service,  or  bless'd  marriage, 
The  woman  that  his  blindied  folly  knew 
Was  only  a  hir'd  strumpet,  a  professor 
Of  lust  and  impudence  which  here  is  ready 
To  approve  what  I  have  spoken. 

Alma,  A  common  strumpet ! 
Thb  comes  of  scarfs :  I  '11  never  more  wear 
An  haberdasher's  shop  before  mine  eyes  again. 


Gov,  My  sword  is  proud  thou  'rt  lightened  of 
that  sin. 
Die  then  a  murd'ress  only  ! 

Duke,  [rising,]  Live  a  duchess. 
Better  than  ever  fov'd,  embrac'd,  and  honour'd. 
Duch.  My  lord ! 

Duke,  Nay,  since  in  honour  thou  canst  josUy 
rise, 
Vanish  all  wrongs,  thy  former  practice  dies. 
I  thank  thee,  Almachildes,  for  my  life. 
This  lord  for  truth,  and  heav*n  for  such  a  wife : 
Whoj   tho'  her   intent  siun'd,   yet  she  makes 

amends 
With  grief  and  honour,  virtue's  noblest  ends. 
What  griev'd  you  then,  shall  never  more  ofod 

you ; 
Your  father's  scull  with  honour  we  '11  inter 
And  ^ive  the  peace  due  to  the  sepulchre; 
And  m  all  times,  may  this  day  ever  prove 
A  day  of  triumph,  joy,  and  bion^t  love ! 

['Exeunt. 


THE  END. 
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